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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Several years have elapsed since the publishers of the present 
volume collected the various detached pieces of Mrs. Heroans^ 
poetry, and gave them to the public, in connection with the poetry 
of Heber and Pollock, in a single volume. Many additional effu- 
sions from her pen have since been published in the British jour-l 
nals ; these have been industriously sought for, and superadded, 
in this new edition, to the number contained in the prior publica- 
tion. To suit the convenience of those who desire to possess the. 
works of Mrs. Hemans separately, the productions of the before- , 
mentioned authors are not included in the present edition. 

The publishers believe that this volume contains all the poems 
of Mrs. Hemans which have hitherto been published ; and that, 
therefore, it may be considered as a complete edition of her works. 

Philadelphia, October, 1835. 
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PREFACE. 



Perhaps in the range of English literature, there are few writers whose 
works will meet with that universal acceptation which seems to await those 
of Mrs. Hemans. In her own country, there has been awarded to her the 
highest degree of commendation by all classes of critics; and her recent 
demise is mourned by her countrymen as the extinguishment of one of their 
brightest luminaries. 

In regard to our own country, also, the poetical genius of Mrs. Hemans 
was adequately appreciated at a very early period of her eminent career ; 
and as each succeeding effort betokened the increase and expansion of her 
maturer powers, her fame grew continually brighter, until its radiance was 
perceptible to all It may be said with truth, that the homage to her genius 
was universal in its character and extension; and in this respect she stood 
almost alone amongst the contemporaneous popular poets of Great Britain. 
Several names upon that illustrious list have been sullied by promulging to the 
world the efiiisions of a prurient imagination, or of an open and contemptuous 
disregard for the moral sentiments and religious faith of Christendom. Per- 
haps it may be partly from the strong contrast which Mrs. Hemans has pre- 
sented to such a baleful spirit, that her productions have been hailed with such 
unalloyed delight 

But it would be a most material error to imagine that such an adventitious 
circumstance of comparison was the sole or principal cause of the enthusias- 
tic and wide-extended popularity which attended her later productions. The 
poetry of Mrs. Hemans has an intrinsic excellence and beauty which suffi- 
ciently account for present popularity, and fully warrant the prediction of an 
immortal reputatioa Pre-eminent among the merits of her poetry, are its 
exquisite grace and feminine delicacy ; to these are united a vigour and splea 
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PREFACE. 



dour of imagination, a harmonious combination of numbers, a glowing beauty 
of language, — ^and, above all, a most intimate and comprehensive knowledge 
of the human heart, — ^which, it may vrith safety be asserted, have never been 
equalled by any other female writer. 

There is, moreover, in Mrs. Hemans' poetry a moral purity, and a religious 
feeling, which commend it, in an especial manner, to the discriminating 
reader. No parent or guardian will be under the necessity of imposing restric- 
tions with regard to the free perusal of every production emanating from this 
gifted womaa There breathes throughout the whole a most eminent exemp- 
tion from impropriety of thought or diction; — and there is at times a pensive- 
ness of tone, a winning sadness in her more serious compositions, which tells 
of a soul which has been lifted from the contemplation of terrestrial things to 
divine communings with beings of a purer world. 

These are some of the qualifications which have rendered the poetry of 
Mrs. Hemans delightful to so many readers, and unexceptionable to all: 
these have caused it to be diftused and admired wherever the English lan- 
guage is spoken; and, whilst that language shall endure, her poetry can never 
be neglected or disesteemed. 

Philadelphia, October, 1835. 
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Slie iForeot Sbanctuars. 



Ihr Ftatas aOer meliwr •UU«n Fk«udeii, 
Bach las Ich hisier mir auf inuaerdar I 

80 i« del Gei«M Ruf an mich erni^tiL 
«V«rtanrt 



Mkh txttite nkht eUk^ inliKhM Veriangta. 

Die Jungfrau von Orleatu, 
Long time agaimt opprairion havo I feughL 
And to (be nadve libeny of iaith 
Haye Ued and ■uAr'd bonda 

Remonef a Tragedy. 



The foUowing Poem if intended to deecribe the 
mental conflicti^ as well as outwaid mifiTeringSi of 
a Spaniard, who, flying from the religious perse- 
cutions of his own country in the 16th century, 
takes refuge with his child in a North American 
forest The story is supposed to be related by 
himself amidst the wiiderness which has afforded 
him an asylum. 



I. 

Tbx voices of my home I — I hear them still 1 
They have been with me through the dreamy 

night — 
The Ueesed household voicesi wont to fiU 
My heart's clear depths with unalloy'd delight I 
I bear them still, unchang'd :— though some from 

earth 
Ave music parted, and the tones of mirth^ 
Wild, silvery tonei^ that rang through days more 

bpghtl 
Have died in othefs,— yet to me they coms^ 
Ringing of boyhood back — ^tha voioesof nqr home t 

U. 

They call me through this hush of woods, repo- 
sing 
In the gray stillness of the summer mom, 
They wander by when heavy flowers are closing, 
And thoughts grow deep, and winds and stars 

axe bom; 
E*en as a fount's remember'd gushings burst 
On the paich'd traveUer in his hour of thnnrt, 
E'enthns they haxint me with sweet sounds, till 
worn 



By quenchless longings^ to my soul I say— 
Oh 1 for the dove's swift wings, that I might flee 
away, 

III. 
And find mine ark I— yetwhither 1— Imustbear 
A yearning heart within me to the grave. 
I am of those o'er whom a breath of air- 
Just darkening in its course the lake's bright 

Wave, 
And sighing thioqgh the feathery cuiies(l)— 

hath power 
To call up shadows, in the silent hour. 
From the dim past, as from a wizard's cave I 
So must it be I — These skies above me spread, 
Are they my own soft skies 1— -Ye rest not here, 

my deadl 

* IV. 

Ye fiur amidst the southern flowers lie sleeptog^ 
Your graves all smiling in the sunshine clear. 
Save one ! — a blue, lone, distant main is sweeping 
High o'er one gentle head— ye rest not here 1-— 
'Tis not the olive, with a whisper swaying. 
Not thy low ripplings, glassy water, playing 
Through my own chesnut groves, which fill 

mine ear; 
Biit the fiunt echoes in my breast that dwell, 
And fi>r their birth-place moan, as moans the 

ocean4heU.(2) 

V. 
Peace I — ^I will dash these ibnd regrets to esitb, 
Ev'n as an eagle shakes the cumbering rain 
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From hu strong pinion. Thoa that gaVit me 

birth, 

And lineage, and onee home^— my nathe Spain I 
Mj own bright land — my iather'a land — my 

chUd's! 
What hath thy aon brought from thee to the 

wilds 1 
He hath brought marks of torture and the chain, 
Traces of things which pass not as a breeze, 
A blighted name, dark thoughts, wrath, wo— thy 

gifts are these. 

VI. 

A blighted name I— I hear the winds of mom— 
Their sounds are not of this ! — I hear the shiver 
Of the green reeds, and all the rustlings, borne 
From the high forest, when the light leaves qui- 
ver: 
Their sounds are not of this !— the cedan, wa- 
ving, 
Lend it no tone: His wide savannahs laving, 
It is not murmur'd by the joyous river ! 
What part hath mortal name, where God alone 
Speaks to the mighty waste^ and through its heart 
is known? 

VII. 

Is it not much that I may worship Him, 
With nought my sinrit's breathings to control 
And feel His presence in the vast, and dim, 
And whispery woods, where dying thunders roll 
From the far cataracts ?~Shall I not rejoice 
That I have leam'd at last to know Hit voice 
From man's X — I will rejoice!— my soaring soul 
Now hath redeem'd her birth-right of the day, 
And won, through cbuds, to Him, herownunfet- 
ter'd way ! 

VIII. 

And thou, my boy! that silent at my knee 
Dost lift to mine thy soft, dark earnest eyes. 
Filled with the love of childhood, which I see 
Pure through its depths, t thing without dis- 
guise; 
Thou that haat breath'd in slumber on my 

breast, 
When I have checked its throbs to give thee rest. 
Mine own ! whose young thoughts fresh before 

me rise! 
Is it net much that I may guide thy prayer. 
And circle thy glad soul with free and healthful 
airl 

IX. 

Why should I weep on thy bright head, my 

boyi 
Within thy fathers' halls thou wilt net dwell, 
Nor lift their banner, with a warrior's joy, 
Amidst the sons of mountun chiefii, who fell 



For Spain of old.— Yet what if rolling wave» 
Have borne us far from our ancestral graves! 
Thou shalt not feel thy bursting heart rebel 
As mine hath done; nor bear what I have borne, 
Casting in felsehood's moukl th' indignant brow 
of scorn. 

X. 

This shall not be thy k>t, my Ueased child! 
I have notsorrow'd, struggled, lived in vain — 
Hear me! magnificent and ancient wild; 
And mighty rivers, ye that meet the main, 
As deep meets deep; and foresM, whose dim 

shade 
The flood's voice, and the wind's by swells per- 
vade; 
Hear met — 'tis well to die, and not complain. 
Yet there are hours when the charged heart must 
speak, 
Ev'n in the desert's ear to pour itself; or break I 

XI. 

I see an oak before me,(3) it hath been 

The crown*d one of the woods ; and might have 

flung 
Its hundred arms to Heaven, still freshly green, 
But a wild vine around the stem hath clung, 
From branch to biaiifch close wreaths of bond- 
age throwing, : 
Till the proud tree, before no tempest bowing, 
Hath shrunk and died, those serpent-folds 

among. 
Alas 1 alas 1— what is it that I seel 
An image of man's mind, land of my sires, with 
theel 

XIL 

Yet art thou lovely 1 Song is on thy hills — 
Oh sweet and mournful mekNliflB of Spain, 
That luU'd my boyhood, how your memory 

thrills 
The exile's heart, with sudden-wakeningpain ! — 
Your sounds are on the rocks— that I might hear 
Once more the music of the mountaineer ! — 
And from the sunny vales the shepherd's strain 
Fktats out, and fills the solitary place 
With the old tuneful names of Spain's heroic race. 

XIII. 

But there was idlence one bright, golden day. 
Through my own pine-hung mountains. Cleiar, 

yet fone, 
In the rich autumn light the vineyards lay. 
And from the fields the peasant's voice was gone ; 
And the red grapes untrodden strew'd the 

ground, 
And the free flocks nntended roam'd around : 
Where was the pastor?— where the pipe's wild 

tone? 
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Monc and miith w^re hoah'd the lulb among, 
While to the dly's gate^ each hamlet pour'd Us 



XIV. 

Silence upon the mountains! — But within 
The city's gates a rush^-a press — a swell 
Of multitudes their torrent way to win; 
And heavy boomidgs of a dull deep bell^ 
: A dead pause fioUowing each— like that which 
i>aits 
The dash of billows, holding breathless hearts 
Fast m the hush of iear--4uieU after knell; 
And sounds of thickening steps, Iflto thunder- 
rain, 

That plashes on the roof of some vast echoing 
£uie! 



What pagitent's hour appioach'd 1-^The 



Of a strong andent prison-house was thrown 
Back to the day. And who, in moumftil state, 
Came forth, led sbwly o'er its thnshold-stone 1 
They that had leam'd, in cells of secTSt gloom, 
How sunshine is foigotten 1 — They, to whom 
The Tery features of mankind were grown 
Things that bewikkr'dl— O'er their dasled 

oght, 
Tbey lifted their wan hands, and cower'd before 

the light! 

XVI. 

To this man brings his brother!— Some were 

there, 
Who with their desolation had entwined 
Fierce strength, and girt the sternness of despair 
Fast round their bosoms, even as warriiDrB bind 
The breast-pkle on for fight: but brow and cheek 
Seemed iheirB a torturing panoply to speak I 
And there were some, ftom whom the very mind 
Had been wrung out: they smiled—oh I starts 

ling smile 
Whence man's high soul is fled !— ^liiere doth it 

sleep the while? 

xvn. 

But onward moved the melancholy train, 
For their false creeds in fiery pangs to die. 
This was the solemn sacrifice of Spain — 
Heaven's oflering firom the land of chivalry! 
Through thousands, thousands of their race they 



Ob! how unlike all others !— the bebved. 
The firee, the proud, the beautiful! whose eye 
Grew fixed before them, while a people's breath 
Was hushed, and its one soul bound in thethought 
of death! 



xvin. 

It might be that amidst the countless throng. 
There swelled some heart with Pity's weight 

oppressed. 
For the wide stream of human love is strong 
And woman, on whose fond and faithfbl breast 
Childhood is reared, and at whose knee the sigh 
Of its first prayer is breathed, she, too, was nigk. 
But life is dear, and the ftee footstep blesMd, 
And home a sunny place, where eadi may fill 
Some eye with glistening smiles^— «nd therefore 

all were still— 

XIX. 

An still— youth, courage, strength!— a winter 

laid, 
A chain of palsy, cast on might and mind I 
Still, as at noon a southern forest's shade. 
They stood, those breathless masses of mankind; 
Still, as a frozen torrent! — ^but the wave 
Soon leaps to foaming freedom — they, the brave, 
Endured — they saw the martyr's place assigned 
In the red fiames — ^whence is the withering spell 
That numbs each human pulse 1 — they saw, and 

thought it well. 

XX. 

And I, too, thought it well 1 That very mom 
From a fitr land I came, yet round me dung 
The spirit of my own. No hand had torn 
With a strong grasp away the veil whkh hung 
Between mine eyes and truth. I gaaed, I saw, 
Dimly, as through a glass. In silent awe 
I watched the fearful rites; and if there sprung 
One rebel feeling from its deep founts up^ 
Shuddering, I flung it back, as guilt's own poison- 
cup. 

XXI. 

But I was wakened as the dreamers waken 
Whom the shrill trumpet and the shriek of dread 
Rouse up at midnight, when their waUs are 

taken, 
And they must battle till thdr bk)od is shed 
On their own threshold-fiaor. A path for light 
Through my torn breast vras shattered by the 

might 
Of the swift thunder-stroke— and Freedom's 

tread 
Came in through ruins, late, yet not in vain, 
Making the blighted place all green with life again. 

xxn. 

Still darkly, slowly, as a suHen mass 
Of doud, o'ersweeping, without wind, the sky, 
Dream-like I saw Uie sad procession pass, 
And marked its victims with a tearless eyu. 
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They movad before me but as pictaree, wrought 
Each to reveal eome secret of man's thought, 
On the sharp edge of sad mortalitji 
Till in his (iJace came one — oh I could it be? 
— My finend, my heart's first friend! — and did I 
gaze on theel 

XXIII. 

On thee! with whom in boyhood I had played 
At the grape-gatherings, by my native streams ; 
And to whose eye my youthful soul had laid 
Bare, as to Heaven's, its glowing world of dreams; 
And by whose side 'midst warriors I had stood, 
And in whose helm was brought — oh! earned 

with blood !~ 
The iresh wave to my lips, when tropic beams 
Smote on my fevered brow! — Ay, years had 

passed, 
Severing our paths, Jprave finend ! — and thus we 

met at last! 

XXIV. 

I see it still — the lofty mien thou borest — 
On thy pale forehead sat a sense of power ! 
The very look that once thou brightly worest 
Cheering me onward through a fearful hour, 
When we were girt by Indian bow and spear, 
'Midst the white Andes— e'en as mountain deer, 
Hemmed in our camp — ^but through the javelin 

flhower 
We rent our way, a tempest of despair t 
— ^And thou — hadst thou but died with thy true 
brethren there ! 

XXV. 

I call the fond wish back — ^for thou hast perished 
More nobly far, my Alvar ! — making known 
The might of truth ;(4) and be thy memory che- 
rished 
With theirs, the thousands, that around her 

throne 
Have poured thenr lives out smiling, in that doom 
Finding a triumph, if denied a tomb I 
— Ay, with their ashes hath the wind been sown, 
And with the wind their spirit shall be spread, 
Filfing roan's heart and home with records of the 
dead. 

XXVI. 

Thou Searcher of the Soul ! in whose dread sight 
Not the bold guilt alone, that mocks the skies, 
But the scarce-owned, unwhispered thought of 

night, 
As a thing written with the sunbeam lies ; 
Tlum know'at — whose eye through shade and 

depth can see, 
That this man's crime was but to worship thee, 



Like those that made tbeir hearts thy sacrilioe, 
The called of yore ; wont by the Saviour^s aide, 
On the dim Olive-Mount to pray at eventide. 

XXVII. 
For the strong spirit will at times awake. 
Piercing the mists that wrap her clay-abode; 
And, bom of thee, she may not always take 
Earth's accents fiir the oracles of God; 
And e'en for this— O dust, whose mask is powerl 
Reed, that would be a scouige thy little hour! 
Spark, whereon yet the mighty hath not trod. 
And therefore thou destroyestl— wliere were 
flown 
Our hope, if man were left to man's decree alone? 

XXVIII. 
But this I felt not yet I could but gaze 
On him, my fiiend ; while that swift moment 

threw 
A sudden freshness back on vanished days, 
Like water-drops on some dim picture's hue; 
Calling the proud time up, when fint I stood 
Where banners floated, and my heart's qukk 

bkxxl 
Sprang to a torrent as the clarion blew. 
And he — his sword was like a brother's worn, 
That watches through the field his mother's young- 
est bom. 

XXIX. 
But a lance met me in that day's career, 
Senseless I lay amidst th' o'ersweeping fight, 
Wakening at last — ^how full, how strangely clear, 
That scene on memory flashed !— 4he shivery 

light, 
Moonlight, on broken shields— the plain of 

slaughter, 
The feuntain-side-^the low sweet sound of wa- 



And Alvar bending o'er me— from the night 
Covering me with bb mantle ! — all the past 
Ffewcd back—my soul's hi chords all answered 
to the blast. 

XXX. 

Till, in that rush of visions, I became 
As one that by the bands of slumber wound, 
Lies with a powerless, but all-thriUing frame. 
Intense in consciousness of sight and sound, 
Yet buried in a wildering dream which brings 
Loved faces round him, girt with fearful things ( 
Troubled e'en thus I stood, but chained and 

bound 
On that familiar form mine eye to keep — 
-Alas! I might not fiUl upon his neck and 
weept 
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XXXI. 
He puwd me— «nd what nextl — ^I looked on 

two, 
Fdlowing hii footsteps to the same dread place, 
Forthe same guilt^his sisters !(5>— Well I knew 
The faeantyon those brows, though each young 

iaee 
Was changed— so deeply changed !*-a dun- 
geon's air 
Is hard ibr lored and fevely things to bear, 
And ye, O daughten of a kifty race, 
Ctneen-like Theresa! radiant Inez! — flowers 
So cherished ! were ye then but reared for those 
dark hours ^ 

XXXII. 

A mournful home, young sisters ! had ye left, 
With your lutes hanging hushed upon the wall, 
And silence round the aged man, bereft | 

Of each glad ?oioe, once answering to his call. 
Alas, that lonely father! doom'd to pine 
For sounds departed in his life's decline. 
And, 'midst the shadowing banners of hn hall, 
With his white hair to sit, and deem the name 
A hundred chiefe had borne, cast down by you to 
shame !(6) 

XXXIII. 

And wo for you, 'midst looks and words of lore, 
And gentle hearts and faces, nursed so kmg ( 
How had I seen you in your beauty move. 
Wearing the wreath, and listening to the eong! 
—Yet sat, e'en then, what leemed the crowd to 

shun, 
Half veiled upon the clear pale brow of one. 
And deeper thoughts than oft to youth belong. 
Thoughts, such as wake to evening's whispery 

sway. 
Within the drooping shade of her sweet eyelids 

lay. 

xxxrv. 

And if she mingled with the festive train. 
It was but as some melancholy star 
Beholds the dance of shepherds on the plain. 
In its bright stillness present, though afar. 
Yet would she smile—and that, too, hath its 

smile — 

Circled with joy which reached her not the while, 

And bearing a lone spirit, not at war 

With earthly things, but o'er their form and hue 

Shedding too dear a light, too sorrowfully true. 

XXXV. 

But the dark houis wring forth the hidden might 
Whksh had hdn bedded in the silent soul, 
A treasure all wndrpsmt of ;— as the night 
Calls oat the harmonies of streams that roll 



Unheard by day. It seemed as if her breast 
Had hoarded energies, till then suppressed 
Almost with pain, and bursting from control 
And finding first that hour their pathway free : 
—Could a rose brave the storm, siush might her 
emblem be ! 

XXXVI. 

For the soft gloom whose shadow still had hung 
On her fair brow, beneath its garlands worn, 
Was fled ; and fire, like prophecy's had sprung 
Clear to her kindled eye. It might be scorn — 
Prids— sense of wrong — ay, the findl heart is 

bound 
By these at times, even as with adamant round, 
Kept so firom breaking ! — ^yet not thus upborne 
She moved, though some sustaining passbn's 

wave 
Lifted her fervent soul— a aster for the brave' 

XXXVII. 

And yet, alas ! to see the strength which chngs 
Round woman in such hours !«-a mournful sight, 
Though lovely ! — an overflowing of the springs^ 
The full springs of aflfection, deep as bright! 
And she, because her life is ever twined 
With other lives, and by no stormy wind 
May thence be shaken, and because the light 
Of tenderness is round her, and her eye 
Doth weep such passionate tears — therefore she 
thus can die. 

XXXVIII. 

Therefore dUst thou, through that heait^haking 

scene. 
As through a triumph move ; and cast aside 
Thine own sweet thoughtfiilness for victoiy's 



O faithful flSBter! cheering thus the guide. 
And friend, and brother of thy sainted youth. 
Whose hand had led thee to the source of troth. 
Where thy glad soul firom earth was purified; 
Nor wouldst thou, following him through all the 
past. 
That he should see thy step grow tremnbus at last 

XXXIX. 

For thou hadst made no deeper kyve a guest 
'Midst thy young spirit's dreams, than that which 
grows 
Between the nurtured of the same fond breast, 
The sheltered of one roof; and thus it rose 
Twined in with life. — How is it, that the hours 
Of the same sport, the gathering early flowen 
Round the same tree, the sharing one repose. 
And mingling one first prayer in murmurs soft, 
From the heart's memory fade, m this world'» 
breath, so ofti 
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XL. 

But thee that bvowthhrnl touched not; thee, nor 

him. 
The tirue in all things found! — and thou weit 

blest 
Even then, that no remembered change could 

dim 
The perfect image of affection, preeeed 
Like armour to thy bosom ! — thou hadst kept 
Watch by that brother's couch of pain, and wept, 
Thy sweet face covering with thy robe, when 

rest 

Fled from the sufieier ; thou hadst bound his faith 
Unto thy soul — one light, one hope ye chose— one 

death. 

XLI. 

So didst thou pass on brightly 1— but for hei^, 
Next in that path, how may her doom be spo- 
ken! 
—All merciful ! to think that such things were, 
And are, and ^een by men with hearts un- 
broken ! 
To think of that fW girl, whose path had been 
So strewed with rose-leaves, all one fairy scene ! 
And whose quick glance came ever as a token 
Of hope to drooping thouglit, and her glad voice 
As a free bird's in spring, that makes the woods 
rejoice! 

XLII. 

And she to die !— ehe loved the laughing earth 
With such deep joy in its fresh leaTes and fbw- 

ersi 
— ^Was not her smile even as the sudden biitfa 
Of a young rainbow, colouring vernal showers 1 
Yes! but to meet her fawn-like step, to hear 
The gushes of wiM song, so silvery clear, 
Whkh, oft unconsciously, in happier hours 
Flowed from her lips, vrtM to forget the sway 
Of Time and Death bebw,— blight, shadow, dull 
decay! 

XLIII. 

Could this change be? — ^the hour, the scene, 

where last 
I saw that form, came floating o^er my mind : 
—A golden vintage-eve*,— the heats vrere pass- 
ed. 
And, in the freshness of the fanning wind. 
Her father sat, where gleamed the first faint star 
Through the lime-boughs; and with her light 

guitar. 
She, on the greensward at his feet reclined. 
In his calm face laughed up ; some shepherd-lay 
s childhood sings on the lone hills at 
pUy. 



XLIV. 
And now— oh Gh>d I the bitter fear of death. 
And sore amaze, the faint o'ershadowing dread. 
Had grasped her I— ^panting in her quick-drawn 

breath, 
And in her white lips quivering ; — onward led. 
She looked up with her dim bewildered eyes, 
And there smiled out her own soft brilliantskies. 
Far in their sultry southern azure spread. 
Glowing with joy, but silent!— still they smiled, 
Yet sent down no reprieve for earth's poor trem- 
bling child. 

XLV. 

Alas ! that earth had all too strong a hold, 
Too fast, sweet Inez ! on thy heart, whose bloom 
Was given to early love, nor knew how cold 
The hours which foUow. There was one, with 

whom. 
Young as thou weit, and gentle, and untried. 
Thou mightest, perchance, unshrinkingly have 

died; 
But he was far away ;— «nd with thy doom 
Thus gathering, life grew so intensely dear, 
That all thy slight frame shook with its cold mor* 

talfear! 

XLVI. 

No aidl— thou too didst pass!— and all had 

passed. 
The fearful— and the desperate— and the 

strong! 
Some like the bark that rushes with the blast. 
Some like the leaf swept shiveiingly abng, 
And some as men, that have but one more field 
To fight, and then may slumber on their shield, 
Therefore they arm in hope. But now the 

throng 
Rolled on, and bore me with their living tide. 
Even as a bark wherein is left no power to guide. 

XL VII. 

Wave swiopt on wave. We reached a stately 

square, 
Decked for the rites. An altar rtood on high. 
And gorgeous, in the midst. ' A place for prayer. 
And praise, and offering. Could the earth sup- 
ply 
No fruits, no flowers for sacrifice, of all 
Which on her sunny lap unheeded fidlt 
No fiur young firstling of the flock to die, 
As when before their God the Patriarchs stood? 
-Look down! man brings thee, Heaven! his 
brother's guiltless bkwd ! 

XLVIIL 

Hear iU voice, hear !— a ery goes up to thee. 
From the staiHed sod;— make thou thy jndg- 
ment known | 
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On faSm, the ahedderl-^let his portion be 
The fear that walks at midnight—give the moan 
In the wind haunting him a power to say 
" Where is thy brother 7"— and the eters a ray 
To search and shake hia spirit, when abne 
With the diead splendour of their burning eyes ! 
-So shall earth own thy will— meicy, not sacri- 
fice! 

XLIX. 

Sounds of triumphant praise !— the mass was 

sung— 
. —Voices that die not might have poured such 

strains 1 
Through Salem's towen might that proud chant 

have rung, 
When the Most High, on Syria's palmy plains, 
Had quelled her foes !— eo full it swept, a sea 
Of loud waves jubilant, and rolling fiee! 
Oft when the winds, as through reeounding 

fanes, 
Hath filled the choral forests with its power, 
Some deep tone brings me back the music of that 



It died away;— the incense-cloud was driven 
Before the breexe — the words of doom wen 

said; 
And the son fiuled mournfully from heaven, 
—He fiuled mournfully! and dimly red, 
Parting in clouds from those that looked their 

last. 
And sighed — *^ FareweU, thou sun !"— Eve 

glowed and passed — - 
Night — midnight and the moon — came forth 

and shed 
Sleep, even as dew, on glen, wood, peopled 



Save one— a phce of death— and there men slum- 
bered not. 

LI. 

Twas not within the eity(7)— but in sight 
Of the snow-crowned sierras, freely sweeping, 
With many an eagle's eyrie .on the height, 
And hunter's cabin, by the toirent peeping 
Far off: and vales between, and vineyards lay, 
With sound and gleam of waters on their way. 
And chesnut-woods, that girt the happy sleep- 
ing, 
In many a peasant-home ! — ^the midnight sky 
Brought sofUy that rich world round thoee who 
came to die. 

Lit. 
The darkly-glorious midnight sky of Spain, 
Boming ^rith stan!— What had the toiehee' 
gUoe 



To do beneath that Temple, and profane 
Its holy radiance? — By their wavering flare, 
I saw beside the pyres — ^I see thee noWf 

bright Theresa I with thy lifted brow, 

And thy clasped hands, and dark eyes filled with 

prayer! 
And thee, and Inez ! bowing thy fair head, 
And mantling up thy face, all colourless with 
dread 1 

LIII. 

And Alvar, Alvar !— I beheld thee too. 
Pale, steadfast, kingly ; till thy clear glance feD 
On that young sister; then perturbed it grow, 
And all thy labouring bosom seemed to swell 
With painful tenderness. Why came I then, 
That troubled image of my friend to bear 
Thence, for my after- yeats 1 — a thing to dwell 
In my heart's core, and on the darkness rise, 
Disquieting my dreams with its bright mournful 
eyes? 

LIV. 

Why came I? oh ! the heart's deep mysteiy!-^ 

Why 
In man's last hour doth vain afiection's gaxe 
Fix itself down on struggling agony, 
To the dimm'd eye-balls freezing, as they glaze? 
It might be — ^yet the power to will seemed o'er — 
That my soul yeam'd to hear his voice once 

morel 
But mine was fettered ! mute in strong amasw, 

1 watched his features as the night-wind blew. 
And toroh-Iight or the moon's passed o'er their 

marble hue. 

' LV. 

The trampling of a steed ! — a tall white st^, 
Rending his fiery way the crowds among — 
A storm's way through a forest— came at speed, 
And a wild voice cried " Inez !" Swift she flung 
The mantle from her face, and gazed around, 
With a faint shriek at that familiar sound, 
And from his'seat a breathless rider sprung. 
And dashed off fiercely those who came to part, 
And rushed to that pale girl, and clasped her to his 
heart. 

LVI. 
And for a moment all around gave way 
To that fiill burst of passion!— on his bnast. 
Like a bird panting yet from fear she lay. 
But blessed— in misery's very lap— yet blest! — 
Oh love, k>ve, strong as death I — from such aa 

hour 
Pressing out joy by thine immortal power, 
Holy and fervent love! had earth but rest 
For thee and thine, this world were all to fair! 
How co^d WB tnenoe be weaned to die without 

despair? 
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LVII. 
But she— «8 fijlfl a willovr from the etorm, 
O'er its own river streaming — thus reclin'd 
On the youth's bosom hung her fragile form, 
And duping aims, so passionately twined 
Around his neck— with such a trusting fold, 
A full deep sense of safety in their hold, 
As if nought earthly might th' embrace unbind ! 
Alas ! a child's fond fiuth, believing still 
Its mother's breast beyond the lightning's reach to 
kiU! 

LVIII. 
Brief vest ! upon the turning billow's height, 
A strange sweet moment of some heavenly 



Floating between the savage gusts of night, 
That sweep the sea* to foam! Soon dark again 
The hottr--the soene-*th' intensely present, 

rush'd 
Back on her spirit, and her laige tears gushed 
Like blood-drops finm a victim; with swift rain 
Bathing the bosom where she lean'd that hour. 
As if her life would melt into th' o'eiswelling 

shower. 

LIX. 

But he, whose aim sustained her l^oh 1 1 knew 
'Twas vain, and yet he hoped!— he fondly 

strove 
Back from her fidth her sinking soul to woo, 
As life might yet be hem ! — A dream of love 
Wtuch could not look upon so fair a thing, 
Remembering how like hope, like joy, like 

■pring, 
Her smile was wont to glance, her step to move, 
And deem that men indeed, in very truth. 
Could mean the sting of death for her soft flower- 
ing youth! 

LX. 

He wooed her back to life.— "Sweet Inei^ Uve! 
My blessed Inez i^visbns have beguil'd 
Thy heart—abjure them 1 — thou wert formed to 

give, 
And to find joy; and hath not sunshine smiled 
Around thee ever? Leave me not, mine own! 
Or earth will grow too dark! — for thee alone, 
Thee have I foved, thou gentlest! from a child. 
And home thine image with me o'er the sea, 
Thy soft voice in my soul >^-Speak -—Oh ! yet live 

forme!" 

LXl. 

She kok'd up wildly; then were anxious eyes 
Wailing that lodi-- sad eyes of troubled thought, 
Alvar's— Theresa's 1-Did her childhood rise, 
Wilh all itapuie and home-afiections graught, 



In the brief ghmoel— She elacped her handi— 

the strife 
Of love, fidth, fear, and that yain dream <rf'life. 
Within her woman's breast so deeply wrought, 
It seemed as if a reed so slight and weak 
MuBtt in the rending storm not quiver only— 

breakl 

LXII. 

And thus it was— the young cheek flushed and 

foded, 
As the swift blood in currents came and went, 
And hues of death the marble brow o'erdiaded, 
And the sunk eye a watery lustre sent 
Through its white fluttering lids. Then trem- 
blings passed 
O'er the frail form, that shook it, as the blast 
Shakes the sere leaf, until the sjMrit rent 
Its way to peace— the fearfUl way unknown- 
Pale in love's arms she lay— sAtf— what had loved 
was gone! 

LXIII. 

Joy for thee, trembler !— thou redeemed one, joy ! 
Young dove set free! earth, ashes, soulless clay, 
Remained for baflled vengeance to destroy ;' 
— T%y chain was riven! — ^nor hadst thou cast 

avnty 
Thy hope in thy last hour !— though love was 

there 
Striving to wrmg thy troubled soul firom prayer, 
And life seemed robed in beautiful array, 
Too fair to leave !-^but this might be forgiven, 
Thou wert so richly crowned with prsdous gifts 

of Heaven! 

Lxrvr. 

But wo for him who felt the heart grow still, 
Which, with its weight of agony, had lain 
Breaking on his! — Scarce could ttie mortal chill 
Of the hushed bosom, ne'er to heave again. 
And all the silence curdling round the eye. 
Bring home the stem belief that she could die, 
That she indeed could die!— for wild and vain 
As hope might be — his soul had hoped— ^twas 

o'er — 
Sbwly bis failing arms dropped firom the form they 

bore. 

LXV. 

They forced him from that spot— It might be 

weU, 
JThat the fierce, reckless words by anguish wrung 
From his torn breast, all aimkas as they fell. 
Like spray-drops from the strife of torrents flung, 
Were marked as guilt. — There are, who note 

these things 
Against the smitten heart; ilsbfeakingi 
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—On whonlow thriiboiioe gentle miuic hung— 
"^ith a Tude band of touch unholy trying, 
And numbering then ae cnmei, the deep, etnnge 
tonee replying. 

LXVL 

Bat ye in eolemn joy, O fidthfid pair 1 
Stood gaong on your pasted ■istflr'e duet; 
I saw your featuiee by the torch'e gUra, 
And they were brightening with a heavenward 



I nw the doubt, the anguish, the diemay, 
Melt fiom my Aivar's glorioua mien away, 
And peace waa there— 4he ralmniwa of the juit I 
And, bending down the (lumberer's brow to kiss, 
^Thy rest is won," he said ;—^' sweet nster! 
praise for this!" 

LXVII. 
I started as fiom sleep;- 



itbehad 

A breese had troubled memory's hidden source ! 
At OBoe the torpor of my soul was broken- 
Thought) feeling, pasnon, woke in tenfold force. 
— Theieare soft breathings in thesonthem wind. 
That so your ioe-chains, O ye streams 1 unbind. 
And fieethe foaming swiftness of your course 1 
—I bunt from those that held me back, and fell 
EVn on his neck, and cried—" Friend, brother ! 
fore thee welir 

LXVIII. 
Did As not say " FareweU V— Alas 1 no biealh 
Came to mine ear. Hoaise murmurs from the 

thiong 
Told that the mysteries in the foce of death 
Had ftom their eager sight been veiled too long. 
And we were parted as the surge might part 
Thoae that would die together, true of heart. 
— -JSBt hour was come— bat in mine anguish 

strong. 
Like a fierce swimmer through the midnight sea, 
Blindly I rushed away from that which was to be. 

Awaj^-away I rushed ;•— 4nit swift and Ugh 
The arrowy pillan of the firelight grew. 
Till the tran^iarent darkness of the sky 
Flushed to abtood-red mantle in their hue; 
And, phantom-like, the kindling dty seemed 
To sj^ead, float, wave, as on the wind they 

straamed. 
With their wild splendour chasing me! — I knew 
The death-work was begun — I veiled mine eyes, 
Yet stopped in speO-bound fear to catdi the victhns' 



LXX. 

What heard I then 1— a ringing shriek of pain, 
8aeh asfor ever hanntsthetortar'd earl 



1 heard a sweet and solemn-breathing strain 
Piercing the flames, untremdous and clear ! 
— The rich, triumphal tones I — I know them well, 
As they came floating with a breeiy swell ! 
Man's voice was there— a cUrion voice to cheer 
In the mid-battle— ay, to turn the flying- 
Woman's— that might have sung of Heaven be- 
side the flying! 

LXXL 
It was a fearftd, yet a gtofious thmg. 
To hear that hymn of martyrdom, and know 

■ That its glad stream of melody could spring 
Up from th' unsounded gulfii of human wo ! 
Alvar ! Theresa !— what ia deepi what strong? 
God's breath within the soul !— It filled that song 
From your victorious voices !— but the gfow 
On the hot air and lurid skies increased — 

— ^Faint grow the sounds — more fidnt'-^I listened— 
theyhadi 



LXXIL 

And thou indeed hadst perished, my souPs friend! 
I might form other ties — but thou alone 
Couldst with a glance the veil of dimness rend, 
By other years o'er boyhood's memory thrown! 
Others might aid me onward: — Thou and I 
Had mingled the fresh thoughts that early die. 
Once flowering— never mora! — And thou wert 

gone! 
Who could give back my youth, my spirit free, 
Or be in aught again what thou haidst been tomal 

LXXIII. 

And yet I wept thee not, thou true and brave! 
I could not weep: — there gathered round thy 



Too deep a passbn! — thou denied a grave! 
7%ou, with the blight flung on thy solder's feme t 
Had I not known thy heart from chikihood*s 

timel 
Thy heart of hearts?— and couldst than die fof 

crime? 
—No! had aU earth decreed that death of shame, 
I would have set, against all earth's decree, 
Th' unalienable trust of my firm soid in thee I 

LXXIV. 

There are swift houm in lifo-Hitrong, ruabing 

hount, 
That do the work of tempests in their mightl 
They shake down things that stood as rocks and 

towers 
Unto th' undoubting mind; — they pour in light 
Where it but startles— like a burst of day 
For which th' uprooting of an oak makes way ^ 
They sweep the coloaring mists fiom off our 

sight, 
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They touch with fire, thought's graven page, the 
roU 
Stamped with past yean — and lo! it ahriTels as a 
scroU! 

LXXV. 

And this was of such hours ! — the sudden flow 
Of my soul's tide seemed whehning me; the 

glare 
Of the red flames, yet rocking to and fio, 
Scorched up my heart with breathless thirst for 

air, 
And solitude and freedom. It had been 
Well with me then, in some vast desert scene, 
To pour my voice out, for the winds to bear 
On with them, wildly questioning the sky, 
Fiercely th' untroubled stars, of man's dim destiny. 

LXXVI. 

I would have called, adjuring the dark doud ; 
To the most ancient Heavens I would have said 
— " Speak to me ! show me truth I"(8>->thiough 

night aloud 
I would have cried to him, the newly dead, 
" Come back! and show me truth!" — ^My spirit 

seemed 
Gasping for some free burst, its darkness teemed 
WiUi such pent storms of thought l—«gain I 

fled— 
I fled, a refoge from man's face to gain, 
Scarce oonadous when I paused, entering a bnely 

fime. 

Lxxvn. 

A mighty minster,, dim, and proud, and vast! 
Silence was round the sleepers, whom its floor 
Shut in the grave; a shadow of the past, 
A memory of the sainted steps that wore 
Erewhile its gorgeous pavement, seemed to brood 
Like mist upon the stately soUtude, 
A halo of sad fame to mantle o'er 
Its white sepulchral forms of mail-clad men, 
And all was hushed as night in some deep Alpine 
glen. 

LXXVIII. 

More hushed, far more! — tor there the wind 

sweeps by. 
Or the woods tremble to the streams' loud play I 
Here Sr strange echo made my very sigh 
Seem for the place too much a sound of day! 
Too much my footstep broke the moonlight, 

&ding. 
Yet arch through arch in one soft flow pervad- 
ing; 
And I stood still: — prayer, chant, had died away. 
Yet past me floated a funereal breath 
Of incense.'I stoodstill— as before God and death ! 



LXXIX. 
For thkk ye girt me round, ye long-dbparted !(9) 
Dust— imaged form— with cross, and shield, and 

crest; 
It seems as if your ashes would have started, 
Had a wild voice burst forth above your rest t 
Yet ne'er, perchance, did worshipper of yore 
Bear to your thrilling presence what /bore 
Of wrath— doubt—anguish — battling in the 

breast! 
I could have poured out words, on that pale air, 
To make your proud tombs ring:— no, no! I could 

DdL there! 

Not 'midst those aisles, through which a thou- 
sand years 
Mutely as clouds and reverently had swept; 
Not by those shrines, which yet the trace d tears 
And kneeling votaries on their marMe kept ! 
Ye were too mighty in your pomp of gkxnn 
And trophied age, O temple, altar, tomb! 
And you, ye dead ! — ^for in that foith ye slept, 
Whose weight had grown a mountain's on my 
heart. 
Which could not there be loosed. — ^I turned me tc 
depart 

I turned— what glimmered faintly on my sight, 
Faintly, yet brightening, as a wreath of snow 
Seen through dissolving haze 1 — The moon, the 

night, 
Had waned, and dawn poured in; g r a y, shar 

dowy, stow, 
Yet day-spring still ! — a solemn hoe it caught, 
Piercing the storied windows, darkly fraught 
With stoles and draperies of imperial glow, 
And soft, and sad, that colouring gleam was 

thrown, 
Where, pale, a ptotured form above the altar shone. 

Tliy form, thou Son of Gh>dl— a wrathful deep. 
With foam, and cloud, and tempest, round thee 

spread, 
And such a weight of night 1— a nighty when 

sleep 
From the fierce rocking of the faiUows fled. 
A bark showed dim beyond thee, with its mast 
Bowed, and its rent sail shivering to the blast ; 
But, like a spirit in thy gliding tread, 
Thou, as o'er glass, didst walk that stormy sea 
Through rushing winds whkh left a silent path 

for thee 1 

LXXXIU. 
So still thy white robes fell ! no breath of air 
Within their long andslumberous folds hadBWa.y< 
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So Btill the waves of purted. shadowy hair 
From thy clear brow flowed droopingly away 
Daik were the heavens above thee, Saviour !— 

dark 
The gulii, DeliveroTi nrand the straiaing bark 
But thou !--o'er all thine aspect and array 
Was pomed one stmam of pale, broad, silvery 

l^ht— 
^ThoQ weit the ainffle star d that aU-ehroiidin^ 

night! 

LXXXiy. 

Aid ibr one sinking!— Thy bne brightness 

Reamed 
On his wild fiu», just lifted o'er the wave, 
With its worn, fearful, human look that 
To cry through surge and blast—" I perish— 

saver 
Not to the vrinds— not vainly I— thou weit nigh, 
Thy hand was stretched to fiunting agony. 
Even in the portals of th' unquiet gravel 
O thou that art the life ! and yet didst bear 
Too much of mortal wo to turn from mortal piayer I 



LXXXV. 

But it was not a thing to rise on death, 
With its remembered light, that feoe of thine. 
Redeemer! dimmed by this world's misty breath, 
Yet mournfully, mysteriously divine 1 
— Oh I that calm, sorrowful, prophetic eye, 
"With its dark depths of grief, love, nujesty! 
And the pale glory of the brow ! — a shrine 
Where power sat veiled yet shedding sofUy 
romid 
What tdd that thou couldst be but Ibr a time un- 
crowned! 

LXXXVI. 

And more than all, the Heaven of that sad smile ! 
The Up of mercy, our immortal trust ! 
Did not that look, that very look, erewhile. 
Pour its o'ershadowed beauty on the dust 1 
Wert thou not such when earth's dark cloud 

hung o'er theel 
Surely thou wert!— my heart grew hushed be- 

ferethee, 
Sfaiking vrith all its passkms, as the gust 
Sank at thy voice, alongits billowy way:— r 
—What had I there to do, but kneel, andf^iiv^, 

and pray 1 '*.'/'.* 

LXXXVII. I 

Amidst the stillness rose my spirit's cry. 
Amidst the dead— *^By that full cup of wo. 
P r esse d fSrom the fhiit^e of mortality. 
Saviour! for thee— give li^ht ! that I may know 
If by thy will, in thine all-healing name, 
BAen cast down human heartsto blighting shame, | 
And early death— and say, if tliis i^ so,' 



Where then is mercy?— whither shall we flee, 
So unallied to hope, save by our hold on theel 

LXXXVIII. 

"But didst thou not, the deep sea brightly 

treading. 
Lift from despair that straggler with the wave 3 
And wert thou not, sad tears, yet awful, shed- 
ding. 
Beheld, a weeper at a mortal's gravel 
And is this weight of anguish, which they bind 
On life, this searing to the quick of mind. 
That but to God ito own free path would crave. 
This crushing out of hope, and love, and youth, 
TTiy wiB indeed T— Give lights that I may know 
the truth! 

LXXXIX. 



" For my rick soul is darkened unto death. 
With shadows from the suffering it hath seen; 
The strong foundations of mine ancient fidth 
Sink from beneath me — whereon shall I lean ? 
— Oh ! if from thy pure lips was wrung the sigh 
Of the dust's anguish! if like man to die, 
—And earth round Aim shuts heavily— hath 

been 
Even to thee bitter, aid me !— guide me &— turn 
My wild and wandering thoughts back from their 

starless bourne!" 

XC. 

And cahn'd I rose:- but how the while had 
risen 

Mom's orient sun, dissolving mist and shade! 

—Could there indeed be wrong, er chain, or 
prison, • 

In the bright world such radiance might per- 
vade? 

It flll'd the fane, it mantled the pole form 

Which rose before me through the pictured 
storm. 

Even the gray tombs it kindled, and array'd 

With life'— how hard to see thy race begun. 
And think man wakes to griei^ wakening to thee 
Osun! 

XCI. 

I sought my home agam :— and thou, my child. 
There at my play beneath yep ancient pine. 
With ewes, whoso lightning laughter(10) hath 

A thousand pangs, thence flashing joy to mine; 
Thou in thy mother's arnw, a babe, did meet 
My coming with young smflcs, which yet, 
* ' '. though sweet, 

Seem'd on mj^,soul all mournfully to iihine^ 
And ask a happier heritage for thee, 
I Than but in turn the blight of human hope to sea. 
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XCII. 
Now sport, for thou art free— the bright birds 

chasing, 
Whose wings waft star-like gleams from tree 

to tree; 
Or with the &wd, thy swift wood-pUymate 

racing, 
Sport on, my joj^ous child ! for thou art free I 
Yes, on that day I took thee to my heart, 
And inly vow'd, for thee a better part 
To choose ; that so thy sunny bursts of glee 
Should wake no more dim thoughts of faiHwen 

wo. 
But, gladdening fearless eyes, flow on— as now 

they flow. 

XCIII. 
Thou hast a rich worid round thee: — Mighty 



Weaving their gorgeous tracery o'er thy head. 
With the light melting through their high ar- 
cades 
As through a pillaied cloister's :(11) but the 

dead 
Sleep not beneath; nor doth the sunbeam pass 
To marble shrines through ndnbow-tinted glass; 
Yet thou, by fount and forest-murmur led 
To wonhip, thou art blest!— to thee is shown 
Earth in her holy pomp, decked for her God abne. 



PART SECOND. 



"Wle diasB tmie IMm Bade 

Von Ihnin Glauben 7011, 

DerganxaUeiD 
Ihr «eng macheod ist, rich heilig quak^ 
Dam Bie dea Uebsiea Blann yertoren haltsn soil I 

Ihmtt, 
InsTerahaU omitomon, bat all my dajn 
Walk wiih atill footttepa and with hamble ayi^ 
Anerarlaatiof hymn within my aouL 



Bring me the sounding of the torrent-water, 
With yet a nearer swell— fresh tveeze, 

awake!(l2) 
And river, darkening ne'er with hues of slaughter 
Thy wave's pure silvery green, — and shining 

lake, 
Spread ftir before my cabin, i^th thy zone 
Of ancient woods, ye chainless things and lone! 
Send voices through the forest aisles, and make 
Glad music round me, that iny soul may dare, 
Cheered by such tones, to kwk'back on a don- 

geon's air ! 



11. 

Oh, Indian honter of the desert's moe ! 
That with the spear at times, or bended bow, 
Dost cross my fisoteteps in the flery chase 
Of the swift elk or Uue hill's flying roe ; 
Thou that beside the red nightrfire thou heapest. 
Beneath the cedars and the star-light sleepest, 
Thou knoweet not, wanderer— never mayest 

thou know 1— 
Of the dark holds wherewith man cumbers 

earth. 
To abut from human eyes the dandng seasons' 

mirth. 

IIL 

There, lettered dovm from day, to think the 

while 
How bright in Heaven the festal stm is glowing, 
Making earth's loneliest places, with his smile. 
Flush like the rose; and how the streams are 

flowing 
With sudden sparkles through the shadowy 

And water-flowers, all trembling aa they pass; 

And how the rich dariL summer-trees are bowing 

With their ftiU foliage ; — this to know, and pine 

Bound unto midnight's heart, seems a stem lot — ' 

'twas mine. 

IV. 

Wherefcre vras thisi — ^Becanae my soul had 

drawn 
Light from the book whose words are graved in 

lightl 
There, at its well-head, had I Ibund the dawn. 
And day, and noon of freedom :-^but too bright 
It shines on that which man to man hath given, 
And called the truth— the very truth, flmm Hea- 
ven! 
And tfaersfore seeks he, in his brother's sight. 
To cast the mole; and therefore strives to bind 
With his strong chains to earth, what is not 
eatth'a— the mind! 

V. 

It is a weaiy and a Mtter task 

Back from the lip the burning word to keep^ 

And to shut out Heaven's air with fiJsehood's 



And in the dark urn of the soul to heap 
Indignant feelings— making even of thought 
A buried treasure, whiq|i may but be sought 
When shadows are abroad — and night — and 

sleep. 
I might not brook it long— and thus waathrawn 
Into that grave-likaoell, to wither there akne. 
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VI. 

And I a child of danger, whose delighta 
Were on dark hills and many-eounding teas— 
I, that amidst the Cordillem heights 
Had given Castilian banners to the breese, 
And the full circle of the rainbow seen 
There, on the snows ;(13) and in my cocmtry 

been 
A mountain wanderer, from the Pyrenees 
To the Morena crags — how left I not 
life, or the soul's life quenched, on that sepulchral 

spot? 

VII. 
Because Thon didst not leave me, oh, my Qwi I 
Thou wert with those that bore the truth of old 
Into the deserts from the oppressor's rod, 
And made the caverns of the rock their fold, 
And in the hidden chambers of the dead. 
Oar guiding lamp with fire immortal fed. 
And met when stars met, by their beams to hold 
The free heart's conmiuning with thee,— and 
Thou 
Wert in the midst, felt, owned— the strengthener 
then as nowt 

vm. 

Tet once I sank. Alast roan's wavering mind! 
Wherefore and whence the gusts that o'er it 

blow? 
How they bear vvith them, floating uncombined, 
The shadows of the past, that come and go. 
As o'er the deep the old long-buried things. 
Which a storm's working to the surface brings ! 
Is the reed shaken, and must ire be so, 
With every wind I— So, Father! must we be. 
Tin we can fix undimmed our steadfast eyes on 

Thee. 

IX. 
Once my soul died within me. What had 

thrown 

That sickness o'er iti— Even a passing thought 
Of a clear spring, whose side, with flowers o'er- 

grown, 
Fondly and oft my boyish steps had sought! 
Perchance the damp roof's water-drops, that fell 
Just then, bw tinkling through my vaulted cell, 
Intensely heard amidst the stilbiess, caught 
Some tone from memory, of the music, swelling 
Ever with that fresh rill, from its deep rocky 

dwelling. 



But so my spirit's fevered longings wrought, 
Wakening, it mi«;ht be, to the fidnt and sound. 
Thai from the darkness of the walls they 

bioiight 
A kfiwl scene round me, visibly afound.(14) 
11 



Yes! kindling, spreading, brightening, hue by 

hue. 
Like stars from midnight, through the gloom it 

grew, 
That haunt of youth, hope, manhood!— till the 

bound 
Of my shut cavern seemed dissolved, and I 
Qirt by the solemn hilk and burning pomp of sky. 

XI. 

I looked — and lo I the clear broad river flowing, 
Past the old Moorish ruin on the steep, 
The lone tower dark against a heaven all glow- 
ing. 
Like seas of glass and fire ! — I saw the sweep 
Of glorious woods far down the mountain side. 
And their still shadows in the gleaming tide. 
And the red evening on its waves asleep; 
And 'midst the scene— oh ! more than all— there 
smiled 
My child's fair free, and hers, the mother of my 
child! 

XII. 
With their soft eyes of love and gladness raised 
Up to the flushing sky, as when we stood 
Last by that river, and in silence gazed 
On the rich world of sunset :— but a flood 
Of sudden tenderness my soul oppressed. 
And I rushed forward with a yearning breast. 
To clasp— alas! a vision! — Wave and wood, 
And gentle faces, lifted in the Kght 
Of day's last hectic blush, all melted from my 
sight. 

XIII. 
Then darkness! oh! th' unutterable gloom 
That seemed as narrowing round me, making 

less 
And less my dungeon, when, with all its bloom, 
That bright dream vanished from my loneliness ! 
It floated off, the beautiful 1— yet left 
Such deep thirst in my soul, that thus bereft, 
I lay down, sick with passion's vain excess, 
And prayed to die.— How oft would sorrow 

weep 
Her weariness to death, if he might come like 

sleep' 

XIV. 
But I was roused — and howl— It is no tale 
Even 'midst thy shades, thou wilderness, to tell ! 
I wouU not have my boy's young cheek made 

pale, 
Nor haunt his sunny rest vrith what befell 
In that drear prison-house. — His eye must grow 
Mon dark with thought, more earnest his fair 

brow, 
More high his heart in youthful strength must 

swell; 
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So shall it fitly bum when all ia told : — 
Let childhood's radiant mist the free child yet en- 
ibldl 

XV. 
It is enough that through such heavy hours, 
As wring us by our fellowship of day, 
I lived, and undegraded. We have powers 
To snatch th* oppressor's bitter joy away ! 
Shan the wild Indian, for his savage fame, 
Laugh and expire, and shall not Truth's high 

name 
Bear up her martyrs with all-conquering sway 1 
It is enough that Torture may be vain— 
I had seen Alvar die— the strife was won from 
Pain. 

XVI. 
And &int not, heart of man! though years wane 

slow! 
There have been those that from the deepest 

caves, 
And cells of night, and fastnesses, below 
The stormy dashing of the ocean-waves, 
Down, farther down than gold lies hid, have 

nursed 
A quenchless hope, and watched their time, and 

burst 
On the bright day, liius wakeners from the 

graves I 
I was of such at last! — unchained I trod 
This green earth, taking back my freedom from 

myGodI 

XVII. 
That was an hour to send its fadeless trace 
Down life's far sweeping tide ! — A dim, wild 

night. 
Like sorrow, hung upon the soft moon's fiice. 
Yet how my heart leaped in her bieased light I 
The shepherd's light —the sailor's on the sea — 
The hunter's homeward from the mountains 

free. 
Where its lone smile makes tremulously bright 
The thousand streams! — I could but gaze 

through tears— 
Oh! what a sight is Heaven, thus first beheld for 

years! 

XVIII. 

The rolling clouds!— they have the whole blue 

space 
Above to sail in — all the dome of sky! 
My iipul shot with them in their breezy race 
O'er star and gloom ! — but 1 had yet to fly. 
As flies the hunted wolf. A secret spot. 
And strange, I knew — ^the sunbeam knew it 

not; — 
Wildest of all the savage glens that lie 



In fidr sierras, hiding their deep springs, 
And traversed but by storms, or sounding 
wings. 

XIX: 

Ay, and I met the storm there! — ^I had gained 
The covert's heart with swift and stealthy 

tread: 
A moan went past me, and the dark trees rained 
Their autumn foliage rustling on my head ; 
A moan — ^a hollow gust — and there I stood 
Qirt with majestic night, and ancient wood. 
And foaming water. — Thither might have fled 
The mountain Christian with his faith of yore, 
When Afric's tambour shook the ringing western 

shore! 

XX. 

But through the black ravine the storm came 

swelling — 
Mighty thou art amidst the hills, thou blast ! 
' In thy lone course the kingly cedars felling, 
Like plumes upon the path of battle cast! 
A rent oak thunder'd down beside mjr cave- 
Booming it rush'd, as booms a deep sea-wave ; 
A falcon soar'd ; a startled wild-deer pass'd ; 
A far-off bell toll'd fiuntly through the roar- 
How my glad spirit swept forth with the winds 

once more ! 

XXI. 
And with the arrowy lightnings! — for they 

flashed. 
Smiting the branches in their fitful play. 
And brightly shivering where the torrents dashed 
Up, even to crag and eagle's nest, their spray 1 
And there to stand amidst the pealing strife, 
T he strong pines groaning with tempestuous life, > 
And all the mountain-voices on their way, — 
Was it not joy 1 — ^'twas joy in rushing might. 
After those years that wove but one long dead of 
night! 

XXII. 
There came a softer hour, a lovelier moon. 
And lit roe to my home of youth again. 
Through tlie dim chesnut shade, where oft at 

noon, 
By the fount's flashing burst, my head had lain, 
In gentle sleep : but now I passed as one 
That may not pause where wood-streams whis- 

pering run. 
Or light sprays tremble to a bird's wild strain, 
Because th' avenger's voice is in the wind. 
The foe's quick rustling step cloee on the leaves 

behind. 

XXIIL 
My home of youth 1— oh ! if indeed- to part 
With the soul's loved ones be a mouznful thing, 
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When we go forth in buoyuicy of heart, 
And bearing all the glories of our spring 
For life to breathe on, — i« it less to meet, 
When these are &ded '?— who shall call it sweet 1 
— Eve^ though love's mingling team may haply 

bring 
Balm as they fall, too well their heavy showers 
Teach us how much is lost of all that once was 
oun! 

XXIV. 
Not by the sunshine, with itd golden glow, 
Nor the green earth, nor yet the laughing sky, 
Nor the faint flower-8centa,(15) as they come 

and go 
In the soft air, like music wandering by ; 
— Oh ! not by these, th' unfailing, are we taught 
How time and sorrow on our frames have 

wrought, 
But by the saddened eye, the darkened brow, 
Of kindred aspects, and the long dim gaze. 
Which tells us ice are changed,— how changed 

firom other day^ ! 

XXV. 

Before my father — ^in my place of birth, 
I stood an alien. On the very floor 
Which oft had trembled to my boyish mirth, 
The love that reared me, knew my face no more ! 
There hung the antique armour, helm and crest. 
Whose every stain woke childhood in my breast, 
Thcredrooped the banner, with the marks it bore 
Of Paynim spears*, and I, the worn in frame 
And heart, what there was 1 1 — another and the 



XXVI. 



Then bounded in a boy, with clear dark eye — 
— How should he know his father 'i — when we 

parted, 
From the soft cloud which mantles infancy, 
His soul, ju<t wakening into wonder, darted 
Its first looks round. Him followed one, the bride 
Of my young days, the wife how loved and tried I 
Her glance met mine— I could not speak — she 

started 
With a bewildered gaze ;— until there came 
Tears to my burning eyes, and from my lips her 



XXYII. 

She knew me then ! — ^I murmured " Leonor !" 
And her heart answered! — oh! the voice is 

known 
First from all else, and swiftest to restore 
Love's buried images vrith one low tone, 
That strikes like lightning, when the cheek is 

ftded, 



And the brow heavily with thought o*ershaded, 
And all the brightness from the aspect gone ! 
— Upon my breast she sunk, when doubt was fled, 
Weeping as those may weep, that meet in wo and 
dread. 

xxvin. 

For there we might not rest Alas 1 to leave 
Those native towers, and know that they must 

faU 
By slow decay, and none remain to grieve 
"^y hen the weeds clustered on the lonely wall ! 
We were the last — my boy and I — the last 
Of a long line which brightly thence had passed ! 
My father blessed me as I left his hall— 
— With his deep tones and sweet, though fvHll 

ofyeari, 
He blessed me ther^ and bathed my child's young 

head with tears. 

XXIX. 
I had brought sorrow on his gray hairs down, 
And cast the darkness of my branded name 
(For so he deemed it) on the clear renown, 
My own ancestral heritage of fame. 
And yet he blessed me ! — Father ! if the dust 
Lie on those lips benign, my spirit's trust 
Is to behold thee yet, where grief and shame 
Dim the bright day no more ; and thou wilt know 
That not through guilt thy son thus bowed thine 
age with wo ! 

XXX. 

And thou, my Leonor ! that unrepining, 
If sad in soul, didst quit all else for me, 
When stars — ^the stars that earliest rise — aie 

shining, 
How their soft glance unseals each thought of 

thee! 
For on our flight they smiled ; — their dewy rays, 
Through the last olives, lit thy tearful gaze 
Back to the home wemever more might see ; 
So passed we on, like earth's first exiles, turning 
Fond looks where hung the sword above their Eden 

burning. 

XXXI. 

It was a wo to say—" Farewell, my Spain I 
The sunny and the vintage land, farewell l** 
— I could have died upon the battle plain 
For thee, my country ! but I might not dwell 
In thy sweet vales, at peace. — The voice of song 
Breathes, with the myrtle scent, thy hills along ; 
The citron's glow is caught from shade and dell ; 
But what are these 1 — upon thy flowery sod 
I might not kneel, and pour my free thoughts out 
to God! 
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XXXII. 
O'er the blue deep 1 fled, the chainlese deep! 
—Strange heart of man I that e'en 'midst wo 

■weUe high, 
When through the ioua he eees his prond baik 

■weep, 
Flinging out joyous gleams to wave and sky ! 
Yes! it swells high, whate'er he leaves behind; 
His spirit rises with the rising wind ; 
For, wedded to the far futurity, 
On, on, it bears him ever, and the main 
Seems rushing, like his hope, some happier shore 

to gain. 

XXXIII. 
Not thus is woman. Closely Jier still heart 
Doth twine itself with e'en each lifeless thing, 
Which, long remembered, seemed to bear its part 
In her calm joys. For ever would she cling, 
A brooding dove, to that sole spot of earth 
Where she hath loved, and given her children 

birth, 
And heard their first sweet voices. There may 

Spring 
Array no path, renew no flower, no lea^ 
Bnt hath its breath of home, its claim to farewell 

grie£ 

XXXIV. 
I looked on Leonor, «nd if there seemed 
A cloud of more than pensiveness to rise, 
In the faint smiles that o'er her features gleamed, 
And the soft darkness of her serious eyes, 
Misty with tender gloom ; I called it nought 
But the fond exile's pang, a lingering thought 
Of her own vale, with all its melodies 
And living light of streams. Her soul would 
rest 
Beneath your shadefl^ I , said, bowers of the gor- 
geous west ! 

XXXV. 

Oh ! could we live in visions ! could we hold 
Delusion faster, longer, to our breast. 
When it shuts from us, with its mantle's fold. 
That which we see not, and are therefore blest! 
But they, our loved and loving, they to whom 
We have spread out our souls in joy and gloom. 
Their kwks and accents, unto ours addressed, 
Have been a language of familiar tone 
Too long to breathe, at last, dark sayings and un- 
known. 

XXXVI. 
I told my heart 'twas but the exile's wo. 
Which pressed on that sweet bosom; — ^I de- 
ceived 
My heart but half: — a whisper faint and low, 
Hauntins it ever, and at times believed, 



Spokeofsome deeper cause. How oft we seem 
Like those that dream, and ibunv the while they 

dream,' 
'Midst the soft fiJls of airy voices grieved, 
And troubled while bright phantoms round tham 

play, 
By a dim sense that all will float and &de away! 



XXXVII. 

Yet, as if chasing joy, I wooed the breeie, 
To speed me onward with the wings of mom. 
— Oh ! far amidst the solitary seas. 
Which were not made for man, what man hath 

borne. 
Answering their moan with his! — what thou 

didst bear. 
My lost and loveliest ! while that secret care 
Grew terror, and thy gentle spirit, worn 
By its dull brooding weight, gave way at last^ 
Beholding me as one from hope for ever cast ! 

XXXVIII. 

For unto thee, as through all change^ iwealed 
Mine inward being lay. In other eyes 
I had to bow me yet, and make a shield, 
To fence my burning bosom, of disguise ; 
By the still hope sustained, ere long to wjn 
Some sanctuary, whose green retreats within, 
My thoughts unfettered to their source might 

rise. 
Like songs and scents of mom.— Bnt thou didst 

k)ok 
Through all my soul, and thine even unto ftinting 



XXXIX. 

Fallen, fallen, I seemed — yet, oh! not less be- 
loved. 
Though from thy love was plucked the eariy 

pride, 
And harshly, by a gloomy faith reproved. 
And seared with shame! — though each young 

flower had died. 
There was the root, — strong, living, not the less 
That all it yielded now was bitterness ; 
Yet still such love as quits not misery's side, 
Nor drops from guilt its ivy-like embrace, 
Nor turns away from death's its pale heroio face. 

XL. 

Yes! thou hast foUowed me through fear and 

flight; 
Thou wouldst have followed had my pathway 

led 
Even to the scaffold ; had the flashing light 
Of the raised axe made strong men shrink with 

dread, 
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Thou, 'midst the hush of thousands wouldst have 
been 
- With thy clasped hands beade me kneeling seen, 
And meekly bowing to the shame thy head — 
— ^The shame I— oh ! making beautifol to view 
The might of human kyve— /air thing! so bravely 
true! 

XLI. 
There was thine agony — to love so well 
Where fear made k>ve life's chastener. — Here- 
tofore 
Whate'er of earth's disquiet round thee fell, 
Thy soul, o'erpassing its dim bounds, could soar 
Away to sun^ine, and thy clear eye speak 
Most of the skies when grief most touched thy 

cheek. 
Now, that far brightness feded I never mon 
Couldst thou lift heavenwards, for its hope thy 
heart. 
Since at Heaven's gate it seemed that thou and I 
must part 

XLH. 

Alas ! and life hath moments when a glance 
(If thought to sudden watchfuhieffi be stirred,) 
A flush — a feding of the cheek perchance, 
A word — less, less — the ecuUnce of a word, 
Lets in our gaze the mind's dim veil beneath, 
Thence to bring haply knowledge fraught with 

death! 

— ^Even thus, what never from thy lip wan heard 
Broke on my soul. — ^I knew that in thy sight 
I stood— howe'er beloved— « recreant from the 

light! 

XUII. 

Thy sad sweet hymn, at eve, the seas along,- 
— Oh! the deep soul it breathed!— the love, the 

wo, 
The fervor, poured in that fiiU gush of song, 
Aa it went floating through the fiery glow 
Of the rich sunset ! — ^bringing thoughts of Spain, 
With all her Tesper-vdces, o'er the main. 
Which seemed responsive in its murmuring flow. 
— "Ave Banetianmai" — ^how oft that lay 
Hath melted from my heart the martyr-strength 

away! 

Ave,sanctissima! 
'TiB night-fall on the sea; 

Ora pro nobis ! 
Our souls rise to thee I 

Watch us, while shadows lie 
O'er the dim water spread ; 

Hear the heart's knely sigh, 
— r^n«, too, hath bkMl! 



Thou that hast looked on death, 
Aid us when death is near! 

Whisper of Heaven to faith ; 
Sweet mother, hear! 

Ora pro nobis ! 
The wave must rock oar sleep, ' 

Ora, mater, ora! 
The star of the deep! 

XLIV. 
" Ora pro nobis, mater/"— What a spell 
Was in those notes, with day's last glory dying 
On the flushed waters l—eeemed they not to 

swell 
From the far dust, wherein my sires were lying 
With crucifix and sword 1— Oh ! yet how clear 
Comes their reproachful sweetness to mine ear! 
" OraP* — ^with all the purple waves replying, 
All my youth's visions rising in the strain — 
— And I had thought it much to bear the rack and 

ctiain! 

XLV. 

Torture!— the sorrow of aflfection's eye. 
Fixing its meekness on the spirit's core, 
Deeper, and teaching more of agony, 
May pierce than many swords ! — and this I bore 
With a mute pang. Since I had vainly striven 
From its free springs to pour the truth of Heaven 
Into thy trembling soul, my Leonor ! 
Silence rose up where hearts no hope could share : 
— Alas! for those that love, and may not blend in 
prayer! 

XLVI. 

We could not pray together 'midst the deep. 
Which, like a floor of sapphire, round ns lay, 
Through days of splendour, nights too bright 

for sleep, 
Soft, solemn, holy! — We were on our way 
Unto the mighty Cordillera-land, 
With men whom tales of that world's golden 

strand 
Had lured to leave their vines. — Oh ! who shall 

say 
What thoughts roee in us, when the tropic sky 
Touched all its molten seas with sunset's akhemyl 

XLVII. 

Thoughts no more mingled !— Then came 

night— ^' intense 
DariL blue— the burning stars!— I aa,w thee 

shine 
Once more, in thy serene magnifioenoe, 

Southern Cross 1(16) as when thy radiant sign 
First drew my gaze of youth.— No, not as then ; 

1 had been stricken by the darts of men 
Since those fresh days, and now thy light divine 
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Looked on mine angmsh, while wfthin me strove 
The still MBall voice against the might of suffering 
love. 

XLVIII. 

But thou, the dear, the gbrious! thou wert 

pouring 
Brillianoe and joy upon the crystal wave, 
While she that met thy ray with eyes adoring, 
Stood in the lengthening shadow of the grave! 
— Alas! I Watched her dark reli^ous glance, 
As it still sought thee through the Heaven's ex- 
panse 
Bright Cross!— and knew not that I watched 

what gave 
But passing lustre — shrouded soon to be — 
A soft light found no more — no more on earth or 



XLIX. 

I knew not all — ^yet something of unrest 
Sat on my heart. Wake, ocean-wind! I said; 
Waft us to land, in leafy freshness drest, 
Where through rich clouds of foliage o'er her 

head. 
Sweet day may steal, and rills unseen go by, 
Like singing voices, and the green earth lie 
Starry with flowers, beneath her graceful tread ! 
— Bnt^the calm bound us 'midst the glassy main ; 
Ne'er was her step to bend earth's living flowers 
again. 



Yes I as if Heaven upon the waves were sleep- 
ing, 
Vexing my soul with quiet, there they lay, 
All moveless through their blue transparence 

keeping 
The shadows of our sails, from day to day ; 
While she— oh ! strongest is the strong heart's 

wo— 
And yet 1 live! I feel the sunsliine's glow— 
And I am he that looked, and saw decay 
Steal o'er the fiiir ofearth, th' adored too much ! 
— It is a fearful thing to love what death may 
touch. 

LI. 

A fearful thing that love and death may dwell 
In the same world !— She fitded on — and I-^ 
Blind to the last, there needed death to tell 
My trusting spul that she could fade to die ! 
Yet, ere she parted, I had marked a change, 
— But it breathed hope— 'twas beautiful, though 

strange: 
Something of gladness in the melody 
Of her low voice, and in her words a flight 
Of airy thought^-alas I too perilously bright ! 



LII. 

And a clear sparkle in her glance, yet wiU, • 
And quick, and eager, like the flashing gaze 
Of some all wondering and awakening child, 
That first the glories of the earth surveys. 
—How could it thus deceive me ? — ^she had worn 
Around her, like the dewy mists of mom, 
A pensive tenderness through happiest dayi, 
And a soft world of dreams had seemed to lie 
Still in her dark, and deep^ and spiritual eye. 

LIII. 

And I could hope in that strange fire ! — she died, 
She died, with all its lustre on her mien ! 
— The day was melting from the waters wide, 
And through its long bright hours her thoughts 

had been, 
It seemed, with restless and unwonted yearning. 
To Spain's blue skies and dark sierras turning ; 
For her fond words were all of vintage-scene, 
And flowering Inyrtle, and sweet citron's 

breath— 
— Oh! with what vivid hues life comes back oft 

on de^th I 

LIV 

And from her lips the mountain-songs of old. 
In wild faint snatches, fitfully had sprung ; 
Songs of the orange bower, the Moorish hold, 
The ''Rio i>erdc,"(17) on her soul that hung. 
And thence flowed forth. — But now the sun was 

low, 
And watching by my side its last red glow. 
That ever stills the heart, once morp she sung 
Her own soft " Oraj mater!" — and the sound 
Was even like love's farewell — so mournfully pro- 
found. 

LV. 
The boy had dropped to slumber at our feet ; — 
— "And I have lulled him to his smiling rest 
" Once more !" she said: — I raised him — it was 

sweet, ^ 

Yet sad, to see the perfect calm which blessed 
His k)ok that hour ; — for now her voice grew 

weak; 
And on the flowery crimson of his cheek. 
With her white lips a long, long kiss sh0 

pressed. 
Yet light, to wake him not — Then «ank her 

head 
Against my bursting heart— What did I clasp 1^ 

the dead! 

LVL 

I called— to call what answers not our cries— 
By that we loved to stand unseen, unheard, 
With the loud passion of our tears and sighs 
To see but some cold glistering ringlet stirred, 
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And in the quenched eye's fixedness to gaxe, 
All ▼ainly searching for the parted rays ; 
This is what waits us 1— Dead !— with that chill 

word 
To link our bosom-names! — ^For this we poor 
Our soub upon the dost — nor tremble to adore ! 

LVII. 
But the true parting came! — I looked my last 
On the sad beauty of that slumbering face ; 
How could I think the lovdy spirit passed, 
Which there had left so tenderly its trace 1 
Yet a dim awfulness was on the brQW — 
No t not like sleep to look upon art Thou, 
Death, death! — she lay, a thing for earth's em- 
brace, 

To cover with spring-^vreatbs.— For earth'sl — 
the wave 

That gives the bjer no fiowenh-makes moan 
above her gravel 

LVIII. 

On the mid-seas a knell!— &r man was there. 
Anguish and love — the mourner with his dead ! 
A long low-foUing kncll — a voice of prayer — 
Dark glassy waters, like a desert spread, 
And the pale-shining Southern Cross on high, 
Its faint stars fading from a solemn sky, 
Where mighty clouds before the dawn grew 

Kd;- 
Were these things round met — Such o'er me- 
mory sweep 

Wildly when aught brings back that burial of the 
deep. 

LEX. 

Then the broad lonely sunrise I — and the plash 
Into the sounding waves !( 18) around her head 
They parted, with a glancing moment's flash. 
Then shut — ^and all was still. And now thy bed 
la of their secrets, gentlest Leonor ! 
Once fairest of young brides ! — and never more, 
Loved as thou wert, may human tear be shed 
Above thy rest ! — No mark the jiroud seas keep, 
To show where he that wept may pause again to 
weep. 

LX. 



So the depths took thee!— Oh! the sullen 
Of desolation in that hour compressed! 
Dust going down, a speck amidst th' immense 
And gloomy waters, leaving on their breast 
The trace a weed might leave there ! — Dust! — 

the thing 
Which to the heart was as a living spring 
Of joy, with fearlulnees of love possessed, 
Thus sinking!— Love, joy, fear, all crushed to 

this— 
And the wide Heaven so ftx— so fitthomless th' 

abyisl 



LXI. 

Where the line sounds not, where the wrecks 

lie low. 
What shall wake thence the deadV-Biest, 

blest are they 
That earth to earth entrust; for they may know 
And tend the dwelling whence the slumberer's 

clay 
Shall rise at hnt, and bid the young tkmem 

bloom. 
That waft a breath of hope around the tomb. 
And kneel upon the dewy turf to pray! 
But thou, what cave hath dimly chambered 

ihee7 
Vain dreams! — oh! art thou not where there is 

no more sea 7(19) 

LXII. 

The wind rose free and sbgmg:— when for 

ever, 
O'er that sole spot of all the watery plain, 
I could have bent my sight with fond endeavour 
Down, where its treasure was, its glance to 

strain; 
Then rose the reckless wind! — Before our prow 
The white foam flaahed — ay, joyously— and thou 
Wert left with all the solitary main 
Around thee — and thy beauty in my heart. 
And thy meek sorrowing love— oh! where ooidd 

that depart? 

LXIII. 

I will not speak of wo ; I may not tell — 
Friend tells not such to friend — the thoughts 

which rent 
My fainting spirit, when its wild farewell 
Across the billows to thy grave was sent, . 
Thou, there most lonely! — He that sits above, 
In his calm glory, will forgive the love 
His creatures bear each other, even if blent 
With a vain worship; for its close is dim 
Ever with grief, which leads the wrung soul back 
toUim! 

LXIV. 

And with a milder pang if now I bear 

To think of thee in thy forsaken rest, 

If from my heart be lifted the despair. 

The sharp remorse with healing influence 

pressed. 
If the soft eyes that visit me in sieep 
Look not reproach, though still they seem to 

weep; 
It is that He my sacrifice hath blessed, 
And filled my bosom through its inmost cell, 
With a deep chastening sense that all at last is 

weU. 



Digitized by 



Google 



9a 



MRS. HEMANS' WOUKS. 



LXV. 

'Yes! thou art now — Oh! wberefoie doth the 

thought 
Of the wave dashing o'er thy long bright hair, 
The sea-weed into its dark tresses wrought, 
The sand thy pillow— thou that wert so fiur; 
Come o'er me still 1 — Earth, earth 1— it is the 

hold 
Earth ever keeps on that of earthy mooidl 
But thou ait breathing now in purer air, 
I well believe, and freed from all of error, 
Which blighted here the root of thy sweet life 

with terror. 

LXVI. 

And if the love j^ich here waB passing light 
Went with what died not— Oh! that this we 

knew, 
But this !•— that through the silence of the night, 
Some voice, of all the lost ones and the true. 
Would speak, and say, if in their far repose. 
We are yet aught of what we were to those 
We call the dead ! — their passionate adieu, 
Was it but breath, to perish l-^Holier trust 
Be mine ! — thy love u there, but purified from dust 

LXVII. 

A thing all heavenly '.—cleared from that which 

hung 
As a dim cloud between us. heart and mind ! 
Loosed from the fear, the grief, whose tendrils 

flung 
A chain, so darkly with its growth entwined. 
This is my hope!— though when the suzwet 

fades. 

When forests rock the midnight on their shades. 
When tones of wail are in the rising wind, 
Across my spirit some faint doubt may sigh ; 
For the strong hours will sway this frail mortality ! 

LXVIII. 

We have been wanderers since those days of 

wo, 
Thy boy and I ! — As wild birds tend their 

young. 
So have I tended him — my bounding roe! 
The high Peruvian solitudes among ; 
And o'er the Andes-torrents borne his form. 
Where our frail bridge hath quivered 'midst the 

8torm,(20) 
— ^Bnt there the war-notes of my country rung, 
And, smitten deep of Heaven and man, I fled 
To hide in shades unpierced a marked and weary 

head. 

*LXIX. 

But he went on in gladness— that fair child I 
Save when at times his bright eye seemed to. 
dieaxn, ' 



And his young lips, which then no loqger MnSed, 
Asked of his mother 1 — that was but a gleam 
Of Memory, fleeting fast; and then his play 
Through the wide LlanoB(31) cheeied again our 

way, 
And by the mighty Oronoco stream, 
On whoee bne margin we have heard at mom, 
From the mysterious rocks, the nuirise music 

barne.(S2) 

ISX. 

So like a spirit's voice! a haipmg tone, 
Lovely, yet ominous to mortal ear, 
' Such as might reach us flrom a world unknown, 
Troubling man's heart with thrills of joy and 

fear! 
'Twas sweet!— yet those deep southern shades 

oppressed 
My soul with stillness, like the cahns that rest 
On mehuicholy waves :(23) I sighed to h^ar 
Once more eaith's breezy sounds, her foliage 

fanned. 
And turned to seek the wilds of the red hunter's 

land. 

LXXI. 

And we have won a bower of refuge now, 
In this fresh waste, the breath of whose repose 
Hath cooled, like dew, the fever of my brow, 
And whose green oaks and cedars round me 

close, 
As temple-walls and pillars, that exclude 
Earth's haunted dreams from their free solitude; 
All, save the image and the thought of those 
Before us gone ; our loved of early years. 
Gone where aflfection's cup hath lost the taste of 

tears. 

LXXII. 

I see a star — eve's first-born! — ^in whose train 
Past scenes, words, looks, come back. The ar- 
rowy spire 
Of the lone cypress, as of wood-girt fane, 
Rests dark and still amidst a heaven of fire ; 
The pine gives forth its odours, and the lake 
Gleams like one ruby, and the soft winds wake, 
Till every string of nature's solemn lyre 
Is touched to answer: its most secret tone 
Drawn ftom each tree, fiireach hath whispers all 
its own. 

LXXin. 

And hark ! another murmur on the air. 
Not of the hidden rills, or quivering shades! 
— That is the cataract's, which the breaes bear, 
Filling the leafy twilight of the glades 
With hollow suige-like sounds, as from the bed 
Of the blue mournful seas, that keep the dead 
But they are &r!— the low sun here pervades 
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Dim faw il M ches, bathing with red gold 
Their atems, till each is made a marvel to behold, 

LXXIV. 

GoTgeoiu, yet full of gloom! — In such an hoar, 
The vetper-nelodj of dying bells 
Wanders through Spain, 6om each gray con- 
vent's tower 
O'er shining rivers poured, and olive-dells, 
By every peasant heard, and muleteer. 
And hamlet, round my home : — and I am here, 
Living again through all my life's farewells. 
In these vast woods, where farewell ne'er was 
spoken, . 
And sole I hit to Heaven a sad hearth-yet un- 
broken! 

LXXV. 

In such an hour are told the hermit's beads ; 
With the white sail the seaman's hymns floats 

by: 
Peace be with all ! whate'er their varying creeds, 
With all that send up holy thoughts on high! 
Come to me, boy! — ^by Guadalquivir's vines. 
By every stream of Spain, as day declines, 
Man's prayera are mingled in the rosy sky. 
— ^We, too, will pray J nor yet unheard, my 

child! 
Of Him whose voice we hear at eve amidst the 

wUd. 

LXXVI. 

At evel — oh I — ^through all hours! — From dark 

dreams oft - 
Awakening, I look forth, and learn the might 
Of silitude, while thou art breathing soft. 
And low, my loved one! 6n the breast of night: 
I look forth on the stars — the shadowy sleep 
Of forests — and the lake, whose gloomy deep 
Sends up red sparkles to the fire-flies' light. 
A lonely world! — even fearful to man's thought, 
But for His ptesence felt, whom here my soul hath 

sought. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 1, col. 3. 
And dglibig througli the feathery canea, &c. 
The canes in some parts of the American forests 
focm a thick undergrowth for many hundred mUes. 
— See Hodgson** Letten from North Americaj 
wL L p. 342. 

Note 3, page 1, col. 3. 
And for their Urthpplace mou^ as moansthe ooean-flheD. 

Such a shell as Wordsworth has beautifully de- 
■cribed. 



I have seen 
A curioua child, who dwelt upon a txact 
Of inland ground, applying to hk ear 
The conTolutlona of a amooth-Upped atiell ; 
To which, in Bifence hoahed, hia very aoul 
Liaiened intently, and hb countenance aoon 
Brightened with joy ; fiw mnrmnringa fnnn wiihia 
Were heard— aonoroua cadences 1 whovl^, 
To his belief, the monitor ezproend 
Myaterious union with Ita native aea. 
—Even auch a ahell the univerae Itaelf 
Ii to the ear of Faith.— The Excurgien. 

Note 3, page 3, col. 3. 
I see an tele before me, && 
" I recollect hearing a traveller, of poetical tem- 
perament expressing the kind of horror which he 
felt on beholding on the banks of the Missouri, an 
oak of prodigfous size, which had been in a man- 
ner overpowered by an enormous wild grape-vine. 
The vine had clasped its huge folds round the 
trunk, and from thence had wound about every 
branch and twig, until the mighty tree had with- 
ered in its embrace. It seemed like Laocoon strug- 
gling ineflectually in the hideous coils of the mon- 
ster Python."— Bracefrru^e Hall. Chapter an 
Fkfreat TVcm. 

Note 4, page 4, col. 1. 

Thou haat perished 
Mora nobly far my Alvar 1— malting known 
Hie might of truth. 

For a most interesting account of the Spanish 
Protestants, and the heroic devotion with which 
they met the spirit of persecution in the siiteenth 
century, see the Quarterly HevieWj No. 67, art. 
Qiitn'a VuU to Spain. 

Note 5, page 5, col. 1. 

Ilook'dontwo^ 
Following hia footaleps to the same dread place. 
For the aame guilt— hia aiatere !— 

'* A priest, named Gonzalez, had among other 
proselytes, gained over two young females, his si»- 
ters, to the protestant faith. All three were con- 
fined in the dungeons of the Inquisition. The 
torture, repeatedly applied, could not draw from 
them the least evidence against their religious as- 
sociates. Every artifice was employed to obtain a 
recantation from the two sisters, since the constan- 
cy and learning of Gonzalez precluded all hopes 
of a theological victory. Their answer, if not ex- 
actly logical, is wonderftilly simple and affecting. 
' We will die in the faith of our brother : he is too 
wise to be wrong, and too good to deceive us.'— 
The three stakes on which they died were near 
each other. ■ The priest had been gagged till the 
moment of lighting up the wood. The few mi- 
nutes that he was allowed to speak, he employed 
in comforting his sisters, with whom he sung the 
109th Psalm, till the flames smothered their 
voices."-*Au;. 
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Note 6, page 5, col. 1. 

And daem the n&me 
A hundred chie&had borne, cast down by you to ahame. 

The names, not only of the immediate ^tims 
of the Inquisition, were devoted to infamy, but 
thoee of all their relations were branded wiih the 
fame indelible stain, which was likewise to descend 
HB an inheritance to their latest posterity. 
Note 7, page 7, col. 1. 
Twas not within the city^— but in sight 
Of the Bnow«crowned nerras. 
The piles erected for these executions were with- 
out the towns, and the final scene of an Auto da 
Fe was sometimes, from the length of the preceding 
ceremonies, delayed till midnight. 

Note 8, page 10, col. 1. 
I would hare called, a^jurin^ the dark cloud ; 
To the moat ancient Heavensl would have said 
**—6pnk to me I show me truth !" 
For one of the most powerful and impressive 
jMCturee perhaps ever drawn, of a young mind 
struggling against habit and superstition in its first 
aspirations after truth, see the admirable Letters 
from Spain by Don Leueadio Dohlado. 
Note 9, page 10, col. 2. 
For thidc ye girt me round, ye long-departed ! 
l)uat— imaged form— with croao^ and shield, and crest 
" You walk from end to end over a floor of tomb- 
stones, inlaid in brass with the forms of the depart- 
ed, mitres, and crosiers, and spears, and shields, 
and helmets, all mingled together — all worn into 
glass-like smoothness by the feet and the knees of 
long-departed worshippers. Around, on every side 
each in their separate chapel, sleep undisturbed 
from age to age the venerable ashes of the holiest 
or the loftiest that of old came thither to worship 
— their images and their dying prayers sculptured 
among the resting-places of their remains." — From 
a beautiful description of ancient Spanish Cathe- 
drals, in Peter's Letters to his Kinsfolk, 
Note 10, page 11, col. 2. 
With eyei^ who« lightning laughter bath beguiled 
A thousand pangs. 

" E '1 lampeggiarde V angelico riso. — Petrarch. 
Note 11, page 12, col. 1. 
Mighty shades 
Weaving their gorgeous tracery o'er thy head, 
With the light melting through their high arcades^ 
As through a pillared doiater'a 
" Sometimes their discourse was held in the deep 
shades of moss-grown forests, whose gloom and 
interfaced boughs first suggested that Gothic ar- 
chitecture, beneath whose pointed arches, where 
they had studied and prayed, the parti-coloUred 
windows shed a tinged light ; scenes, which the 
gleams of sunshine, penetrating the deep foliage, 
and flickering on the variegated turf below, might 
have recalled to their memory." — Webster's Oror 
Hon on the Landing of the Pilgrim Fathers in 



New England. — See B6dgsan*s Letters from 
North America, vol. ii. p. 305. 

Note 12, page 12, col. 1. 
Bring me the sounding of the torrentr water, 
With yela nearer swell— frcah breeie, awake! 
The varying sounds of waterfalls are thus allu- 
ded to in an interesting work of Mrs. Grant's. 
" On the opposite side the view was bounded by 
steep hills, covered with lofty pines, from which a 
waterfall descended, which not only gave animar* 
tion to the sylvan scene, but was the best barome- 
ter imaginable ; foretelling by its varied and intel- 
ligible sounds every approaching change, not only 
of the weather but of the wind."— Jfcmoirs of an 
American Lady, vol. i. p. 143. 

Note 13, page 13, col. 1. 
And the fuU circle of the rahibow seen 
There, on the snows. 
The circular rainbows, occasionally seen amongst 
the Andes, are described by Ulloa. 
Note 14, page 13, col. 1. 
But 80 my splrilfs fevered longings wrought, 
Wakening, it might be, to the Taint sad sound, 
That from the darkneas of the walls they brought 
A loved scene round me, vtaibly around. 

Many striking instances of the vividness with 
which the mind, when strongly ezdted, has been 
known to renovate past impressions, and embody 
them into visible imagery, are noticed and account- 
ed for in Dr. Hibbert's Philosophy of Apparitions. 
The following illustrative passage is quoted in the 
same work, from the writings of the late Dr. Fer- 
riar. " I remember that, about the age of four- 
teen, it was a source of great amusement to my- 
self, if I had been viewing any interesting object 
in the course of the day, such as a romantic ruin, 
a fine seat, or a review of a body of troops, as soon 
as evening came on, if I had occasion to go into a 
dark room, the whole scene was brought before my 
eyes with a brilliancy equal to what it had possesft- 
ed in daylight, and remained visible for several mi- 
nutes. I have no doubt that dismal and frightfiil 
images have been thus presented to young [lersons 
after scenes of domestic afiiiction or public horror." 

The following passage from the "Alcazar of 
SeviUe," a tale, or historical sketch, by the author 
of Doblado's letters, aflfords a further illustration 
of this subject. !' When, descending fast into the 
vale of years, I strongly fix my mind's eye on those 
narrow, shady, silent streets, where I breathed the 
scented air which came rustUng through the sur- 
rounding groves; where the footsteps re-echoed 
from the clean watered porehes of the houses, and 
where every object spoke of quiet and contentment; 

the objects around me begin 

to fade into a mere delusion, and not only the 
thoUghto, but the external sensations, which I 
then experience, revive with a reality that ahnost 
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makes me shuddeF— it hae so much the character 
of a tnuQce, or viaion.'' 

Sdto 15, page 15, col. 1. 

Nor tito ftiot flower-acanu, u ihey come and go 

In the aoA air, like miwic wandering by. 

" For because the breath of flowers is &rre sweet- 
er in the aire (where it comes and goes like the 
waibling of music) than in the hand, therefore no- 
thing is more fit for that delight than to know 
what be the flowers and plants which doe best per- 
fume the aire." — Lord BacorCa Essay on Gardens. 
Note 16, page 17, col. 3. 
I aaw thee ahine 
Once mom, In thy nrane magniflcenoe, 
OSouchemCroail 

'* The pleasure we felt on discovering the South- 
em Cross was warmly shared by such of the crow 
w had Kved in the colonies. In the solitude of the 
seas, we hail a star as a friend from whom we have 
long been separated. Among the Portuguese and 
the Spaniards^ peculiar motives seem to increase 
this feeling ; a religious sentiment attaches them 
to a constellation, the form of which recals the sign 
of the faith planted by their ancestors in the deserts 

of the New World It has been 

observed at what hour of the night, in diflferent 
seasons, the Cross of the South is erect or inclined. 
It is a time-piece that advances very regularly near 
four minutes a day, and no other group of stan 
exhibits to the naked eye an observation of time so 
easily made. How oilen have we heard our guides 
exclaim in the savannahs of Venezuela, or in the 
desert extending from Lima to Truxillo, *' Mid- 
night is past, the cross begins to bend !" How oflen 
these words reminded us of that affecting scene 
where Paul and Virginia, seated near the source 
of the river Lalanien, conversed together for the 
last time, and where the old man, at the sight of 
the Southern Cross, warns them that it is time to 
m^KntaV—De Himboldes Travels, 

Note 17, page 18, col 1. 
Songe of the orange bower, the Moorish boU^ 
The'^iZio Verde," 
" Rio verde, no verde," the popular Spahbh Ro- 
mance, known to the English reader in Percy's 
translation. 

"Gentle river, gentto river, 

Lo^ thy gtreams are stained with gore t 

Many a brave and noUe captain 

Floats ak»g thy wiUovred ahore," Ac Ac 

Note 18, page 19, coll. 
Then the broad lonely Bunriae I— and the pladi 
Into the Bounding waves t— 

De Humboldt, in describing the burial of a young 



Asturian at sea, mentions the entreaty of the offi- 
ciating priest, that the body, which had been 
brought upon deck during the night, might not be 
eonunitted to the waves until after sunrise, in order 
to pay it the last rites according to the usage of the 
Romish church. 

Note 19, page 19, col. 2. 
Oh art thou not where there is no more aeal 
" And there was no more aoa."— iZev. chap xd. v. I. 

Note 90, page 20, col. 1. 
And o'er the Ande»4on«ntB borne his form, 
Where our frail bridge hath quivered 'midai the stotSL 
The bridges over many deep chasms amongst 
the Andes are pendulous, and formed only of the 
fibres of equinoctial plants. Their tremulous mo- 
tion has afforded a striking image to one of the 
stanzas in "Gertrude of Wyoming." 
"Anon some wilder portraiture he drawa^ 
Of nature'a savage glories he would speak ; 
The loneliness of eanh, that overawei^ 
Where, rasting by the tomb of old Caclqae^ 
The ianuUlriver, on Peruvia's peak, 
Hoc voice nor living motion marks around, 
But storks that to the boundless forest shriek, 
Or wild^ane rich, high flung o'er gtilf profound, 
Thut fluctuates when the storms of £1 Dorado sound. 

Note 21, page 20, col. 2. 
And tlwn his play 
llirough the wide Llanos cheered again oar way. 
Llanos, at savannas, the great plains in South 
America. 

Note 22, page 20, col. 1. 

And by the mighty Oronoco stream, 

On whose lone margin we have heard at mom 

From the mysterious rocka^ the aunrise-muaic borne. 

De Humboldt speaks of these rocks on the shores 
of the Oronoco. Travellers have heard from time 
to time subterraneous sounds proceed from them at 
run-riae, resembling those of an organ. He be- 
lieves in the existence of this mysterious music, 
although not fortunate enough to have heard it 
himself, and thinks that it may be produced by 
currents of air issuing through the crevices. 

Note 23, page 20, col. 2. 

Tet those deep southern shades oppr e ssed 
My soul with saUness. 

The same distinguished traveller frequently al- 
ludes to the extreme stillness of the air in the e(]ua- 
torial regions of the new continent, and particularly 
on the thickly wooded shores of the Oronoco. " In 
this neighbourhood," he says, ''no breath of wind 
ever agitates the foliage." 
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iUaifii of jnans lUmnu. 



The following pieces roajao far be consiciered 
a serieB, as each is intended to be commemora- 
tive of some national recollection, popular cus- 
tom, or tradition. The idea was suggested by 
Herder's " Stimmen der Volker in Liedern ;" 
the execution is however different, as the poems 
in his collection are chiefly translations. 

Most of those forming the present one have ap- 
peared, as well as the miscellaneous pieces at- 
tached to them, in the New Monthly Magazine. 



MOORISH BRIDAL SONG. 



It is a cuttom among tho Moon^ that a female who dies un- 
muTied b clothed for interment in wedding apparel, and the 
bridal song is sung over her remains before they are borne 
from her home. 

8ee the Narrative of a Ten Tear*a Residence in 
Tripoli, by the eieter-in-law of Bfr. Tully. 



The citron groves their fruit and flowers were 

strewing 
Around a Moorish palace, while the sigh 
Of low sweet summer-winds, the branches woo- 

'With music through their shadowy bowers went 

Music and voices, from the marble halls, 
Through the leaves gleaming, and the fountain- 
falls. 

A song of joy, a bridal song came swelling. 
To blend with fragrance in those southern 

shades, 
And told of feasts within the stately dwelling, 
Brignt lamps, and dancing steps, and gem- 
crowned maids; 
And thus it flowed; — ^yet something in the lay 
Belonged to sadness, as it died away. 

** The bride comes' forth 1 her tears no more aie 

falling 
To leave the chamber of her infant years; 
Kind voices from a distant home are calling ; 
She comes like day-spring — she hath done with 

tears; 
N6tr must her dark eye shine on other flowers, 
Her soft smile gladden other hearts than ours! 

— Pour the rich odours round! 

" Wci haste ! the chosen and the lovely bringing ; 
" Loire fltiU goes with her from her place of birth; 



Deep silent joy within her soul is springing, 
Though in her glance the light no more is 

mirth! 
Her beauty leaves us in its rosy years ; 
Her sisters weep— but she hath done with tears ! 
— ^Now may the timbrel sound !" 

Knowest thou for v>hom they sang the bridal 

numbers? 
— One, whose rich tresses were to wave no 

more! 
One, whose pale cheek soft winds, nor gentle 

slumbers, 
Nor Love's own sigh, to rose-tints might restore ! 
Her graceful ringlets o'er a bier i^ere spread.— 
— ^Weep for the young, the b^utiful,— the dead I 



THE BIRD'S RELEASE. 



The Indians of Bengal and of the Coaii oT Malabar bring 
eagee filled with birdi to the graves of their frlendi^ over 
which they set the birds at libeny. Thk cusuim is alluded co 
In the dcBCxlption of Virginia's funeral 

Bee PatU and Virginia, 



Gh> forth, for she is gone ! 
With the golden light of her wavy hair, 
She is gone to the fields of the viewless air ; 

She hath left her dwelling lone T 

Her voice hath passed away! 
It hath passed away like a summer breeae. 
When it leaves the hills for the fxt blue seas, 

Where we may not trace its way. 

Gro forth, and like her be free! 
With thy radiant wing, and thy glancing eye, 
Thou hast all the range of the sunny sky, 

And what is our grief to theel 

Is it aught even to hear we mourn? 
Doth she look on the tears by her kindred shed 1 
Doth she rest with the flowers o'er her gentle 
head, 

Or float on the light wind bomel 

We know not — ^but she is gone! 
Her step from the danoe, her voioe from tlie 

song. 
And the smile of her eye from the festal throng;- 

She hath left her dwelling lonel 
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When the waves at eanwt ahine, 
We may hear thy voice, amidst thounnds more, 
In the scented woods of our glowing shore, 

But we shall not know 'tis thine 1 

Even so with the loved one flown! 
Her smile in the starlight may wander hy, 
Her breath may be near in the wind's low sigh, 

Around us — ^but all unknown. 

Go forth, we have kxMed thy chiunl 
We may deck thy-cage with the richest flowers, 
Which the bright day rears in our eastcrnbowers, 

But thou wilt not be lured again. 

Even thus may the summer pour 
All fragrant thuigs on the land's green breast, 
And the glorious earth like a bride be dressed. 

But it wins her back no morel 



THE SWORD OP THE TOMB. 

A NORTHERN LEOEND. 



Th9 Idea of thlB ballsd )b takffii frdm a floene in "Stark* 
other," a tragedy \xj the Daniah poet Ochlenachlager. The 
■Bpiildiial flra here alluded to^ and aupposed to guard the 
aalMS of deceaaed heioea, la frequently mentioned in Ilia 
Noitlwij^ Bagaa. Severe aufleringe to the departed spirit 
ware anppoabd by the Scandinarian mythoIogialB to be the 
e of any pvofanatioo of the aepulchre. 

See 0chlen9ddager*s Play. 



" Voice of the gifted elder time 1 
Yoke ef the charm and the Runic rhyme t 
Speak! from the shades and the depths disclose, 
How Sigaid may vanish his mortal §oe»\ 
Voice of the buried past! 

" Voice of the grave! 'tis the mighty hour, 
When night with her stars and dreams hath power. 
And my step hath been soundless on the snows, 
And the spell I have simg hath laid repose 
On the billow and the blast." 

Then the torrents of the North, 
And the forest pines were still. 
While a hollow chant came forth 
From the dark sepulchral hill. 

" There shines no sun 'midst the hidden dead. 
But where the day looks not the brave may tread ; 
There b heard no song, and no mead i> poured. 
But the warrior may come to the silent board 
In the shadow of the night 

" There is laid a sword in thy fitthefs tomb. 
And ito edge is fraught with thy foeman*s doom; 
But soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And move not the um in the house of skep. 
For the viewkssfaave leaiftil nught!** 



Then died the solemn lay, , 
As a trumpet's music dies. 
By the night-wind borne away 
Through the wild and stormy skies. 

The fir-trees rocked to the wailing blast, 
As on through the forest the warrior passed, — 
Through the forest of Odin, the dim and old, 
The dark place of visions and legends, told 
By the fires of Northern pine. 

The fir-trees rocked, and the frooen ground 

Gave back to his footstep a hollow sound ; 

And it seemed that the depths of tliose awful 

shades. 
From the dreary gloom of their long arcades, 

Gave warning, with voice and sign. 

But the wind strange magic knows 
To call wild shape and tone 
From the gray wood's tossing boughs 
When night is on her throne. 

The pines closed o'er him with a deeper gloom, 
As he took the path to the monarch's tomb; 
The pole-star shone, and the heavens were bright 
With the arrowy streams of the northern light, 
But his road through dimness lay! 

He passed, in the heart of that ancient wood, 
The dark shrine stained with the victim's blood : 
Nor paused, till the rock where a vaulted bed 
Had been hewn of old for the kingly dead, 
Arose on his midnight way. 

Then first a moment's chill 
Went shuddering through his breast. 
And the steel-clad man stood still 
Before that place of rest. 

But hecrossed at length with a deep-drawn breath, 
The threshold-fioor of the hall of Death, 
And looked on the pale mysterious fire 
Which gleamed from the um of his warrior-sire. 
With a strange and solemn light. 

Then darkly the words of the boding strain 
Like an omen rose on his soul again, 

"Soft be thy step through the silence deep^ 
And move not the um in the house of sleep, 
For the viewless have fearful might!" 

But the gleaming sword and shield 
Of many a battle-day 
Hcmg o'er that um, revealed 
By the tomb-fire's waveless ray. 

With a faded wreath of oak-leaves bound, 
They hung o'er the dust of the far-renowned. 
Whom the bright Valkyriur's warning voice 
Had called to the banquet where gods rejoice, 
And the rich mead flows in l^t 
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With a beating heart his son drew near, 
And still rang the verse in his thrilling ear, 
— " Soft be thy step through the silence deep, 
And move not the urn in the house of sleep, 
For the viewless have fearful might !*' 

And many a Saga's rfayme^ 
And legend of the grave, 
" That shadowy scene and time 
Called back; to daunt the brave. 

But be raised bis arm, and the flame grew dim, 
And the sword in its light seemed to wave and 

swim, 
And his faltering hand could not grasp it well — 
From the pale oak-wreath, with a clash it fell 

Through the chamber of the dead ! 

The deep tomb rang with the heavy sound, 
And the urn lay shivered in fragments round ; 
And a rush, as of tempests, quenched the fire, 
And the scattered dust of his warlike sire 
Was strewn on the Champion's head. 

One moment — and all was still 
In the slumberer's ancient hall, 
When the rock had ceased to thiUl 
With the mighty weapon's fall. 

The stars were just fading, one by one, 
The clouds were just tinged by the early sun, 
When there streamed through the cavern a torch's 

flame. 
And the brother of Sigurd the valiant cane 

To seek him in the tomb. 

Stretched on his shield, like the steel-girt slain 
By moonlight seen on the battle-plain. 
In a speechless trance lay the warrior there. 
But he wildly woke when the torch's glare 
Burst on him through the gloom. 

" The morning winji blows free^ 
And the hour of chase is near: 
Come forth, come forth, with me 1 
What dost thou, Sigurd, here?' 

" I have put out the holy sepulchral fire, 
I have scattered the dust of my warrior-sire I 
It bums on my head, and it weighs down my heart; 
But the winds shall not wander without their part 
To strew o'er the restless deep ! 



Come forth, come forth, with me ! 
It is dark and fearful here 1" 

<* He is there, he is there, with his shadowy firownl 
But gone from his head is the kingly crown. 
The crown from hisliead, and the spear from his 

hand, — 
They have chas^ him fiir firom the glorious land 
Where the feast of the gods is spread! 

" He must go forth alone on his phantom steed, 
He must ride o'er thegrave-hiUswith stormy speed 1 
His place is no longer at Odin's board. 
He is driven firom Volhalla vrithout his sword I 
But the slayer shall avenge the dead I" 

That sword its fame had won 
By the fall of many a crest. 
But its fiercest work was done 
In the tomb, on Sigurd's breast! 



VALKYRIUR SONG. 



The Valkyriur, or Fatal Stfien of Nocthem mythologj, 
were supposed to single out the warrioni who were to die in 
battle, and be received into the halls of Odin. 

When a Northern chief fell glorioudy in war, his obsequies 
were honoured with all posBdbie magnificence. His anra^ gold 
and silver, war-horn, domestic attendant^ and whatever ebs 
he held most dear, wen placed with him on the pUe. His de- 
pendanta and frienda frequendj made it a point of honour to 
die with their leader, in order to attend on his shade in Val- 
halla, or the Palace of Odin. And lastly, his wife was gene, 
rally consumed with him on the funie pile. 
See MaUefs Northern AnU^itieSf Herberfa Hegla^ ^ 
TVsmUingly flashed th' inconstant meteor light, 
Showing thin forms like virgins of this earth, 
Save thai all signs of human joy or grief. 
The flush of paaion, smile or tear, had sBenMd 
On the fixed brightneas of each dazzling cbeelc 
Strange and unnatural 

AftZSKM. 



*'ln the mantle of death he was here with me now, 

There was wrath in his eye, there was gkx>m on 

his brow; 
And his cold still glance on my spirit fell 
With an icy ray and a withering spell-- 

Ohl chill is the house of sleep '." 

" The morning wind blows firee. 
And the reddening sun ahi^fti clear ; 



The Sea-king woke firom the troubled sleep 

Of a vision-haunted night, 
And he looked from his bark o'er the gloomy deep, 
And counted the streaks of light ; 
For the red sun's earliest ray 
Was to rouse his bands that day, 
To the stormy joy of fight ! 



But the dreams of rest were still on earth, 

And the silent stars on high, 
And there waved not the smoke of one cabin- 
hearth 
'Midst the quiet of the sky; 
And along the twilight bay 
In their sleep the hamlets lay, 
For they knew not the none weie night 
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The Sea-king looked o*er the brooding wave: 

He turned to the dnsky ehore, 
And there eeemed, through the arch of a tide- 
worn cave, 
A gleam, as of mow, to pour ; 
And forth, in watery light, 
Moved phantoms, dimly white, 
Which the garb of woman bore. 

Slowly they moved to the billow side ; 

And the forms, as they grew more clear, 
Seemed each on a tall pale steed to ride 
And a shadowy crest to rear, 
And to beckon with faint hand 
From the dark and rocky Strang 
And to point a gleaming spear. 

Then a stinness on his spirit fell, 

Before th' unearthly train, 
For he knew Valhalla's daughters well, 
The choosers of the slain! 
And a sodden rising breese 
Bore across the moaning seas 
To his ear their thrilling strain: 

"There are songs in Odin's Hall, 
For the braTe, e'er night to fall! 
Doth the great sun hide his rayl — 
He must bring a wrathful day ! 
Sleeps the falchion in its sheath? — 
Swords must do the work of death! 
lUgner! — sea-king ! — Ihee we call ! — 
TlMre is joy in Odin's Hall. 

" At the feast and in the song. 
Thou shalt be remembered long ! 
By the green isles of the flood 
Thou hast left thy track in blood I 
On the earth and on the sea. 
There are those will speak of thee! 
'Tis enough — the war-gods call — 
There is mead in Odin's Hall ! 

*'Regner! tell thy fidr-haired bride 
She must slumber at thy side ! 
Tell the brother of thy breast 
Even for him thy grave hath rest ! 
Tell the raven-steed which bore thee, 
When the wild wolf fled before thee, 
He too with his lord mast fall — 
There is room in Odin's Hall! 

*'Lo! the mighty sun looks forth — 
Arm! thou leader of the north! 
Lo! the mists of twilight fly— 
We must vanish, thou must die ! 
By the sword and by the spear, 
By the hand that knows not fear 
Sea-king ! nobly shalt thou fall !— 
There is joy in Odin's Hall!" 



There was arming heard on land and wave^ 

When afar the sunlight spread. 

And the phantom ferms of the tide-worn cave 

With the mists of morning fled. 

But at eve^ the kingly hand 

Of the battl»«ze and brand, 

Lay coki on a pile of dead ! 



THE CAVERN OP THE THREE 
TELLS. 

•W188 THJlDITION. 



The thne fbaaden of the HsIvMieOoDlederacy are thought 
to sleep in a cavern near the lake of Lu c erne. The herdsmen 
call them the Three Telle; and say that they lie there in their 
antique garb, in quiet dumber; and when Switserland la In 
her atmott need, they will awaken and regain the libertiee of 
the land. See Quarterly Review^ No. 44. 

The Grutll, where the confedeiatea held their nlgfaily 
meetingB^ Is a meadow on the ehoie of the Like of Locerae^ 
or Lake of the Foreat-cantonfl^ ben called the Forest-sea. 



Oh! enter not yon shadowy cave, 
Seek not the bright stars there, 
Though the whispering pines that o'er it wave, 
With freshness fill the air : 

For there the Patriot Three, 
In the garb of old arrayed, 
By their native Forest-sea 
On a rocky couch are laid. 

The Patriot Three that met of yore 

Beneath the midnight sky, 
And leagued their hearts on the Grutli shore. 
In the name of liberty! 

Now silently they sleep 

Amidst the hiUs they fipeed ; 
But their rest is only deep. 
Till their country's hour of need. 

They start not at the hunter's call, 

Nor the Lammer-geyer's cry, 
Nor the rush of a sudden torrent's fall, 
Nor the Lauwine thundering by! 

And the Alpine herdsman's lay, 
To a Switzer's heart so dear I 
On the wild wind floats away, 
No more for them to hear. 

But when the battle-horn is blown 

Till the Schreckhom's peaks reply, 
When the Jungfrau's diflb send back the tone 
Through their eagle's lonely sky; 

When spear-heads light the lakes, 
When trumpets loose the snows, 
When the rushing war-eteed shakes 
The gladar's mula repose ; 
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When Uri'8 beeohen woods wave red 

In the burning hamlet's light ; 
TTien nom the cavern of the dead, 
Shall the sleepers wake in might! 

With a leap, like Teil's proud leap, 
When away the hchn he flung,* 
And boldly up the steep 
From the flashing billow sprung ! 

They shall wake beside their Forestpsea, 

In the ancient garb they wore 
When they linked the hands that made us free, 
On the Grutli's moonlight shore: 

And their voices shall be heard, 

And be ahswered with a shout, 
Till the echoing Alps are stirred, 
And the signal-fires blaze out. 

And the land shall see such deeds sgain 

As those of that proud day, 
When Winkeiried, on Sempach's plain, 
Through the serried spears made -way; 
And when the rocks came down 
On the dark Morganten dell, 
And the crowned casquesjt o'erthrown. 
Before our fiithen fell! 

For the Kubreihen'^ notes must never sound 

In a land that wears the chain, 
And the vines on freedom's holy ground 
Untrampled must remain! 

And the yellow harvest wave 

For no stranger's hand to reap. 
While within their silent cave 
The men of Grutli sleep ! 



SWISS SONG, 

ON THE ANNITERSART OF IN ANCIENT BATTLE. 



llie Shvin^ even to oar daysbaye oondnued to oelebnte the 
•nniTeraurj of andent battles with much aoleomity; mm 
bUiv in the open air on the fields when their anoeatras fought, 
to hear thank^rings offered up by the priests, and the names 
of all who BhAred in the glory of the day enumerated. Tliey 
afterwards walk in proceaaion to chapels^ always erected in 
the Tlcinity of such scenes, where masses are suag to the 
anuls of the departed. 

flee Planui*9 ERttory of the Helvetie Oonfederaq^ 



Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet thBy gird a land 
Where freedom's voice and step are found. 

Forget ye not the band, 



' 'Tliepofaitof rock on which Tell leaped from the boat of 
Geabr Is maited by a chapel, and eaOadths JVI^ntprung. 

t Cmoned Mmettt as a dlstinctiaa of rank^ are man- 
Honed la fllmonl's Switaerland. 

XTba KuhrsibBD, the oelebnited Jiant de§ Vaehu, 



The faithful band, our sires, who fSsIl 
Here, in the narrow battle-dell ! 

If yet,' the wilds kmong. 

Our silent hearts may bum, 
When the deep, mountain-horn had rung, 
And home our steps may turn, 
— Home ! — home ! — ^if stiU that name be dear, 
Praise to the men who perished here ! 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

tip to the shining snows 
That day the stormy rolling sound. 
The sound of battle rose ! 
Their caves prolonged the tmmpM's blast, 
Their dark pines trembled as it passed ! 

They saw the princely crest. 

They saw the knightly speaT; 
The banner and the mail-clad breast , 
Borne down, and trampled here! 
They saw— and glorying there they standi 
Eternal records to the land ! 

Praise to the mountain-bom. 
The brethren of the glen ! 
By them no steel-array was worn. 
They stood as peasant-men ! 
They left the vineyard and the field 
To break an empire's lance and shield t 

Look on the white Alps round 

If yet, along their steeps^ 
Our children's fearless feet may bound, 
Free as the chamois leaps : 
Teach them in song to bless the band 
Amidst whose mossy graves we stand ! 

If, by the wood-fire's blaze, 

When winter-stars gleam cold, 
The glorious tales of elder days 
May proudly yet be told, 
Foiget not then the shepherd-race, 
Wlio made the hearth a holy place ! 

Look on the white Alps round ! 

If yet the sabbath bell 
Comes o'er them with a gladdening sound, 
Think on the battle^ell I 
For blood first bathed its flowery sod. 
That chainless hearts might wonhip God ! 



THE MESSENGER.BIRD. 



Some of the native BcBsiUani pay gnat veneration to a car 

tain bird that sings mournfully in the nighttime. They say 

it la a measenger which their deoeaaed fneods and nlatlons 

have aeat, and that it brin^i tham news from tha other world. 

See PSeare9 CaremonieB and Reiigiout OuMtamf, 



Thou ait oome firom the spirits' land, thou bird I 
Thou ait come from the spirits' land ! 
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ThnNigh the dark piae-gjof e let thy voice be heard, 
And tell of the shadowy band ! 

We know that the bowers^ are green and &ir 

In the light of that summer shore, 
And we know that the friends we have lost are there, 

They are there— and they weep no more I 

And we know they have quenched their fever's thirst 
From the Fountain of Youth ere now,* 

For there must the stream in its freshness burst, 
Which none may find below ! 

And we know that they will not be lured to earth 
From the land of deathless flowers, 

By the feast, o^ the dance, or the song of mirth, 
Though their hearts were once with ours ; 

Though they sat with us by the night-fire's blaze, 

And bent with us the bow, 
And heard the tales of our fathers' days, 

Which are told to others now 1 

But tell us, thou bird of the solemn strain ! 

Can those who have loved forget ? 
We call — and they answer not again^ 

— Do they love — do they k)ve us yet 1 

Doth the warrior think of his brother Mere, 

And the fiither of his child 1 
And the chief, of those that were wont to share 

His wanderings through the wildl 

We call them far through the silent night, 
And they speak not from cave or hill ; 

We know, thou bird ! that their land is bright, 
But say, do they love there still 1 



THE STRANGER IN LOUISIANA. 



An eirif trsveDer mentioiM a people on the banks of the 
MMBippI who bant Into tean at tbe aigbi of a fltnu^er. The 
isMon or this i% that they fancy their deceased friends and 
isiatloDa to be only gone on a journey, and being in conatant 
expectation of ihebr return, loolc for them rainly amongst these 
IbnipitxaTenBnL 

PicarfB Oeremoniet ond Religieua Outtama. 

" J'ai paaA moi-niJoiB," aaya Chateaobriand in hia Sours- 
mis d'Amiriqne, " chez one peuplado indienne qui as prenait 
A pleoTBr A la me d*un voyageur, paroe qu'U lui rappelait dea 
amfa pactis pour la Cfontrie det Amet, et depuis long-tems 
tnvojfage," 



We saw thee, O stranger, and wept ! 
We looked for the youth of the sunny glance. 
Whose step was the fleetest in chase or dance! 



* An ezpedlUoa was actually undertaken by Juan Ponce dc 
IflOD, In the 16th century, with the Tlew of diacovering a won- 
darftd Ibomain, beUered by the natWea of Puerto Rico to spring 
inoneofthaljicayoIsleB^andtopoaBesBtha virtus of iMior- 
Ing youth toall who bathad in its vrateis.— flee Robert9&n*B 
HtHory cf Ameriea. 

12 



The light of his eye was a joy to see. 
The path of his arrows a storm to flee! 
But there came a voice from a distant shore : 
He was called— he is found 'midst his tribe no 

more! 
He is not in his place when the night-firea bum, 
But we look for him still— he ^11 yet return ! 
— His brother sat with a drooping brow 
In the gloom of the shadowing cypress bough, 
We roused him — ^we bade him no longer pine, 
For we heard a step— but the step was thine. 

We saw thee, O stranger, and wept I 
We looked for the maid of the mournful song, 
Mournful, though sweet — she hath left us long ! 
We told her the youth of her love was gone, 
And she went forth to seek him — she passed alone ; 
We hear not her voice when the woods are still, 
From the bower where it sang, like a silvery rilL 
The joy of her sire with her smile is fled. 
The winter b white on his lonely head. 
He hath none by his side when the wilds we track, 
He hath none when we rest — ^yet she oomes not 

back! 
We looked for her eye on the feast to shine, 
For her breezy step— but the step was thine ! 

We saw thee, O stranger, and wept ! 
We looked for the chief who hath left the spear 
And the bow of his battles forgotten here ! 
We looked for the hunter, whose bride's lament 
On the wind of the forest at eve is sent : 
We looked fot the first-bom, whose mother's cry 
Sounds wild and shrill through the midnight sky t 
— Where are they? — thou'ri seeking some distant 



Oh, ask of them, stranger !— send back the lost! 
Tell them we mourn by the dark blue streamsi 
Tell them our lives but of them are dreams ! 
Tell, how we sat in the gloom to pine, 
And to watch for a step— but the step was thine I 



THE ISLE OF FOUNTS. 

AN INDIAN TRADITION. 



"The River St Mary has its aouroe from a vast bke or 
maiBh, which lies between Flint and Oalcmulge riveia^ and 
occupies a apace of near three hundred milea in circuit Thla 
vast accumulation of waten^ in the wet aeaaon, appean aa a 
lake, and contains some large islands or knoUs of rich high 
land ; one of which the present generation of the Creek In- 
dians represent to be a most blissful spot ofearth ; they aay k 
is inhabited by a peculiar race of Indians^ whoae women are 
iiKomparably beautiful Tftey also tell you that this terres. 
trial paradiae has been seen by aome of thdr enterprising 
hunters, when in puraiiii of game ; but that In their endea* 
TOOTS to approach it, tliey were involyed in perpetual laby* 
rintha^ and, Ilka enchanted land, atill aa they imagined they 
had just gained i^ Itseenwd to fly befcra iham, attemaielya^ 
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pBMringand diiwp|iwiring. lliej nnlvwl, 9t longth, to iMve 
the ddiulTB puraoit, &nd to racurn, which, altar a number of 
dUBcuIciea, they eflecied. When they repotted their adven- 
tiUM to their counuymeo, the young warriors were inflamed 
with an irreatsiible desire to Invade^ and make a (xmquest o^ 
ao charming a country; bat all their attempts have hitherto 
piDTed abortive, never having been able again to find that en- 
chanting spot." ■ 

Betrtratn's Travels through N. and S. CaroUtui, 4^ 
The additional circumstances in the Me of Founts are mere> 
]y imaginary. 



Son of -the stranger 1 wouldst thou take 

O'er yon blue hills thy lonely way, 
To readi the still and shining lake . 
Along whose banks the west-winds play*) 
—Let no vain dreams thy heart beguUej 
Oh ! 0Mk thou not the Fountain-Isle ! 

Lull bat the mighty serpent king,* 

'Midst the gray rocks, his old domain ; 
Ward but the cougar's deadly spring, 
T-Thy step that lake's green shore may gain ; 
And the bright Isle, when all is passed 
Shall vainly meet thine eye atlast I 

Yes ! there, with all its rainbow streams, 

Clear as within tliine arrow's flight, 
The Isle of Founts, the Isle of dreams, 
Floats on the wave in golden light; 
And lovely will the shadows be 
Of groves whose fruit is not for thee! 

And breathings from their sunny flowers, 

Which are not of the things that die, 
And singing voices from their bowers 
Shall greet thee in their purple sky ; 
Soft voices, e'en like those that dwell 
Far in the green reed's hollow cell 

Or hast thou heard the sounds that rise 

From the deep chambers of the earth 1 
The wild and wondrotis melodies 

To which the ancient rocks gave birth ?t 
Like that sweet song of hidden caves 
Shall swell those wood-notes o'er the waves. 

The emerald waves!— they take their hue 

And image from that sunbright shore ; 
But wouldst thou launch thy light canoe, 
And wouldst thou ply thy rapid oar. 
Before thee, hadst thou morning's speed, 
The dreamy land should still recede \ 



* TIm CherolceeR believe tliat the ruceases of their moun- 
tains, overgrown with lofiy pines and cedan, and covered with 
old moaay rodu, aro Inhabited by the ltins(M or chiefs of the 
rattlesnake^ whom they denominate the " bris;>it old inhabi- 
tantSL" They repicsoni them as snakes of an enormous size, 
and wtiich possctg the power of drawing to thcin every living 
aeaturo that comes witl^in the reach of their eyes. Their 
heads aro said to be crowned with a carbuncle, of dazzling 
brightneaa— See notea to Leyden'a " Scenes of Infancy." 

1 The attmos on the banks of the Oronoco^ called by the 
fVNith American roisBiooariesLaf cwcfe Musica, and alluded 
to ID a former nota 



Yet on the Imtexe thou sliU wouldst hear 

The music of its flowering shades, 
And ever should the sound be neai 
Of founts that ripple through its glades ; 
The sound, and sight, and flashing ray 
Of joyous waters in their play! 

But wo for him who sees them burst 

With their bright spray-diowers to the lake ; 
Earth has no spring to quench the thirst 
That semblance in his soul shall wake 
For ever pouring through his dreams, 
The gush of those untasted streams 1 



Bright, bright, in many a rocky urn, 

The waters of our deserts lie, 
Yet at the source his lip shall bum, 
Parched with the fever's agony ! 
From the blue mountains to the main, 
Our thousand floods may roll in vain. 

E'en thus our hunters came of yore 

Back from their long and weary quest; 
— Had they not seen th' untrodden shore, 
And ootUd they 'midst our wilds find rpit? 
The lightning of their glance was fled, 
They dwelt amongst us as the dead ! 

They lay beside om glittering rills, 

With visions in theur darkened eye, 
Their joy was not amidst the hills, 
Where elk and deer before us fly; 
Their spears upon the cedar, hung. 
Their javelins to the wind were flung. 

They bent no more the forest-bow, 

They armed not with the warrior band. 
The moons waned o'er them dim and slow^- 
— They left us for the spirit's land ! 
Beneath our pines yon greensward heap 
Show where the restless found their sleep. 

Son of the stranger ! if at eve 

Silence be 'midst us in thy place, 

Yet go not where the mighty leave 

The strength of battle and of chase 1 

Let no vain dreams thy heart beguile. 

Oh ! seek thou not the Fountain-Isle I 



THE BENDED BOW. 



It Is supiwscd that war was anciently proclaimed in Bri> 
udn by sending messengers in dlflerent directions through Uie 
land, each bearing a bended bow ; and that peace was in like 
manner announced by abow un^rung, and therefore straight. 
See the Cambrian Antiifuihts, 



There was heard the sound of a coming foe. 
There was sent through Britain a bended bow, 
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And a voice was ponced on the free wiods far, 
As the land roee up at the eign of war. 

" Heard ye not the battle-horn 1 
-Reaper ! leave thy golden com I 
Leave it £>r the hbrde of heaven, 
Swords must flash, and spean be riven 1 
Leave it for the winds to shed — 
Arm ! ere Britain's turf grow red !'* 

And the reaper armed, like a freeman's son, 
And the bended bow and the voice passed on. 

" Hunter ! leave the mountain-chase ! 
Take the falchion from its place ! 
Let the wolf go firee to-day, 
Leave him for a nobler prey I 
Let the deer ungalied sweep by, — 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes are nigh I" 

And the hunter armed ere the chase wto done, 
And the bended bow and the voice psaeed on. 

" ChiefUin I quit the joyous feast I 
Stay not till the song hath ceased : 
Though the mead be foaming bright, 
Though the fire gives ruddy light, 
Leave the hearth and leave the hall^ 
Arm thee ! Britain's foes must fall !" 

And the chieftain armed, and the horn was blown, 
And the bended bow and the voice passed on. 

" Prince ! thy father's deeds are told. 
In the bower and in the hold I 
Where the goatherd's lay is sung, 
. Where the minstrel's harp lb strung ! 
— Foes are on thy native sea — 
Grive our bards a tale of thee !" 

And the prince came armed, like a leader's son, 
And the bended bow and the voice paased on. 

" Mother ! stay thou not thy boy 1 
He must learn the battle's joy. 
Sister ! bring the sword and spear, 
Crive thy brother words of cheer! 
Maiden ! bid thy lover part, 
Britain calls the strong in heart !" ' 

And the bended bow and the voice passed on. 
And the bards made song for a battle won. 



HE NEVER SMILED AGAIN.* 



It IsraooidBd ofHeniy the Fitst, thai after the daath of his 
son. Prince WilUam, who perished ia a ehipwreck off the 
coa« of Nonnandy, be was neyareeen to nooile. 



The bark that held a prince went down, 
The sweeping waves rolled on ; 

" Originally puUtahad in the liteiaiy OasMls. 



And what was England's glozioos down 

To him that wept a sonl 
He lived— for life may long be borne 

Ere sorrow break its ch^n ; — 
Why comes not death to those who mourn ? 

— He never smiled again { 

There stood proud forms aiound his throne. 

The stately and the brave, ' 
But which oould fill the place of one. 

That one beneath the wave? 
Before him passed the young and fair. 

In pleasure's reckless train, 
But seas dashed o'er his son's bright hair — 

— He never smiled again ! 

He sat where festal bowb went round j 

He heard the minstrel sing, 
He saw the tourney's victor crowned, 

Amidst the knightly ring: 
A murmur of the restless deep 

Was blent with every strain, 
A voice of winds that would not sleep— 

— He never smiled again I 

Hearts, in that time, closed o'er the trace 

Of vows once fondly poured. 
And strangers took the kinsman's place 

At many a joyous board ; 
Ghraves, which true love had bathed with tean, 

Were left to Heaven's bright rain. 
Fresh hopes were born for other yeai»— 

—Be never smiled again I 



C(EUR-DE-UON AT THE BIER OF HIS 
FATHER. 



The body of Henry the Second lay in state in the abbey 
church of Foatevraud, where it was vieited by Rlehaid Qsur- 
de-Uon, who^ on beholding it, was etniek with honor ami 
remone, and bitteriy repiwdied hiiueif for that nbeUioua 
condoa which ha^ been the meana of brii^og his father to 
an untimely grave. 



Torches were blazing clear. 

Hymns pealing deep and slow. 
Where a king lay stately on his bier. 

In the church of Fontevraud. 
Bannen of battle o'er him hung, 

And warriors slept beneath, 
And light, as Noon's broad light, v?a8 flnng 

On the settled face of death. 

On the setUed foce of death 

A strong and ruddy glare. 
Though dimmed at times by the censer's breath, 

Yet it fell stUl brightest there 
As if each deeply-fiirrowed trace 

Of earthly yean to ahow,^ 
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— Alaf I that floeptered mortiTs mce 
Had surely cloaed in wo I 

The marble floor was swept 

By many a long dark stole. 
As the kneeling priests round him that slept, 

Sang mass for the parted soul ; 
And solemn were the strains they poured 

Through the stillness of the night, 
With the cross above, and the crown and sword, 

And the silent king in sight 

There vrtM heard a heavy clang, 

As of steel-girt men the tread, 
And the tombs and the hollow pavement rang 

With a sounding trill of dread ; 
And the holy chaunt was hushed awhile, 

As, by the torch's flame, 
A gleam of arms, up the sweeping aisle. 

With a mail-clad leader came. 



He came with haughty look. 

An eagle-glance and clear, 
But his proud heart through its breast-plate shook, 

When he stood beside the bier ! 
He stood there still with a drooping brow, 

And clasped hands o'er it raised ; — 
For his father lay beforo him low, 

It was CoDur-de-Lion gazed I 

And silently he strove 

With the workings of his breast, 

— But there 's more in late repentant love 
Thdn steel may keep suppressed I 

And his tears brake forth, at last, like rain- 
Men held their breath in awe. 

For his face was seen by his warrior-train. 
And he recked not that they saw. 

He looked upon the dead. 

And sorrow seemed to lie, 
A weight of sorrow, even like lead, 

Pale on the fast-shut eye. 
He stooped— ^nd kissed the frozen cheek, 

And the heavy hand of clay. 
Till bunting words— yet all too weak— 

Oave his soul's passion way. 

" Oh, fiither! is it vain, 

This late remorse and deep 1 
Speak to me, father! once again, 

1 weep— behold, I weepl 
Alas! my guilty pride and ire! 

Were but this work undone, 
I would give England's crown, my siret 

To hear thee bless thy son. 

** Speak to me! mighty grief 
Ere now the dust hath stirred! 
Hear me, but hear me?— father, chief. 
My k'mg! I must be heard! 



-Hushed, hushed— how is it that I call, 

And that thou answerest noti 
When was it thusl — wo, wo for all 

The love my soul forgot 1 

''Thysflverhairslsee, 

So stm, so sadly bright! 
And father, father! but for me, 

They had not been so white! 
/bore thee down, high heart ! at last, 

No longer oouldst thou strive; — 
Oh! for one moment of the past. 

To kneel and say—' Foxgive!' 

'< Thou wert the noblest king, 

On royal throne e'er seen ; 
And thou didst wear, in knightly ring, 

Of all, the stateliest mien ; 
And thou, didst prove, where spears are proved 

In war, the bravest heart — 
— Ohi ever the renowned and loved 

Thou wert^^^md ther6 thou art! 

" Thou that my boyhood's guide 

Didst take fond joy to be ! — 
The times I've sported at thy side, 

And climbed thy parent-knee! 
And there before the blessed shrine^ 

My sire! I see thee lie, — 
How will that sad still face of thine 

Lookonmetillldiel" 



THE VASSAyS LAMENT FOR THE 
FALLEN TREE. 



"Here (at Branton In Cberiiire) b ono thing Incredibly 
ainmga, Imt atteMsd, as I myBeir have heard, 1^ many penoo^ 
and commonly believed. Before anj heir of ihk fiumilydieik 
there are seen, In a lake a4j<rfning, the bodki of trees nrim- 
ming on the water for aBTend daya" 

ComdM** Britannia. 



Yes! I have seen the ancient oak 

On the dark deep water cast. 
And it was not felled by the woodman's stroke, 
Or the rush of the sweeping blast; 
For the axe might never touch that tree. 
And the air was still as a summer-sea. 

I saw it fall, as falls a chief 
By an arrow in the fight, 
And the old woods shook, to their loftiest leaf 
At the crashing of its might ! 
And the startled deer to their ooverte drew, 
And the spray of the lake as a fountain's flew ! 

'Tis fiJlen! but think thou not I weep 
For the forest's pride o'erthrown; 
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An old man's tears lie far too deep, 
To be poured far this alone '. 
But by that sign too well I know, 
That a jouthful head most soon be km! 

A yoothful head, with its sMning hair, 

And its bright quick-flashing eye — 
— ^Well may I weepl for the boy is fiiir, 
Too fair a thing to die ! 
But on his brow the mark b set-* 
Oh! Gould my life redeem him yet I 

He bounded by me as I gazed 

Alone on the fiUal 'sign. 
And it seemed like sunshine when he raised 
His joyous glance to mine! 
With a stag's fleet step he bounded by, 
So fiiUof life— but he nam diet 

He must, he nnist! in that deep dell, 

By that dark wa^s side, 
'Tis known that ne'er a proud tree fefl, 
But an heir of his father's died. 
And he— there's laughter in his eye, 
Joy in his voice — ^yet he must die! 

I've borne him in these arms, that now 

Are nerveless and unstrung ; 
And must I see, on that fair brow. 
The dust untimely fluQg 1 
I must! — ^yon green oak, branch and crest. 
Lies floating on the dariL lake's breast I 

The noble boy! — ^how proudly sprung 

The falcon from his hand! 
It seemed like youth to see him young, 
A flower m his father's land! 
But the hour of the knell and the dirge is nigh. 
For the tree hath fallen, and the flower must die. 

Say not 'tis vain! — I tell thee, some 

Are warned by a meteor's light, 
Or a pale bird flitting calls them home. 
Or a voice on the winds by night; 
And they must go! — and he too, he — 
—Wo lor the fall of the glorious Treel 



THE WILD HUNTSMAN. 



ft ii a popular beltof in the Odenwald, that the paaring of 
the Wild Huntsman anoouncee the approach of war. He is 
Buppoeed to lame with hlfl train (hnn the ruined caatle or 
Rodenaiein, and tnvem the air to the opposite castle of 
Schnellexta. It is confidently aanrted that the nrand of his 
phantom horns and hoimd^ was heaxd bj the Duke of Baden 
befine the commencemeni of the laat war in Germany. 



Tht rest was deep at the slumberer's hour 
If thou didst not hear the blast 



Of the savage horn, from tlie mountain-tower, 
As the Wild Night-Huntsman passed. 

And the roar of the stormy chose went by. 
Through the dark unqbietskyi 

The stag sprang up from his mossy bed 
When be caught the piercing sounds. 

And the oak-boughs crashed to his antlered head 
As he flew from the viewless hounds ; 

And the faioon soared from her craggy height, 
Away through the rushing night! 

The banner shook on its ancient hold. 

And the pine in its desert-place^ 
As the eloud and tempest onward roUed 

With the din of the trampling race; 
And the glens were filled with the laugh and shout, 

And the bugle, ringing out! 

From the chieftain's hand the wine-cup fell, 

At the castle's festive board. 
And a sudden pause came o'er the swiefl 

Of the harp's triumphal choid; 
And the Minnesinger's* thrilling lay 

In the hall died fast away. 

The convent's chanted rite was stayed. 

And the hermit dropped his beads. 
And a trembling ran through the foreatehade. 

At the neigh of the phantom steeds. 
And the church-bells pealed to the rocking blast 

As the Wild Night-Huntsman passed. 

The storm hath swept with the chase away. 

There is stillness in the sky, 
But the mother looks on her son to-day. 

With a troubled heart and eye. 
And the maiden's brow hath a shade of care 

'Midst the gleam of her golden hair! 

The Rhine flows bright, but its waves ere long 

Must hear the voice of war, 
And a clash of spears our hills amon^ 

And a tnmipet from afar; 
And the brave on a bloody turf must lie, 

For the Huntsman haUi gone by ! 



BRANDENBURGH HARVEST-SONQ.t 

FROM THE GERMAN OP LI MOTTE FOUftUE. 

The com, in golden light, 

Waves o'er the plain; 
The sickle's gleam u bright; 

FuU swells the grain. 

Now send we iar around 
Our harvest>Uy! 



mnoednger, love^nger; the wandsilflg 
Germany were m> called in the middle agsa. 
t For the TMr of the Quoen of Pruasia'S 
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^-Alas! a heavier aound 
Comes o'er the day ! 

On every breeie and knell 
The hamlets pour,— 

—We know its cause too well, 
Ske ia no more! 

Earth shrouds with burial sod 
Her soft eye's Wue,— 

— ^Now d*er the gifts of God 
Fall tears like dew! 



THE SHADE OF THESEUS. 

ANCIENT GREEK TRiDITION. 

Know ye not when our dead 

From sleep to battle sprung 1 
— ^When'the Persian charger's tread 

On their covering greensward rung! 
When the trampling march of foes 

Had crushed our vines and flowera, 
When jewelled crests arose 

Through this holy laurel bowers, 

When banners caught the breeze. 
When helms in sunlight shone, 
When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 

There was one, a leader crowned, 

And armed for Greece that day; 
But the falchions made no sound 

On his Reaming war-array. 
In the battle's front he stood. 

With his tall and shadowy crest; 
But the arrows drew no blood 

Though their path was through his breast 

When banners caught the breeze, 
When helms in sunlight shone. 
When masts wer^ on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 

His sword was seen to flash 

Where the boldest deeds were done; 
But it smote without a dasli ; 

The stroke was heard by nonel 
W^ voice was not of those 

That swelled the roUing blast, 
And his steps fell hushed like snows— 

'Twas the Shade of Theseus passed I 

When banners caught the breeie, 
When helms in sunlight shone. 
When masts were on the seas^ 
And spears on Marathon. 

Far sweeping through the foe, 

With a fiery charge he bore; 
And the Mede left many a bow 

On the sounding ocean-shore. 



And the fi>aming waves grew red, 
And the sails were crowded &st, 

When the soniB of Asia fled. 
As the Shade of Theseus passed! 

When banners caught the breexe, 
When helms in sunlight shone. 
When masts were on the seas, 
And spears on Marathon. 



ANCIENT GREEK SONG OF EXILE. 

Where is the summer, with her golden sun ! 

—That festal glory hath not paned from earth : 
For me alone the laughing day is done! 

Where ia the summer with her voice of mirth? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the Fauns, whose flute-notes breathe 
and die 
On the green hills 1 the founts, from sparry caves 
Through the wild places bearing melody? 
The reeds, low whispering o'er the river waves? 
— ^Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the temples, through the dim wood 
shining, 
The virgin-dances, and the choral strains 1 
Where the sweet sbters of my youth entwining 
The Spring's first roses for their sylvan fiuiesi 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where are the vineyards, with their joyous 
throngs. 
The red grapes pressing when the foliage fades? 
The lyres, the wreaths, the lovely Dorian songs, 
And the pine forests, and the olive shades? 
— Far in my own bright land ! 

Where the deep haunted grots, the laurel bowers, 
The Dryad's footsteps, and the minstrel's 
dreams? 
-^h! that my life were as. a southern flower's! 
I might not languish then by these chill streams, 
Far firom my own bright land! 



GREEK FUJrtlRAL CHANT OR MTOI- 
OLOGUE. 



"LoiChaDls Funftbns par leiqueb on deplore en Grfioe la 
mart da m prochea» prennent le nom psrUcuUer da Mjrrlolo. 
gia, comma qui diraii, Diflcoan de lamentaUon, camplaintea. 
Un malada vient-U de nndra le dernier nupir, m, femme, n 
mfire, sea ftllea, maoun, cellee, en un moc, de aea plus prochea 
parantee qui aont IA, lui ferment lea yeuz et la bouche, en 
ipanchant Ilbwment, chacune aelon am natural et m, meaun 
da lendraM pour la diftint, la douleur qu^alla reaasnlde n 
pane. Ce premier devoir rempH, ellea ae retirant Unitea chaa 
mia de lauiB parantea ou de lean amiea Li ellaa changaot 
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de vintmua, ■'habiltent de tdanc, comme pour la cAr^inonia 
nuptialfly avec ceoe dURrence, qu'elles gardent la t^ta nue^ 
l6B eheveux €pUB et pendaota Ces apprpts tormin^ lea 
parentes reTiennent dans le'ur panire de deuil ; touies ae ran- 
^nc en circle autoar da mart, ei leur douleur e'exhale de 
nouTMu, •!» conune la premMre Ma, mm rtgle et sane oon- 
trainte. A eea plaimea sponian^e* auocWeni btemdc dee la- 
mentaUons d'une autre eapdce: ce aont lea Myriologuu, 
Ordinairemeni c'eet la plu» proche parente qui prononce la 
aien la premidra; aprds eUe les autree parentee, lee amiea^ les 
aimpleavolBinea Lee MTrMoguee aont toujoun compoata et 
chantte par lea fenunea. Ha aont totgoun imprpviate, too- 
joufB en rtn, et toi^ouxs chantAa aur un air qui diffftra d'un 
lieu A on antra, maia qui, dana on lieu donn6, reate invarla- 
UementoooncrA A oe genre de pofoie." 
Cftonla PopuUnret de la Gr9ce Maderne^par C. FamritL 



A WAIL waB heard azoand the bed, the death-bed 

of the young, 
Amidst her team the Funeral Chant a mournful 

mother sung. 
— ^'lanthia! doe^ thou sleep?— Thou sleepeet!— 

but this is not the rest, 
The breathing and the rosy calm, I have pillowed 

on my breast! . 
I hiUed'thee not to ikU repose, lanthis ! my sweet 

son! 
As in thy glowing childhood's time by twilight I 

have done 
— How is it that I bear to stand and look upon 

thee now? 
And that I die not. seeing death on thy pale glo- 
rious brow ? 

" I look upon thee, thou that wert of all most fair 

and brave I 
I see thee wearing still too much of beauty for the 

grave! 
Though mournfully thy smile is fixed, and heavily 

thine eye 
Hath shut above the falcon-glance that in it loved 

to lie! 
And fast is bound tbe springing step, that seemed 

on breezes borne, 
Wlien to thy couch I came and said, — ' Wake, 

hunter, wake! 'tis mom V 
Yet art thou lovely still, my flower ! untouched by 

slow decay, 
— ^And I, the withered stem, remain — I would that 

grief might sUy! 

" Oh ! ever when I met thy look, I knew that tkU 

would be! 
I knew too well that length of days was not a gift 

for thee! 
I saw it in thy kindling dieek, and in thy bearing 

high;— 
A voice came whispering to my soul, and told me 

thou most die ! 
That thou must die, my feariess one! where 

swords were flashing red.— 



— Why doth a mother lime to say — ^my fint-born 

and my dead '} 
They tell me of thy youthful fame, they talk of 

victory won — 
— Speak thou^ and I will hear ! my chil^ lanthis ! 

my sweet son!" 

# 

A wait was heard around the bed, the deathbed 

of the young, 
A faur-haired bride the Funeral Chant amidst 

her weeping sung. 
—*' lanthis! look'st thou not on m^?— Can love 

indeed be fledl 
When was it wo before to gaze upon thy steady 

head? 
I would that I had followed thee^ lanthis, my be- 
loved! 
And stood as woman oft hath stood where fidt|iful 

hearts are proved! 
That I had bound a breastplate on, and battled at 

thy side — 
— L would have been a blessed thing together 

had we died! 

But where was I when thou didst fall beneath 

the fatal sword? 
Was I beside the sparkling fount, or at the peace- 
ful board? 
Or singing some sweet song of old, in the shadow 

of tbe vine, 
Or praying to the saints for thee^ before the holy 

shrine ? 
And thou wert lying low the while, the life-drops 

from thy heart 
Fast gushing like a mountain-spring I — and couldst 

thou thus depart? 
Couldst thou depart, nor on my lips pour out thy 

fleeting breath ? , 
— Oh! I was with thoe but in joy, that should 

have been in death ! 

"Yes! I was with thee when the dance through 

mazy rings was led, 
And when the tyre and voice were tuned, and 

when the feast was spread, 
But not where noble blood flowed forth, where 

sounding javelins flew — 
— Why did I hear love's first sweet words, and 

not its last adieu? 
What now can breathe of gladness more, what 

scene, what hour, what tone ? 
The blue skies fade with all their lights, they 

fiide, since thou art gone ! 
Even that must leave me, that, still face, by all my 

tears unmoved — 
— Take me , from this dark worid with thee, 

lanthis! my beloved I" 
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A wail Was heaid aioiind the bed, the death-bed 

of the young, 
Amidst her tears the Funeral Chant a mournful 

sister sung. 
*' ianthisi brother of my soul !— -oh 1 were are now 

the days 
That laughed among the deep green hills, on all 

our infant pUys? 
When we two sported by the streams, or tracked 

them to their source. 
And like a stag's, the rocks ak>ng, was thy fleet 

fearless course I 
-^I see the pines there waving yet, I see the rilla 

descend, 
I see thy bounding step no niore — ^my brother and 
my friend ! 

" I come with flowers — ^for spring is come ! — lan- 

this! art thou Aere? 
I bring the garlands she hath brought, I cast them 

on thy bier ! 
Thou shouldst be crowned with victory's crown — 

but oh ! more meet they seem. 
The first faint violets of the woodf and lilies of the 



More meet for one so fondly loved,, and kdd thus 
early low — 

— ^Alas! how sadly sleeps thy face amidst the sun- 
shine's glow : 

The golden glow that through thy heart was wont 
such joy to send, 

— Wo, that it smiles, and not for thee !— my brother 
and my friend !" 

THE PARTING SONG. 



This piece is founded on a nle nlaled by Ftariel, in Hie 
"CAoiwoiw Populairea de la Grke Afodeme," and accom< 
panied by aome very inteieaung paniculan reapecilng (he ex- 
tempore parting aonga^ or aongs of expatriation, as he informa 
ua they are called, in which the mddern Greelu are accuatoiiied 
to pour forth iheir fedines oa bidding farewell to their counlxy 
audfrieodL 



A TOUTH went forth to exile, from a home 
Such as to early thought gives images, 
The longest treasured and most oft recalled, 
And brightest kept, of love ;— a mountain home, 
That, with the murmur of its rocking pines 
And sounding waters, first in childhood's heart 
Wakes the deep sense of nature unto joy, 
And half unconscious prayer; — a Grecian home. 
With the transparence of blue skies o'erhimg, 
And, through Uie dimness of its olive shades, 
Catching the flash of fountains, and the gleam 
Of shining pillars from the fanes of old. 
And thb was what he left ! — Yet many leave 
Far more:— the glistening eye, that first from' 
theirB 



Called out the soul's bright smile ; the gentle hand, 
Which through the sunshine led forth infant steps 
To where the violets lay; the tender voice 
That earliest taught them what deep melody 
Lives in afiecUon's tones. — He left not these. 
—Happy the weeper, that but weeps to part 
With all a mother's love ! — A bitterer grief 
Was bis — To part unloved!— of her unloved. 
That should liave breathed upon his heart, like 

Spring, 
Fostering its young faint flowers ! 

Yet had he friends, 
And they went forth to cheer him on his way 
Uiito the parting spot — and she too went, 
That n^other, tearless for her youngest-born. 

The parting spot was reached :— « bne deep glen, 
Holy, perchance, of yore, for cave and fbunt 
Were there, and sweet-voiced echoes ; and above. 
The silence of the blue, still, upper Heaven 
Hung round the crags of Pindus, where they wore 
Their crowning snows. — Upon a rock he sprung, 
The unbcloved one, for his home to gaze 
Through the wild laurels back ; but then a light 
Broke on the stem proud sadness of his eye, 
A sudden quivering light, and from his lips 
A bunt of passionate song. 

*« Farewell, farewell! 
"I hear thee, O thou rushing stream I — thou'rt 

from my native dell. 
Thou 'rt bearing thence a mournful sound — a mur- 
mur of farewell ! 
And fare tJiee well — flow on, my stream! — ^flow on, 

thou bright and free ! 
I do but dream that in thy voice one tone laments 

for me ; 
But I have been a thing unloved, from childhood's 

loving years, 
And therefore turns my soul to thee, for thou hast 

known my tean ; 
The mountains, and the caves, and thou, my secret 

tears have known : 
The woods can tell where he hath wept, that ever 

wept alone ! 

" I see thee once again, my home I thou 'rt there 

amidst thy vines, 
And clear upon thy gleaming nx^the Ijght of simi- 

mpr shines. 
It is a joyous hour when eve comes whispering 

through thy groves. 
The hour that brings the son from toil, the hour 

the mother loves ! 
— The hour the mother loves 1— for me bebved it 

hath not been ; 
Yet ever in its purple smile, thou smil'st, a Uessed 
I 
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Whose quiet beauty oW my loul through distant 

yean will come— 
— ^Yet what but as the dead, to thee, shall 1 be 

then, my home 1 

*' Not as the dead ! — no, not the dead ! — We speak 

of them — we keep 
7%eir names, like light that must not fade, within 

our bofloms deep ! 
We hallow e'en the lyre they touched, we love the 

lay they sung, 
We pass with softer step the place they filled our 

band among! 
But I depart like sound, like dew, like aught that 

leaves on earth 
No trace of sorrow or delight, no memory of its 

birth! 
1 go! the echo of the rock a thousand songs may 



When mine is a forgotten voice. — Woods, moun- 
tains, hoDte, &reweU I 

" And farewell, mother ! — I have borne in lonely 
silence long. 

But DOW the current of my soul grows pasrionate 
and strong! 

And I will speak ! though but the wind that wan- 
ders through the sky. 

And but the dark deep-rustling pines and rolling 
streams reply. 

Yes! I will speak! — within my breast whate'er 
hath seemed to be, 

There lay a hidden fount of love, that would have 
gushed for thee! 

Brightly it would have gushed, but thou, my mo- 
ther ! thou hast thrown 

Back on the forests and the wilds what should 
have been thine own ! 

" Then &re thee well I I leave thee not in bneli- 

ness to pine, 
Suioe thou hast sons of statelier mien and fairer 

brow than mine ! 
Forgive me that thou couldst not love l^t may be, 

that a tone 
Yet from my burning heart may pierce, through 

thine, when I am gone I 
And thou perchance mayst weep for him on whom 

thou ne'er hast smifed, 
And the grave give his biithright back to thy ne- 

gfcicted chiM : 
Might but my spirit thAi return, and *midst its kin- 
dred dwell. 
And quench its thirst with love's free team ! — 'tis 

ail a dream— iiurewell I" 

<*FBnwen!"— the echo died with that deep 

word. 
Yet died not so the late repentant pang 
By the strain quickened in the mother's breast I 



There had passed many changes o'er her brow, 
And cheek, and eye ; but into one bright flood 
Of tears at last all melted ; and she fell 
On the glad bosom of her child, and cried 
" Return, return, my son!" — the echo caught 
A lovelier sound than song, and woke again, 
Murmuring — "Return, my son!" 



THE SULIOTE MOTHER. 



It i« relaiMl In a French Life of All Pacha, that nvertl of 
the Suliote women, on the advance of the Tiirkish troops into 
their mountain faatnesKs, aaRrobled on a loftjsammit, and, 
after chanting a wild aoi^, precipitated themselves with their 
children, ini/* ihe chasm below, to avoid becoming the davce 
ofiheeneiny. 



She stood upon the loftiest peak, 

Amidst the clear blue sky, 
A bitter smile was on her cheek, 

And a dark flash in her eye. 

"Dost thou see them, boyl — through the dusky 

piiies 
Dost thou see where the foeman's armour shines 1 
Hast thou caught the gleam of the conqueror's 

crest? 
My babe, that I cradled on my breast! 
Wouldst thou spring from thy mother's arms with 

joyi 
—That sight hath cost thee a father, boy!" 

For in the rocky strait beneath, 

Lay Suliote sire and son ; 
They had heaped high the piles of death 

Before the pass was won. 

" They had crossed the torrent, and on they cornel 
Wo for the mountain hearth and home! 
There, where the hunter laid by his spear. 
There, where the lyre hath been sweet to hear. 
There, where I sang thee, fair babe! to sleep, 
Nought but the blood-stain our trace shall keep!" 

And now the horn's loud blast was heard, 

And now the cymbal's clang, 
Till even the upper air was stirred, 

As cliflf and hollow rang. 

" Hark ! they bring music, my joyous child ! 
What saith the trumpet to Suli's wild! 
Doth it light thine eye with so quick a fire, 
As if at a glance of thine armed sirel 
— Still ! — ^be thou stiU ! — there are brave men low — 
Thou wouldst not smile couldst thou see him 
now!" 

But nearer came the clash of steel, 
And louder swelled the horn, 
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And farther yet the tambour's peal 
Through the dark paw was borne. 

" Hearest thou the sound of their savage mirth 1 
— Boy 1 thou wert free when I gave thee birth, 
Free, and how cherished, my warrior's son! 
He too hath blessed thee, as I have done! 
Ay, and unchained must his loved ones be— 
Freedoni, young Suliote ! for thee and mel'' 

And from the arrowy peak she sprung, 

And fast the fair child bore, 
A veif upon the wind was flung, 

A cry — and all wa^ o'er! 



THE FAREWELL TO THE DEAD. 



llie following piece is foanded cm a beaaiiful part of the 
Greek funeral eerytce, in which relatives and friends are In- 
vited to embrace the deceased (whose face la uncovered) and 
to bid their final adieu. 

See Cftriatian Researchea in the Mediterranean, 

TVs hard to lay into me earth 

A. countenance so benign I a form that walked 
But yesterday so stately o'er the earthi 

WiUon, 



Come near ! — ere yet the dust 
Soil the bright paleness of the settled brow, 
Look on your brother, and embrace him now, 

In still and solemn trust! 
Come nearl^once more let kindred lips be pressed 
On his cold cheek; then bear him to his rest! 

Look yet oii this young face! 
What shall the beauty, from amongst us gone, 
Leave of its image, even where most it shone, 

Gladdening its hearth and race? 
Dim grows the semblance on man's heart im- 
pressed — 
Come near, and bear the beautiful to rest! 



Ye weep, and it is well ! 
For tears befit earth's partings !~ Yesterday 
Song was upon the lips of this pale clay. 

And sunshine seemed to dwell 
Where'er he moved — the welcome and the Hem- 

ed! 
— ^Now gaze! and bear the silent unto rest I 

Look yet on him, whose ^ye 
Meets yours no more, in sadness or in mirth! 
Was he not fair amidst the sons of earth, 

The beings born to die? 
— But not where death has power may love be 

blessed- 
Come near! and bear ye the bebved to rest! 

How mtfy the mother^ heart 
Dwell on her son, and dare to hope again 1 
The spring's rich promise hath been given in vain, 

The lovely must depart! 
Is he not gone, our brightest and our besti 
Come near! and bear the early-called to rest! 

Look on him! b he laid 
To slumber from the harvest or the chase? 
— Too still and sad the smile upon his face, 

Yet that, even that, must fiide I 
Death holds not long unchanged his fairest guest. 
Come near! and bear the mortal to his rest! 

His voice of mirth had ceased ' 
Amidst the vineyards ! there is lej^ no^ place 
For him ^hose dust receives your vain embrace. 

At the gay bridal feast ! 
Earth mast take earth to moulder on her breast ; 
Come near! weep o'er hini! bear him to his rest! 

Yet mourn ye not as they 
Whose spirit's light is quenched! — ^for him the 

past 
Is sealed. He may not fall, he may not east 

His birthright's hope away! 
All is not Jitre of our beloved and blessed — 
—Leave ye the sleeper with his Qod to rest! 
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ITfie Sbitat of VfAtntiu. 

A DRAMATIC POEM. 



Jiidldo ha dado eita no r'mk hazana 
Del valor que en loe liglos yenideroa 
Tenditn I« Hiioa de la fuerte Bqpaoa, 
Hijoa de tal pidrea heredttroe, 
^Uld eola en Numancla todo quaqld 
Debe con juaco tiiulo cantana. 
Y lo que puede dar maieria al canta 

Numaneia de CeroonteM. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



The hiftory of Spain- records two iiutanceB of 
the severe and aelf-devoting heroism, which forms 
the subject of the following dramatic poem. The 
fiiBt of these occurred at the siege of Tarifa, which 
was defended in 1394 for Sancho, King of Castile, 
during the rebellion of his brother, Don Juan, by 
Guzman, sumamed the Qood* The second is 
related of Alonzo Lopez de Texeda, who, until 
his garrison had been utterly disabled by pestilence, 
maintained the city of Zamora for the children of 
Don Pedro the Cruel, against the forces of Hen- 
rique of Tra8tamara.t 

Impressive as were the circumstances which 
distinguished both these memorable sieges, it ap- 
peared to the author of the following pages that a 
deeper interest, as well as a stronger colour of na- 
tionality, might be imparted to the scenes in which 
she has feebly attempted ** to describe high passions 
and high actions ;" by connecting a religious feel- 
ing with the patriotbm and high-minded loyalty 
which had thus been proved *' faithful unto death,' 
and by surrounding her ideal dranuUia peraona 
with recollections derived from the heroic legends 
of Spanish chivalry. She has, for this rieason, 
employed the agency of imaginary characters, and 
fixed upon " Valencia del Cid?* as the scene to 
give them 

" a local habitation and a name." 



THE SIEGE OF VALENCIA. 

SCENE — ROOM IN 1 PALiCE OF VALENCIA. 
XIMEN A ringing to a lute. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJS. 
Alyaa Qonzalbz, Governor of Valencia, 
Alphomso, > _^BuSon», 
Carlos, y 

Hbrnandbz, .... a Priest. 
Abdullah, . . . S^^oarieh Prince, Chi^qf 
( the army huieging VaUneia. 

Oarciab, A Spaniek Kndght^ 

Elmina, Wife to ChmxaUx, 

XiMBMA Her Daughter. 

Therbsa, ..'... An Attendant, 

Citizene, Soldiered Attendante^ 4*. 

* BeeQnitttana'a ** VKlae de E^maoIm eelebuM^*' p. 83. 
1 Bee llM PrBfree to 8ottUM7*i "ChroDlGle of tlw Od." 



" Thou hast not been with a festal throng, 

At the pouring of the wine ; 
Men bear not from the Hall of Song, 
A mien so dark as thine ! 
— There's blood upon thy shield, 
There's dust upon thy plume, 
— Thou hast brought, from some disastrous field, 
That brow of vnrath and gloom !" 

*' And is there blood upon my shieldl 

— Maiden ! it well may be ! 
We have sent the streams from our battle-field, 
All darkened to the sea! 
We have given the founts a stain, 
'Midst their woods of ancient pine ; 
And the ground is wet— but not vrith. rain, 
Deep-dyed — ^but not with wine I 

'* The ground is wet — ^but not with rain — 

We have been in war array, 
And the noblest blood of Christian Spain 
Hath bathed her soil to-day. 
I have seen the strong man die, 
And the stripling meet his fate, 
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by, 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait 

" In the gloomy Ronoesvalles' Strait 
There are helms and lances cleft ; 
And they that moved at morn elate 
On a bed of heath are left 1 
There's many a fair young face 
Which the war steed hath gone o'er ; 
At many a board there is kept a place 
For those that come no more !" 

" Alas! for love, for woman's breast, 

If wo like this must be ! 
— Hast thou seen a youth with an eagle crest, 
And a white plume waving free 1 
With his proud quick flashing eye, 
And his mien of knightly state 1 



Digitized by 



Google 



•10 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Doth he come from where the swords flashed high, 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait 1" 

" In the gloomy Roncesvalles' Strait 

I saw and marked him well ; 
For hobly on his steed he sate, 
When the pride of manhood fell ! 
— But it is not youth which turns 
From the field of spears again ; 
For the boy's high heart too wildly bums 
Till it rests amidst the slain !" 

*' Thou canst not say that he lies low. 

The lovely and the brave I 
Oh ! none could look on his joyous brow. 
And think upon the grave ! 
Dark, dark perchance the day 
Hath been with valour's fate, 
But Ae is on his homeward way, 
From the Roncesvalles' Strait!" 

" There b dust upon his joyous brow, 

And o'er his graceful head ; 
And the war-horse will not wake him now, 

Though it bruise his greensward bed ! 
— I have seen the stripling die, 
And the strong man meet his fate. 
Where the mountain-winds go sounding by, 
In the Roncesvalles' Strait 1" 
ELMINA enten. 

Elmina. Your songs are not as those of other 
days, 
Mine own Ximena ! — Where is now the young 
And buoyant spirit of the mom, which once 
Breathed in your spring-like melodies, and woke 
Joy's echo from all hearts? 

Ximena. My mother, this 
Is not tlie free air of our mountain-wilds ; 
And these are not the halls, wherein my voice 
First poured those gladdening strains. 

Elmina. A^as ! thy heart 
(I see it well) doth sicken for the pure 
Free-wandering breezes of the joyous hills. 
Where thy young brothers, o'er the rock and heath, 
Bound in glad boyhood, e'en as torrentpstreams 
Leap brightly from the heights. Had we not been 
Within these walls thus suddenly begirt. 
Thou shouldst have tracked ere now, with step as 

light, 
Their wild wood-paths. 

JCimena. I would not but have shared 
These hours of wo and peril, though the deep 
And solemn feelings wakening at their voice. 
Claim all the wrought-up spirit to themselves. 
And will not blend with mirth. The storm doth 

hush 
AU floating whispery sound, all bird-notes wild 
O' th' summer forest, filling earth and heaven 
With its own awful music. — And 'tis well 1 
Should not a hero's child be trained to hear 



, The trumpet's blast unstartled, and to look 
In the fixed face of Death without dismay? 

Elmina, Wo ! wo ! that aught so gentle and ao 
young 
Should thus be called to stand i' the tempest's path. 
And bear the token and the hue of death 
On a bright soul so soon I I had not shrank 
From mine own lot, but thou, my child, shouldst 

move 
As a light breeze of heaven, through summer- 
bowers. 
And not o'er foaming billows. We are fall'n 
On dark and evil days ! 

XimentL Ay, days, that- wake 
All to their tasks ! — Youth may not loiter now 
In the green walks of spring; and womanhood 
Is summoned into conflicts, heretofore 
The lot of warrior souls. But we will take 
Our toils upon us nobly 1 Strength is bom 
In the deep silence of long-sufifering hearts; 
Not amidst joy. 

Elmina. Hast thou some secret wo 
That thus thou speak'st? 

Ximena, What sorrow should be mine, 
Unknown to thee ? 

Elmina. Alas 1 the baleful air 
Wherewith the pestilence in darkness walks 
Through the devoted city, like a blight 
Amidst the rose-tints of thy cheek hath fall'n, 
And wrought an early withering! — Thou hast 

crossed 
The paths of Death, and ministered to those 
O'er whom his shadow rested, till thine eye 
Hath changed its glancing sunbeam for a still, 
Deep, solemn radiance, and thy brow hath caught 
A wild and high expression, which at times 
Fades unto desohite calmness, most unlike 
What youth's bright mien should wear. My gen- 
tle child I 
I look on thee in fear ! 

Ximena. Thou hast no cause 
To fear for me. When the wild clash of steel, 
And the deep tambour, and the heavy step 
Of armed men, break on our morning dreams ; 
When, hour by hour, the noble and the brave 
Aro falling round us, and we deem it much 
To give them funeral-rites, and call them blest 
If the good sword, in its own stomiy hour. 
Hath done its work upon them, ero disease 
Had chilled their fiery blood ; — ^it is no time 
For the light mien wherewith, in happier hours, 
We trod the woodland mazes, when young leikves 
Were whispering in the gale, — My Father oomet-^ 
Oh I speak of me no more. I would not shade 
His princely aspect with a thought less high 
Than his proud duties ckdm. 

GONZALBZ entsia 

ElndTia. My noble lord f 
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Welcome from thk day's toil !— It is the hoar 
Wboee shadowg, as they deepen, bring repose 
Unto «U weary men ; arid wilt not thou 
Free thy mailed bosom from the corriet's weight, 
To rest at fiill of evel 

Gunxalex. There may be rest 
For the tired peasant, when the vesper bell 
Doth send him to his eabin, and beneath 
His tine and olive, he may sit at eve. 
Watching his children's sport: but unto him 
Who keeps the watch-place on the mountain- 
height, 
When Heaven lets loose the storms that chasten 

lealms 
—Who speaks of rest? 

Xxmtna, My father, diall I fill 
The wine-cup for thy lips, or bring -the late 
Whose sounds thou tovest? 

Gunxalez. If there be strains of power 
To rouse a spirit, which in triumphant scorn 
May cast off nature's feebleness, and hold 
Its proud career unshackled, dashing down 
Tears and fond thoughts to "earth ; give voice to 

those! 
I have need of such, Ximena ! we must hear 
No melting music now. 

Ximena. I know all high 
Heroic ditties of the elder time, 
Sung by the mountain-Christians,(l) in the holds 
Of th' everiasting bills, whose snows yet bear 
The print of Freedom's step ; and -all wild strains 
Wherein the dark aerranoe* teach the rocks 
And the pine forests deeply to resound 
The praise of later champions. Wouldst thou hear 
The war song of thine ancestor, the Cidl 

GmizaUz. Ay, speak of him ; for in that name 
is power, 
Such as might rescue kingdoms! Speak of him! 
We are his children! They that can look back 
r th' annals of their house on such a name. 
How should they take dishonour by the hand, 
And o'er the threshold of their father's halls 
First lead her as a guest? 

Elmina. Oh, why is thisi 
How my heart sinks! 

Chnzalez. It must not fidl thee yet^ 
Daughter of heroes! — ^thine inheritance 
Is strength to meet all conflkAs. Thou canst nnm- 

ber 
In thy long line of glorious ancestiy 
Men, the bright offering of whose blood hath made 
The ground it bathed e'en as an altar, whence 
High thoughts sfaikll rise for ever. Bore they not, 
'Midst flame and sword, their witness of the Cross, 
With its victorious inspiration girt 
As with a conqueror's robe, till th' infidel 
O'eiawed, shrank back before themlT— Ay, the earth 

' "SeiTsooB," moantalDBem. 



Doth call them martyrs, but tfieir agonies 
Were of a moment, tortures whose brief aim 
Was to dertroy, within whose powers and scope 
Lay naught but dust.— And earth doth call them 

martyrs! 
Why, Heaven but claimed their blood, their lives, 

and not 
The things which grow as tendrils round their 

hearts; 
No, not their children! 

Elmina. Meanest thou 1— knowest thou 
aught?— 
I cannot utter it— My sons! my sons! 
Is itof them?— Oh! wouldst thou speak of them? 
Ckmzalez. A mother's heart diviheth but too 

weU! 
Elmina. Speak, I adjure thee!— I can bear it 
all.— 
Where are my children? 

Gonzalez. In the Moorish camp 
Whose lines have girt the city. 

Ximena. But they live ? 
— All is not lost, my mother! 
Elmina. Say, they live. 
Chnzalez. Elmina, stall they live. 
Elmina. But captives! — They 
Whom my fond heart had imagined to itself 
Bounding from cliff to cliff amidst the wilds 
Where the rock-eagle seemed not more secure 
In its rejoicing freedom! — ^And my boys 
Are captives with the Moor! — Oh! how was this? 
Chnzalez. Alas ! our brave Alphonso, in the 
pride 
Of boyish daring, left our mountain-halls, 
With his young brother, eager to behold 
The face of noble war. Thence on their way 
Were the rash wanderers captured. 

Elmina. 'Tis enough. 
— And when shall they be ransomed? 

Chnzalez. There is asked 
A ransom &t too high. 

Elmina. What! have we wealth. 
Which might redeem' a monarch, and our sons 
The while wear fetten? — Take thou all for them. 
And we will cast our worthless grandeur from us. 
As twere a cumbrous robe ! — Why, thou art one, 
To whose high nature pomp hath ever been 
But aa the plumage to a warrior's helm, 
Worn or thrown off as lightly. And for me^ 
Thou knowest not how seitenely I could take 
The peasant's k>t upon me, so my heart, 
Amidst its deep affections undisturbed. 
May dwell in silence. 

Xim/ena. Father! doubt thou not 
But we will bind ourselves to poverty. 
With glad devotedness, if this, but thi^, 
May win them back. — Distrust us not, my father I 
We can bear all things. 
Chnxalez. Can ye bear disgrace? 
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Ximerui. We were not bom for thiB. 
Gonzalez. No, thou sayst well! 
Hold to that lofty faith.— My vnfey pxj child I 
Hath earth no treaauree richer than the gems 
Torn from her secret caverns 1 — If by them 
Chains may be riven, then let the captive spring 
Rejoicing to the light ! — But he, for whom 
Freedom and life may but be worn with shame, 
Hath nought to do, save fearlessly to fix 
His steadfast look on the majestic heavens, 
And proudly die 1 
Elmina. Gonzalez, ioho must diel 
Chtizalez {hurriedly). They on whose lives a 
fearful price is set, 
But to be paid by treason!— Is 't enough? 
Or must I yet seek words 1 
Elmina. That look saith morel 

Thou canst not mean 

Chtizalez. I do! why dwells there not 
Power in a glance to speak it! — They must die ! 
They — must their names be told — Our sona must 

die 
Unless I yield the dty I 

Ximena. Oh! lookup! 
My mother, sink not thus! — Until the grave 
Shut from our sight its victims, there is hope. 
Elmina (in a low voice). Whose knell was in 
the breeze ! — No, no, not theirs I . 
Whose was the blessed voice that spoke of hope? 
— And there iff hope I— I will not be subdued — 
I will not hear a whisper of despair! 
For Nature is all powerful, and her breath 
Moves like a quickening spirit o'er the depths 
Within a father's heart.— Thou too, Gonzalez, 
Wilt tell me there is hope! 

Gonzalez (solemnly). Hope but in Him 
Who bade the patriarch lay his fair young son 
Bound on the shrine of sacrifice, and when 
The bright steel quivered in the father's hand 
Just raised to strike, sent forth his awful voice 
Through the still clouds, and on the breathless air. 
Commanding to withhold! — Earth has no hope. 
It rests with Him. 

Elmina. Thou canst not .tell me this! 
Thou father of my sons, within whose hands 
Doth lie thy children's fate. 

Gonzalez. If there have been 
Men in whose bosoms Nature's voice hath made 
Its accents as the solitary sound 
Of an overpowering torrent, silencing 
Th' austere and yet divine remonstrances 
Whispered by faith and honour, lift thy hands. 
And, to that Heaven, which arms the brave with 

strength, 
Pray, that the father of thy sons may ne'er 
Be thus found wanting \ ' 

Elmina. Then their doom is sealed ! 
Thou wilt not save thy children? 
Gonzalez. Hast thou cause, 



Wife of my youth ! to deem it lies within 
The bounds of possible things, that I should Unk 
My name to that word— A^at^or ?— They that deep 
On their proud battle-fields, thv nres and mine, 
Died not for this ! 

Elmina. Oh, cold and hard of heart! 
Thou shouldst be bom for empire, since thy soul 
Thus lightly from all human bonds can firee 
Its haughty flight! — Men I men ! too much is yocoB 
Of vantage; ye, that with a sound, a breath, 
A shadow, thus can fill the desolate space 
Of rooted up affections, o'er whose void 
Our yearning hearts must wither,! — So it is, 
Dominion must be won ! — Nay, leave me not — 
My heart is bursting, and I must be heard! 
Heaven hath given pdwer to mortal agony 
As to the elements in their hour of might 
And mastery o'er creation! — Who shall dare 
To mock that fearful strength 1 — I must be heard ! 
Grive me my sons! 

Gonzalez. That they may live to )iide 
With covering hands th' indignant flush of shame 
On their young brows, when men shall speak of 

him 
They called their father!— Was the oath, where- 

Onth' altar of my faith, I bound myself. 
With an answerving spirit to maintain, 
This free and christian city for my God, 
And for my king, a writing traced on sand? 
That passionate tears should wash it fiom the 

earth, 
Or e'en the life-drops of a bleeding heart 
Effauce it, as a billow sweeps away 
The last tight vessel's wake? — Then never more 
Let man's deep vows be trusted ! — though enfoioed 
By all th' appeals of high remembrances, 
And silent claims o' th' sepulchres, wherdn 
His fathers with their stainless gk>ry sleep,- 
On their good swords ! Thinks^ thou / feel no 

pangs? 
He that hath given me sons, doth know the heart 
Whose treasures he recalls. — Of this no more. 
'Tis vain. I tell thee that th' inviolate czoas 
Still, from our ancient temples, mu«t look up 
Through the blue heavens of Spain, though at its 

foot 
I perish, with my race. Thou dqreet not ask 
That I, the son of warriors— men who died 
To fix it oh that proud supremaK^ — 
Should tear the sign of our victorious faith 
From its high place of sunbeams, for the Moor 
In impious joy to trample ! 
Elmina. Scorn me not 
In mine extreme of misery I — Thou art strong — 
Thy heart is not as mine. — My brain grows wild; 
I know not what I ask! — And yet 'twere but 
Anticipating fate— dnce it must fall, 
That cross miM^ fall at last! There is no power, 
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No hope within this city of the grave, 
To keep its plao* on high. Her sultry air 
Breathes heavily erf* death, her warriors sink 
Beneath their ancient baiinerB, ere the Moor 
Hath bent his bow against them; for the shaft 
Of pestilence flies mors swiftly to its mark, 
Than the arrow of the desert Even the skiee 
O'erhang the desolate splendour of her domes 
With an ill omen's aspect, shaping forth, 
, From the dull clouds, wildmenai^ng forms and signs 
Foreboding rain. Man might be withstood, 
But who shall cope with fkmine and disease, 
When leagued with armed foes? — ^Whero now 

the aid, - 
Where the long-promised lances of Castilel 
— ^We are forsaken, in our utmost need, 
By heaven and earth forsaken! 

CkmzaUz. If this be, 
(And yet I will not deem it) we most fall 
As men that in severe devotedness 
Have chosen their part, and bound themselves to 

death. 

Through high conviction that their suffering land. 
By the free blood of martyrdom alone, 
Shall call deliverance down. 

Elmina. Oh! I have stood 
Beside thee through the beating storms of Ufe, 
With the true heart of unrepining love, 
As the poor peasant's mate doth cheerily. 
In the parched vineyard, or the harvest-field. 
Bearing her part, sustain with him the heat 
And burden of the day; — But now the hour. 
The heavy hour is come, when human strength 
Sinks down, a toil-worn pilgrim, in the dust, ^ 
Owning that wo is mightier 4 — Spare me yet 
This bitter cup, my husband! — Let not her. 
The mother of the lovely, sit and mourn 
In her unpeopled home, a broken stem, 
O'er its fallen roses dying 1 
ChnzaUx. Urge me not. 
Thou that through all sharp conflicts hast been 

found 
Worthy a brave man's love, oh ! urge me not 
To guilt, which through the midst of blinding 

tears, 
In ite-own hues thou seest not! — Death may scarce 
Bring aught like this ! 

Elmma. All, all thy gentle race. 
The beautiful beings that around thee grew, 
Creatures of sunshine 1 Wilt thou doom them all 1 
— She too, thy daughter— doth her smile un- 
marked 
Psas from thee, with its radiance, day by day? 
Shadows are gathering round her — seest thou not ? 
The misty dimness of the spoiler's breath 
Hangs o'er her beauty, and the &ce which made 
The summer of our hearts, now doth hut send 
With every glance, deep bodings thiongh the soul, 
TflOingofeariyfiite. 



OonxcUez. I see a change 
Far nobler on her brow! — She is as one. 
Who, at the trumpet's sudden call, hath i 
From th^ gay banquet, and in scorn cast down 
The wine-cup, and the garland, and the lute 
Of festal hours, for the good spear and helm, 
Beseeming sterner tasks, — ^Her eye hath lost 
The beam which laughed upon th' awakening 

heart, 
E'en as mom breaks o'er earth. But far within 
Its full darkorb, ahght hath sprang, whose source 
Lies deeper in the soul. — And let the torch 
Which but illumed the glittering pageant, fide! 
The altar-flame, i' th' sanctuary's recess. 
Burns quenchless, being of heaven! — She hath 

put on 
Courage, and faith, and generous constancy. 
Even as a breastplate-— Ay, men look on her, 
As she goes forth serenely to her tasks. 
Binding the warrior's wounds, and bearing fresh 
Cool draughts to fevered lips ; they look on her, 
Thus moving in her beautiful array 
Of gentle fortitude, and bless the fair 
Majestic vision, and unmurmuring turd 
Unto their heavy toils. 

Elmina. And seest thou not 
In that high faith and strong collectedness, 
A fearful inspiration'} — They have- cause 
To tremble, who behold th' unearthly Ugfat 
Of high, and, it may be, prophetic thought. 
Investing youth with grandeur ! — From the grave 
It rises, on whose shadowy brink thy child 
Waits but a father's hand to snatch her back 
Into the laughing sunshine. — ^Kneel with me, 
Ximena, kneel beside me, and implore 
That which a deeper, more prevailing voice 
Than ours doth ask, and will not be denied ; 
— His children's lives ! 

Ximena. Alas! this- may not be, 
Mother!— I can not. [ExU Ximena, 

Gonzalez. My heroic child ! 
— A terrible sacriflce thou daimest, O Qnd I 
From creatures in whose agonizing hearts 
Nature is strong as death ! ' 

Elmina. Is't thus in thine 1 
Away! — what time is given thee to resolve 
On 1—- what I cannot utter! — Speak ! thou knowest 
Too well what I would say. 

Gonzalez. Until — ask not! 
The time is brief. 

Elmina. Thou saidst — I heard not right— 

Gonzalez. The time is brief 

Elmina. What! must we hunt all ties 
Wherewith the thrilling chords of life are twined; 
And, for this task's fulfilment, can it be 
That man, in his cold heartlessness, hath dared 
To number and to mete us forth the sands 
Of hoars, nay, moments 7— Why the sentenced 
wretch, 
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He on whose soul there rests a brother's blood 
Poured forth in slumber, is allowed more time 
To wean his turbulent passions from the world 
His presence doth pollute! — It is not thus! 
We roust have Time to school us. 

Gonzalez. We have but 
To bow the head in silence, when Heaven's vcnce 
Calls back the things we love. 
Elmina, Love ! love ! — there are soft smiles and 

gentle words, 
And there are faces, skilful to put on 
The look we trust in— and 'tis mockery all! 
—A faithless mist, a desert-vapour wearing 
The brightness of clear waters, thus to cheat 
The thirst that semblance kindled !— There is 

none, 
In all thb cold and hollow world, no fount 
Of deep, strong, deathless love, save that within 
A mother's heart. — It is but pride, wherewith 
To his fair son the father's eye doth turn, 
Watching his growth. Ay, on the boy he looks, 
The bright glad creature springing in his path 
But as the heir of bis great name, the young 
And stately tree, whose rising strength ere long 
Shall bear his trophies well. — And this is love ! 
This is man*a love! — What marvelT — you ne'er 

made 
Your breast the pillow of his infancy, 
While to the fulness of your heart's glad heavings 
His fair cheek rose and fell; and his bright hair 
Waved soflly to your breath!— Yiw ne'er kept 

watch 
Beside him, till the last pale star had set, 
And mom, all dazzling, as in triumph, broke 
On your dim weary eye; not youra the face 
Which, early faded through fond care for him, 
Hung o'er his sleep, and duly as Heaven's light, 
Was there to greet his wakening! You ne'er 

smoothed 
Hb couch, ne'er sung hun to his rosy rest. 
Caught his least whisper, when his voice from yours 
Had learned soft utterance ; pressed your lip to his 
When fever parched it; hushed his wayward cries, 
With patient, vigilant, never^wearied love I 
No! these are woman'a tasks! — In these her 

youth, 
And bloom of cheek, and buoyancy of heart, 
Steal from her all unmarked I— My boys I my 

boys! 
Hath vain affection borne with all for this 1 
— Why were ye given mel 

Gonzalez. Is there strength in man 

Thus to endure 1 — That thou couldst read thio^ all 

Its depths of silent agony, the heart 

Thy voice of wo doth rend ! 

Elmina. Thy heart!— My heart!— Away! it 

feels not now! 
But an boor comes to tame the mighty man 
Unto the infant's weakness; nor shall Heaven 



Spare you that bitter chastening ! May you live 
To be alone, when loneliness doth seem 
Most heavy to sustain !— For me, my voice 
Of prayer and fruitless weeping shall be soon 
With all forgotten sounds; my quiet place 
Low with my lovely ones, and we shall deep, 
Though kings lead armies o'er us, we shall sleep, 
Wrapt in earth's covering mantle! you the while 
Shall sit within your vast, forsaken halls, 
And hear the wild and melancholy winds 
Moan through th^ir drooping banners, never more 
To wave above your race. Ay, then call up 
Shadows — dim phantoms firom ancestral tombs. 
But all — all ^^ortotu^-conquerors, chieftains, 

kings 
To people that cold vjoid !— And when the strength 
From your right arm hath melted, when the blast 
Of the shrill clarion gives your heart no more 
A fiery wakening; if at last you pine 
For the glad voices, and the bounding steps 
Once through your home re-echoing, and the clasp 
Of twining arms, and all the joyous light 
Of eyes that laughed with youth, and made your 

board 
A place of sunshine ; — When those day^ are come, 
Then, in your utter desolation, turn 
To the cold world, the smilinir, faithless world. 
Which hath swept past you long, and bid it 

quench 
Your soul's deep thirst with/ai7ie/ immortal /amel 
Fame to the sick of heart ! — a gorgeous robe, 
A crown of victory, unto him that dies 
r th' burning waste, for water !- 

Gonzalez. This firom tfiee I 
Now the last drop of bitterness is poured. 
Elmina — ^I forgive thee! [ExU Elmina. 

Aid me, Heaven! 

From whom alone is power !— Oh ! thou hast set- 
Duties, so stem of aspect, in my path, 
They almost, to my startled gaze, assume 
The hue of things less hallowed ! Men have sunk 
Unblamed beneath such trials !— Doth not he 
Who made us know the limits of our strength 1 
My wile ! my sons 1 — Away 1 I must not pause 
To give my heart one moment's mastery thus ! 
[ExU Gonzalez 

SCENE— THE AISLE OF 1 OOTBIC CHURCH. 

HERNANDEZ; GARCIAS; and oUmcb. 

Hernandez, The rites are closed. Now, valiant 
men, depart, 
Each to his place— I may not say, of rest ; 
Your faithful vigils for your sons may win 
What must not be your own. Ye are as those 
Who sow, in peril and in care, the seed 
Of the fair tree, beneath whose stately shade 
They may not sit But blessed be they who toil 
For after-days!— All high and holy thoughts 
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Be withyoa, warrion^ through the lingering hoon 
Of the night-watch! 

Oardas. Ay, lather 1 we hare need 
Of high and holy thoughts, wherewith to fence 
Our hearts against despair. Yet have I been 
Fran youth a eon of war. The stars hare looked 
A thousand times upon my couch of heath, 
Spread 'midst the wild sierras, by some stream 
Whose <lark-red waves looked e'en as though their 



Lay not in rocky caverns, but the veins 

Of noble hearts*, while many a knightly creet 

Rolled with them to the deep. And in the yeaik 

Of my long exile and captivity, 

With the fierce Arab^ I have watched beneath 

The still, pale shadow of some lonely paUn, 

At midnight, in the desert ; while the wind 

Swelled with the lion's n>ar, and heavily 

The fearfiilness and might of toUtude 

Piessed on my weary heart. 

Btmandez (ttumghifuUy.) Thou little knowest 
Of what is solitude 1—1 tell thee, those 
For whom — ^in earth's remotest nook — ^howe'er 
Divided firom their path by chain on chain 
Of mighty mountains, and the ampHtude 
Of rolling seas — there beats one human heart, 
There breathes one being unto whom their name 
Comes with a thrilling and a gladdening sound 
Heard o'er the din of life ! are not alone 1 
Not on the deep, nor in (he wild, alone ; 
For there is that on earth with wluch they hold 
A bratherbood of soul I— Call him alone, 
Who stands shut out from this !— And let not those 
Whose homes are bright with sunshine and with 

love, 
Put on Uie insolence of happiness. 
Glorying in that proud lot I — A k>nely hour 
Is on its way to each, to all ; lor Death 
Knows no companionship. 

Gareiat, I have looked on Death 
In field, and storm, and flood. But never yet 
Hath aught weighed down my spirit to a mood 
Of sadness, dreaOiing o'er dark auguries. 
Like this, our watch by midnight. Fearful things 
Are gathering round us. Death upon the earth, 
Omens in Heaven ! — The summer-skies put forth 
No clear bright stars above us, but at times, 
Catching some comet's fiery hue, of wrath, 
Marshall their clouds to armies, traversing 
Heaven with the rush of meteor-steeds, the array 
Of spean and banners, tossing like the pines 
Of Pyienean forests, when the storm 
Doth sweep the mountains. 

Hernandez, Ay, last night I too 
Kept vigil, gazing on the angry heavens ; 
And I beheld the meeting and the shock 
Of those wild hosts i' th' air, when, as they closed, 
A red and sultry nust, like that whkh mantles 
Thsthmider'spath.ieUo'erthem. ThenwowfliiDg 
13 



Through the dull glare, broad cloudy banners forth, 
And charioU seemed to whirl, and steeds to sink, 
Bearing down crested warriors. But all iiuB 
Was dim and shadowy ;— then swift darkness rushed 
Down on th' unearthly battle, as the deep 
Swept o'er the Egyptian's armament.— I looked- 
And all that fiery fieU of plumes and spears 
Was blotted firom heaven's face !— I looked again— 
And firom the brooding mass of clouds leaped forth 
One meteor-sword, which o'er the reddening sea 
Shook with strange motion,such aseartbquakes give 
Unto a rocking citadel !-<^I beheld, 
And yet my spirit sunk not. 

Garcia*. Neither deem 
That mine hath blenched.— But these are sights 

and sounds 
To awe the firmest. — Knowest thou what we hear 
At midnight from the walls? — Were 't but the deep 
Barbaric horn, or Moorish tambour's peal. 
Thence might the warrior's heart catch impulses, 
Quickening its fiery currents. But our ears 
Are pierced by other tones. We hear the knell 
For brave men in their noon of strength cut down, 
And the shrill wail of woman, and the dirge 
Faint swelling through the streets. Then e'en 

the air 
Hath strange and fitfiil murmurs of lament. 
As if the viewless watchers of the land 
Sighed on its hollow breezes 1 — To my soul, 
The torrent-rush of battle, with its din 
Of trampling steeds and ringing panoply. 
Were, after these faint sounds of drooping wo 
As the free sky's glad music unto him 
Who leaves a couch of sickness. 

Hernandez {with solemnity.) If to plunge 
In the mid-waves <^ combat, as they bear 
Chargers and spearmen onwards; and to make 
A reckless bosom's front the buoyant mark 
On that wild current, for ten thousand arrows; 
If thut to dare were valour's noblest aim, 
Lightly might fame be won ! — ^but there are things 
Which ask a spirit of more exalted pitch. 
And courage tempered with a holier fire I 
Well mayst thou say, that these are fearful times. 
Therefore be firm, be patient!— There is stnngth, 
And a fierce instinct, e'en in common souls, 
To bear up manhood with a stormy joy. 
When red swords meet in lightning I — biit ont task 
Is more, and nobler! — We have to endure, 
And to keep watch, and to arouse a land. 
And to defend an altar I— If we &II, 
So that our blood make but the millionth part 
Of Spain's great ransom, we may count it joy 
To die upon her bosom, and beneath 
The banner of her ftathi— Think but on this, 
And gird your hearts with olent fortitude, 
Sufiforing, yet hoping all things— Fan ye well 

Gareiat. Father, farewell. 

[EsevaU Oareiae and hiefoUatmre, 
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Bemand&B. These men have earthly ties 
And bondage on their nAares! — To the cause 
Of God, and Spain's revenge, they bring but half 
Their energies and hopes. But he whom Heaven 
Hath called to be th' awakener of a land, 
Should have his soul's affections all absorbed 
In that majestic purpose, and press on 
To its fulfilment, as a mountain-bom 
And a mighty stream, with all its vasBal-rills 
Sweeps proudly to the ocean, pausing not 
To dally with the flowers. 
Hark! What quick step 

Comes hurrying through the gloom at this dead 
hourl 

ELBflNA enten. 

Elmina. Are not all hours as one to misery? — 
Why 
Should ahe take note of time, for whom the day 
And night have lost their blessed attributes 
Of sunshine and repose 7 

Ekmandez. I know thy griefs; 
But there are trials for the noble heart 
Wherein its own deep fountains must supply 
All it can hope of comfort. Pity's voice 
Comest with vain sweetness to th' unheeding ear 
Of anguish, e'en as music heard afar 
On the green shore, by him who perishes 
*Midst rocks and eddying waters. 

Elmina, Think thou not 
I sought thee but for pity. I am come 
For that which grief is privileged to demand 
With an imperious claim, from all whose form. 
Whose human form, doth seal them unto suffering 
Father! I ask thine atd. 

Hernandez. There is no aid 
For thee or for thy chiklren, but with Him 
Whose presence is around us in the cloud, 
As in the shining and the glorious Ught. 

Elmina. There is no aid ! — Art thou a man 

ofQodl 

Art thou a man of sorrow — (for the~worid 

Doth call thee such)— and hast thou not been 

taught 
By Grod and sorrow— mighty as they are. 
To own the claims of misery % 

Hernandez. Is there power 
With me to save thy sons 1 — Implore of Heaven 

Elmina. Doth not Heaven work its purposes 
by man? 
1 tell thee, thou canst save them !-^Art thou not 
Gronzalcz' counsellor! — Unto him thy words 
Are e'en as oracles 

Hernandez. And therefore! — Speak! 
The noble daughter of Pclayo's line 
Hath nought to ask, unworthy of the name 
Which is a nation's heritage. — Dost thou shrink! 

Elmina. Have pity on me, father!— I must 
speak 



That, firom the thought of which, but yesterday, 
I had recoiled in scorn ! — But this is past. 
Oh! we grow humble in our agonies^ 
And to the dust^-their birth-place— bow the heads 
That wore the crown of glory ! — I am weak — 
My chastening is far more than I can bear. 

Bemandez. These are no times fof weaknesA. 
On our hills 
The ancient cedars, in their gathered might, 
Are battling with Uie tempest; and the flower 
Which can not meet its driving^ blast most die. 

But thou hast drawn thy nurture from a stem 
Unwont to bend or break. Lift thy proud head, 
Daughter of Spain ! — What wouldst thou with thy 
lord! 

Elmina. Look not upon me thus! — I have no 
power 
To tell thee. Take thy keen disdainAil eye 
Off from my soul!— Wha|! am I sunk to this 1 
I, whose blood sprung from heroes ! — H<yw my sons 
Will scorn the mother that would bring disgrace 
On their majestic line ! — My sons 1 my sons! 
— ^Now is all else forgotten ! — I had once 
A babe that in the early sprihg-time lay 
Sickening upon my bosom, till at last. 
When earth's young flowers were opening to the 

sun, 
Death sunk on his meek eyelid, and I deemed 
All sorrow light to mine ! — But now the fate 
Of all my children seems to brood above me 
In the dark thunder-clouds! — Oh ! I have power 
And voice unfidtering now to speak my prayer 
And my last lingering hope, that thou shouldst 

. win 
The father to relent, to save his sons ! 

Hernandez. By yielding up the city 1 

Elmina. Rather say 
By meeting that which gathers close upon us 
Perchance one day the sooner ! — Is*t not sol 
Must we not yield at last! — How long shall man 
Array hia single breast against disease, 
And famine, and the sword! 

Hernandez. How long! — ^Whilehe, 
Who shadow^ forth his powier more gforionsly 
In the high deeds and sufierings of the soul, 
Than in the circling heavens, with all thsir stars, 
Or the far-sounding deep, doth send abroad 
A spirit, which takes affliction for its mate, 
In the good cause, with solemn joy ! — How long ! 
— And who art thxntf that, in the littleness 
Of thine own selfish purpose, wouldst set' bounds 
To the free current of all noble thought 
And generous action, bidding its briji^ht waves 
Be stayed, and flow no further 1 — But the Power 
Whose interdict is laid on seas and orbs. 
To chain them in from wandering, hath assigned 
No limits unto that which man's high strength 
Shall, through its aid, achieve ! 
' Eilmina. Oh! there are times. 
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When all that hopeleas courage can achieve 
But sheds a nioumful beauty o'er the fiite 
Of those who die in vain. 

Hernandez. Who dies in vain 
Upon his country's war-fields, and within 
The shadow of her altars I^Feeble heart! 
I tell thee that the voice of noble blood, 
Thus poured for faith and freedom, hath a tone 
Which, from the night of ages, from the gulf ' 
Of death, shall burst, and make its high appeal 
Sound unto earth and heaven ! Ay, let the hmd, 
Whose sons, through centuries of wo, have striven, 
And perished by her temples, sink awhile. 
Borne down in conflict!— 'But immortal seed 
Deep, by heroic suffering, hath been sown 
On all her ancient hills; and generous hope 
Knows that the soil, in its good time, shall yet 
Bring forth a glorious harvest! — Earth receives 
Not one red drop, from fiiithful hearts, in vain. 

Elmina. Then it must bet— And ye will make 
those lives, 
Those young bright lives, an offering — to retard 
Our doom one day! 

Hernandez. The mantle of that day 
^ay wrap the fiite of Spain ! 

Elmina, What led me here 1 
Why did I turn to thee in my despair 1 
Love hath no ties upon thee; what had I 
To hope from thee^ thou bne and childless man! 
Go to thy silent home ! — there no young voice 
Shall bid thee welcome, no light footstep spring 
Forth at the sound of thine ! — What knows thy 
heart? 

Hernandez. Woman! how darest thou taunt 
me with my woes? 
Thy children too shall perish, and I say 
It ahaU be weUI— Why takest thou thought for 

them? 
Wetring thy heart, and wasting down thy life 
Unto its dregs,^ and making night thy time 
Of caie yet more intense, and casting health. 
Unprized, to melt away, i' th' bitter cup 
Thou minglest for thyselfl— Why, what hath earth 
To pay thee back for this?— *Shall they not live, 
(If the sword spare them now) to prove how soon 
All k>ve may be forgotten? — Years of thought, 
Long faithful watcbings, looks of tenderness. 
That changed not, though to change be this world's 

Uw? 
Shan they not flush thy cheeks with shame, whose 

bkwd 
Marks, e'en like branding iron ? — to thy sick heart 
Make death a want, as sleep to weariness ? 
Doth not all hope end thus?— or e'en at best. 
Will they not leave thee ? — far from thee seek room 
Forth' overflowings of their fiery soub. 
On life's wide ocean T-^-Give the bounding steed, 
Or the winged baik to youth, that his free course 



May be o'er hills and seas ; and weep thou not • 
In thy fomken borne, for the bright world 
Lies all before him, and be sure he wastes 
No thought <m thee 1 

Elmina. Not so ! it is not so I 
Thou dost but torture me ! — My sons are kind. 
And brave, and gentle. 

Hernandez. Others too have worn 
The semblance of all good. Nay, stay thee yet ; 
I will be calm, and thou shalt learn how earth. 
The fruitful in all agonies, hath woes 
Which far outweigh thine own. 

Elmina. It may not be! 
Whose grief is like a mother's for her sons ? * 

Hernandez. My son lay stretched upon his bat- 
tle-bier, 
And there were hands wrung o'er him, which had 

caught 
Their hue from his young blood ! 

Elmina. What tale is this ? 

Hernandez. Read you no records in this 'mien, 
of things 
Whose traces on man*s aspect are not such 
As thelireeze leaves on water? — ^Lofty birth, 
War, peril, power?— Affliction's hand is strong, 
If it erase the haughty charactera 
They graye so deep ! — I have not always been 
That which I am. The name I bore is not r 
Of those which perish I — I was once a chief— 
A warrior ! — nor as now, a lonely man I 
I was a father ! 

Elmina. Then my heart can feel! 
Thou wilt have pity ! 

Hernandez. Should I pity thee? 
TViy sons will perish gloriously---4heir blood^-^ 

Elmina. Their blood I my children's blood !— 
Thou speak'st as 'twere 
Of casting down a wine-cup^ in the mirth 
And wantonness of feasting !— My fair boys ! 

Man 1 hast thou been a father ? 

Hernandez. Let them die! 
Let them die not0, thy children ! so thy heart 
Shall wear their beautiful image all undimmed. 
Within it, to the last ! Nof shalt thou loam 
The bitter lesson, of what worthless dust 
Are firamed the idols, whose false glory binds 
Earth's fetter on our souls !— Thou thiidL'st it much 
To mourn the early dead ; but there are tean 
Heavy with deeper anguish ! We endow 
These whom we k>ve, in our fond passionate blind • 

nesB, 
With power upon our souls, too absolute 
To be a mortal's trust ! Within their hands 
We lay the flaming sword, whose stroke alone 
Can reach our hearts, and they are merciful, 
As they are strong, that wield it not to pierce us I 
—Ay, fear them, fear the loved ! — Had 1 but wept 
O'er my son's grave, a» o'er a babe's, where tean 
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Are as spring dew-drops, glittering in the son, 
And brightening the young veidun^ /might still 
Have loved and trusted t 

Elmina {disdainfully.) But he fell in war! 
And hath not glory medieine in her cup 
For the brief pangs of nature 1 

Hernandez. Glory! — Peace, 
And listen ! — By my side the stripling grew, 
Last of my luie. I reared him to take joy 
r th' blaze of arms, as eagles train their young 
To look upon the day-king I— His quick blood 
£v'n to his boyish cheek would mantle up. 
When the heavens rang with trumpets, and his eye 
Flash with the spirit of a race whose deeds— 
But thb availeth not ! — Yet he «a« brave. 
I've seen him clear himself a path in fight 
As lightning through a forest, and lus plume 
Waved like a torch, above the battle-storm, 
The soldier's guide, when princely crests had sunk, 
And banners were struck down. — Around my steps 
Floated his fame, like music, and I lived 
But in the lofty sound. But when my heart 
In one frail ark had ventured all, when most 
He seemed to stand between my soul and 'heaven,, 
— Then came the thunder-stroke 1 

Elmina, 'Tis ever thus I 
And the unquiet and foreboding sense 
That thus twill ever be, doth link itself 
Darkly with all deep love!~>He diedl 

Hemaftdez. Not so ! 
—Death ! Death!— Wby, earth should be a para- 
dise, 
To make that name so fearful !— Had he died. 
With his young fame about him for a shroud, 
I had not learned the might of agony, 
To bring proud natures low ! — No I he fell off— 
—Why do I tell thee thb 1— What right hast thou 
To learn how passed the glory from my house 1 
Yet Usten I — He forwok me ! — ^He, that was 
As my own soul, forsook me ! — trampled o'er 
The ashes of his sires I — Ay, leagued himself 
E'en with the infidel, the curse of Spain, 
And, for the dark eye of a Moorish maid. 
Abjured his faith, his God !— Now, talk of death ! 

Elmina. Oh ! I can pity th ee 

Hernandez. There's more to hear. 
I braced the corslet o'er my heart's deep wound, 
And cast my troubled spirit on the tide 
Of war and high events, whose stormy waves 
Might bear it up firom sinking ; 

Elmina. And ye met 
No more 7 

Hernandez, Be still ! — ^We did I — ^we met onee 
more. 
(}od had his own high purpose to fulfil, 
Or thinkest thou that the sun in his bright heaven 
Had looked upon such things? — We met once mare. 
— That was an hour to leave its lightning-mark 
Seared upon brain and bosom ! — ^there had been 



Combat on Ebro's banks, and when the day 
Sank in red clouds, it faded from a field 
Still held by Moorish lances. Night closed round, 
A night of sultry darkness, in the shadow 
Of whose brood wing, ev'n unto death I strove 
Long with a turbanod champion ; but my sword 
Was heavy with God's vengeance— and prevailed. 
He fell — my heart exulted—and I stood 
In gloomy triumph o'er him — ^Nature gave 
No sign of horror, for 'twas Heaven's decree I 
He strove to speak— ^but I had done the work 
Of wrath too well — ^yet in his last deep moan 
A dreadful something of familiar sound 
Came o'er my shuddering sense. — ^The moon look- 
ed forth. 
And I beheld— speak not I— 'twas he— my son ! 
My boy lay dying Ihers I He raised one glance, 
And knew me— for he sought with feeble hand 
To cover his vglazed eyes. A darker veil 
Sank o'er them soon. — I will not have thy k»k 
Fixed on me thus! — Away! 

Elmina. Thou hast seen this, 
Thou hast done this— and yet thou livest 7 

Hertiandez. I live I 
And knowest thou wherefore?— On my soul there 

fell 
A horror of great darkness, which shut out 
All earth, and heaven, and hope. I cast away 
The spear and helm, and made the cloister's shade 
The home of my despair. But a deep voice 
Came to me through the gloom, and sent its tones 
Far through my bosom's depths. And I awoke, 
Ay, as the mountain ced^r doth shake oflf 
Its weight of wintry snow, e'en so I shook 
Despondence from my soul, and knew myself 
Sealed by that blood wherewith my hands were 

dyed. 
And set apart, and fearfbUy marked out 
Unto a mighty task ! — To rouse the soul 
Of Spain, as from the dead; and to lift up 
The crosfl^ her sign of victory, on the bills, 
G^hering her sons to battle! — ^And my voice 
Must be as freedom's trumpet on the winds, 
From Roncesvolles to the blue sea^waves 
Where Calpe looks on Afric; till the land 
Have filled her cup of vengeance ! — Ask me now 
To yield the Christian city, that its fanes 
May rear the minaret in the &ce of Heaven I 
— But death shall have a bloodier vintage-feast 
Eire that day come I 

Elmina, I ask thee this no more. 
For I am hopeless |iow. — But yet one boon — 
Hear me, by all thy woes! — Thy voice hath pow- 
er 
Through the wide city— here I can not rest : 
Aid me to pass the gates 1 
Hernandez. And wherefore? 
Elmina. Thou, 
That toert a fether, and art now— alone! 
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Canst (Aoto ask < whereforo ?*— Adc the wretch 

whoMsandfl 
Have not an hour to run, whoie fititing limbs 
Have but one earthly journey to perfiwm, 
Why, on his pathway to the place of death, 
Ay, when the very axe is glirtening cold 
Upon his dixzy sight, his pale, parched lip 
Impbres a cup of water WWhy, the stroke 
Which trembles o'er him in itself shall bring 
Oblivion of all wants, yet who denies 
Nature's Ust prayer?— I tell thee that the thirst 
Which bums my spirit up is agony 
To be endured no more! — And I mtut kx>k 
Upon my children's fiioes, I must hear 
Their vnoes, ere they perish ! — ^But hath Heaven 
Decreed that they mtut perish 1— Who shall say 
If in yon Moslem camp there beats no heart 
Which prayers and tears may melt 7 

Hernandez. There! — with the Moor! 
Let him fill up the measure of his guilt! 
— 'Tis madness all!— How wouldst thou pass th' 

array 
Of armed foesi 

Elmina. Oh! fireedoth sorrow psss, 
Free and unquestioned, through a suffering 
world !(3) 

Hernandez. This must not be. Enough of wo 
is laid 
E'en now, upon thy lord's heroic soul, 
For man to bear, unsinking. Press Uiou not 
Too heavily th' o'erburthened heart — Away! 
Bow down the knee, and send thy prayers for 

strength 
Up to Heaven's gate. — Farewell ! 

[Exit Hernandez. 

Elmina. Are all men thusi 
— Why, wer't not better they should fall e'en now 
Than live to shut their hearts, in haughty scorn. 
Against the sufferer's pleadings 1 — But no, no! 
Who can be like (his man, that slew his son, 
Vet wean his life still proudly, and a soul 
Untamed upon his brow? 
{Aflier apaiiM.) There's one, whose arms 
Have borne my children in their infancy. 
And on whose knees they sported, and whose hand 
Hath 1^ them oft — a vassal of their sire's; 
And I will seek him : he may lend me aid, 
When all beside pass on. 

DIRGE BEARD WITHOUT. 

Thou to thy rest art gone. 
High heart! and what are we, 
While o'er our heads the storm sweeps on, 
That we should mourn for thee? 

Free grave and peaceful bier 
To the buried son of Spain! 
To those that live, the lance and spear, 
And well if not the chain ! 



Be theirs to weep the dead 
As they sit beneath their vines, 
Whose flowery land hath borne no tread 
Of spoilers o'er its shrines! 

Thou hast thrown off the load 
Which we must yet sustidn, 
And pour our blood where thine hath flowed, 
Too blest if not in vain ! 

We give thee holy rite. 
Slow knell, and chaunted strain! 
—For those that fall to-morrow night. 
May be lefl no funeral-train, 

Again, when trumpets wake, 
We must brace our armour on ; 
But a deeper note thy sleep must break — 
— Thou to thy rest art gone! 

Happier in thit than all. 
That, now thy race is run. 
Upon thy name no stain may fall. 
Thy work hath well been done. 

Elmina, " Thy work hath well been done !''— 
so thou mayst rest ( 
— There is a solemn lesson in those words — 
But now I may not pause. 

- [ExU Elmina. 

SCENE — 1 STREET IN THE CITY. 
HERNANDEZ, GONZALEZL 
Hernandez. Would they not hear?, 
Gonzalez. They heard, as one that stands 
By the cold grave which hath been newly ck)sed 
O'er his last friend doth hear some passer-by, 
Bid him be comforted ! — Their hearts have died 
Within them ! — We must perish, not as those 
That fall when battle's voice doth shake the hills, 
And peal through Heaven's great arch, but si- 
lently, 
And with a wasting of the spirit down, 
A quenching, day by day, of some bright spariL 
Which lit us on our toils! — Reproach me not; 
My soul is darkened with a heavy cloud — 
—Yet fear not I shall yield ! 

Hernandez. Breathe not the word. 
Save in proud scorn ! — ^Each bitter day, o'eipassed 
By slow endurance, is a triumph won 
For Spain's red cross. And be of trusting heart I 
A few brief houn, and those that turned away 
In cold despondence, shrinking from your voice, 
May crowd around their leader, and demand 
To \k arrayed for battle. We must watch 
For the swift impulse, and await its tiroe^ 
As the bark waits the ocean's. You have chosen 
To kindle up their souls, an hour, perchance. 
When they were weary; They had cast aside 
Their arms to slumber; or a knell, just then 
With its deep hollow tone, had made the hlood 
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Croep shuddering through their yeins ; or they had 

caught 
A glimpee «| some new meteor, and shaped forth 
Strange omens from its bhuEe.- 
Gonzalez. Alas! the cause 
Lies deeper in their misery!— I have seen, 
In my night's course through this beleaguered city 
Things, whose remembrance doth not pass away 
As vapours from the mountains. — There were 

some, 
That sat beside their dead, with eyes, wherein 
Grief bad ta'en place of sight, and shut oat all 
But its own ghastly object. To my voice 
Some answered with a fierce and bitter laugh, 
As men whose agonies were made to pass 
The bounds of sufferance, by some reckless word, 
Dropt from the light of spirit.— Others lay— 
»Why should I tell thee, father! how despair 
Can bring the lofty brow of manhood down 
Unto the very tlust? — And yet for this. 
Fear not that I embrace my doom — Oh God ! 
That 'twere my doom alone! — vnth less of fixed 
And solemn fortitude.-^Lead on, prepare 
The holiest rites of faith, that I by them 
Once more may consecrate my sword, my life, 
— ^But what are these?— -Who hath not dearer 

lives 
Twined with his ownl — I shall be lonely 
Childless l-rHeaven wills it so. Let us begone. 
Perchance before the shrine my heart may beat 
With a leas troubled motion. 

[Exeunt Chnzalez and Bemandex, 

SCENE — A TENT IN THE MOORIBH CAMP. 

ABDULLAH, ALFHONSO, CARLOS. 

AbduUak. Theee are bold words: but hast thou 
looked on death. 
Fair stripling 1 — On thy cheek and sunny brow 
Scarce fifteen summers of their laughing course 
Have left Ught traces. If thy shaft hath pierced 
The ibex of the mountains, if thy step 
Hath climbed some eagle's nest, and thou hast 

made 
His nest thy spoil, 'tis much ! — And fear'st thou 

not 
The leader of the mighty 7 

Alphonso. I have been 
Reared amongst fearless men, and 'midst the rocks 
And the wild hills, whereon my fathers fought 
Ajid won their battles. There are glorious tales 
Told of theb deeds, and I have learned them alL 
How should I fear thee. Moor? 
AhdvUah. So, thou hast seen 
Fidds, where the ownbat's roar hath died away 
Into the whispering breeze, and where wild flow- 
ers 
Bbom o'er forgotten graves!— Bat knowest thou 
aoght 



Of thoee, where swoid from crosong swoid strikes 

fire, 

And leaders are home down, and rushing steeds 
Trample the life firom out the mighty hearts 
That ruled the storm so late 1— Speak not of death, 
Till thou hast looked on such. 

Alphonso. I was not bom 
A shepherd's son, to dwell vrith pipe and crook, 
And peasant-men, amidst the lowly vales ; 
Instead of ringing clarions, and bright spears^ 
And crested knights I — I am of princely race. 
And, if my fiither would have heard my suit, 
I tell thee, infidel 1^ that long ere now, 
I should have seen how lances meet; and swords 
Do the field's work. 

AhduUah. Boy! know'st thou thisre are sights 
A thousand times more fearfrdl — ^Men may die 
Full proudly, when the skies and mountains ring 
To battle-horn and tecbir.*— But not all 
So pass away in glory. There are those, 
'Midst the dead silence of pale multitudes, 
Led forth in fetters— dost thou mark me, boy ? 
To take their last look of th' all gladdening sun. 
And bow, perchance, the stately head of youth, 
Unto the death of shame! — Hadstthou seen this — 

AJphonso {to Carlos). Sweet brother, God b with 
US'— fear thou not! 
We have had heroes for our sires — this man 
Should not behold as tremble.- 

Abdullak. There are means 
To tame the loftiest natures. Yet again, 
I ask thee, vrik thou, from beneath the walls, 
Sue to thy sire for life ; or wouldst thou die. 
With this, thy brother? 

Alphotuo. Moslem! on the hills, 
Around my Other's castle, I have heard 
The mountain-peasants, as they dressed the vines, 
Or drove the goats, by rock and torrent, home. 
Singing their ancient songs ; and these were all 
Of the Cid Campeador ; and how his sword 
Tizona(3) cleared its way through turboned hosts^ 
And captured Afric's kings, and how he won 
Valencia from the Moor.(4) — I will not shame 
The bkxxl we draw firom him ! 

A MoocUi Soldier eQt|nL 

Soldier. Valencia's lord 
Sends messengers, my chief. 

Abdullah. Conduct them hither. 

[ Tfie Soldier goet otU, and r9-€nter9 with El- 
minot disguised^ and an Attendant. 

Carloe (springing forward to the Attendant), 
Oh ! take me hence, Diego ! take nie hence 
With thee, that I may see my mother's face 
At morning, when I wake. Here dark-browed men 
Frown strangely, with their cruel eyes, upon us. 
Take me with thee, for thou art good and kind. 
And well I know, thoo lov'st me, my Diego! 

* TVe&e'r, the ww-cryofthj Moon and AnAai 
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AhdnUtth. pMCe,. boy t^ What tidings, Chxm- 
tian, from thy lordl 
b he grown humbler, doth he set the lives 
Of these fkir nnralings at a city's worth? 

Alpfumso {rvshtng forvyard impatiently). Say 
not, he doth !— Yet wherefbie art thou here? 
If it be so — I could weep burning tears 
For veiy shame ! — If this am be,.retuni t 
TeU him, <^ all his wealth, his battle-spoOs, 
I will but ask a war-horse and a sword, 
And that beside him in the mountain-chase, 
And in his halls and at his stately feasU, 
My place shall be no mors !-^bnt no I-^I wrong, 
I wrong my father i*-Moor ! believe it not ! 
He is a champion of the cross and Spain, 
Sprung from the Cid ;— and I too, I can die 
As a warrior's high-bom child I 

Elmina. Alasl alas! 
And wouldst thou die, thus early die, fair boy? 
What hath life done to thee, that thou shooldst cast 
its flower away, in very scorn of heart, 
Eze yet ihe blight be come? 

Alfhonso. That voice doth sound—^- 

AhdvUah, Stranger, who art thou? — this is 
mockery! speak I 

Elmina {thrtnoing off a manUe and kelmet^ and 
embraeing her «oim). My boys! whom I have 
reared through many hours 
Of silent joys and sorrows,- and deep thoughts 
Untold and unimagined ; let me dils 
With you, now I have held you to my heart, 
And seen once more the faces, in whose light 
My soul hath lived for years ! 

Carlos. Sweet mother! now 
Thou shalt not leave us more. 

Abdullah. Enough of this! 
Woman! what seek'st thou hero ! — How hast thou 

dared 
To front the mighty thus amidst his hosts ? 

Elmina. Think'st thou there dwells no courage 
but in breasts ' 
That set their mail against the ringing apean, 
When helmets are struck down? — Thou little 

know'st 
Of nature's marvels! — Chief! my heart is nerved 
To make its way through things which warrior- 
men, 
— Ay, they that master death by fieki or flood. 
Would kmk on, ere they braved! — I have no 

thought, 
No sense of fear I^Thou 'rt miglxty ! but a soul 
Wound up like mine is mightier, in the power 
Of that one feeling, poured through all its depths. 
Than monarehs with their boats ! — Am I notcome 
To die with these, my children ? 

Abdullah. Doth thy faith 
Bid thee do this, fond Christian?— Hast thou not 
The means to save them? 

Elminia. I have prayeiSf and tears, 



And agonies !-^-and. he— my God->-the God 
Whose hand, or soon or late, doth find its hour 
To bow the crested head— hath made these things 
Most powerful in a world where all mustlMtto 
That one deep language, by the storm called forth 
From the bruised reeds of earth !— For thee, per- 
chance, 
Affliction's chastening lesson hath not yet 
Been Uid upon my heart, and thou may'st love 
To see the creatures, by its might brought low, 
Humbled before thee. 

[She throw herself at hi»fut. 
Conqueror! I can knedl 
I, that drew birth fixun princes, bow myself 
E'en to thy feet ! Call in thy chiefe, thy slaarefl^ 
If this wiU swell thy triumph, to behold 
The blood of kings, of heroes, thus abased! 
Do this, but spare my sons ! 

AlphonBo {attempting to raiee her.) Thou 
shouldst not kneel 
Unto this infidel!— Rise, rise, my mother! 
This sight doth shame our house! 

Abdullah.. Thou daring boy! 
They that in arms have Uught thy father's Und 
How chains are worn, shall school that haughty 



Unto another language. 

Elmina. Peace, my son ! 
Have pity on my heart !— Oh, pardon, Chief! 
He is of noble blood! — Hear, hear me yet! 
Are there no lives through which the shafts of 

Heaven 
May reach your soull — ^He that k>ves aught <m 

earth, 
Dares far too much, if he be merciless! 
Is it for those, whose frail mortality 
Must one day strive alond with God and death 
To shut their souls against th' appealing voice 
Of nature, in her anguish? — ^Warrior! Man! 
To you too, ay, and haply with your hosts, 
By thousands and ten thousands manhalled round. 
And your strong armour on, shaH come that stroke 
Which the lance wards notl — Where shall your 

high heart 
Find refuge then, if in the day of might 
Wo hath lain prostrate, bleeding at your feet. 
And you have pitied not? 
Abdulkih. These are vain words. 
Elmina. Have you no children?— Fear you 

not to bring 
The lightning on their heads? — In your own land 
Doth no ibnd mother, from the tents, beneath 
Your native palms, look o'er the deserts- out, 
To greet your homeward step?— You have not yet 
Forgot so utterly her patient love — 
— For is not woman's, in all climes, the samel — 
That you should scorn my prayer!— Oh HeavenI 

his eye 
Doth wear no mercy! 
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Abdullah. Then it mocks you not. 
I have swept o'er the mountains of your Umd, 
Ijeaving my tiaoes, tm the vikitings 
Of storms, upon them !— Shall I now be stayed I 
Know, unto me it were as light a thing, 
In this, my course, to quench your children's lives, 
As, journeying through a forrat, to break off 
The young wild branches that obstruct the way 
With their green sprays and leaves. 

Simina. Are there such hearts 
Amongst thy works, O Godi 

Abdullah, Kneel not to me. 
Kneel to your lord ! on his resolves doth haqg 
His children's doom. He may be lightly won 
By a few bursts of paauonate tears and words. 

Elmina {riting indignanUy.) Speak not of 
noble men 1— he bears a soul 
Stronger thsn love or death. 

AlphoMo {ijoitk esuUation.) I knew 'twas thus! 
He could not fiiil ! 

Elmina, There is no mercy, none^ 
On this cold earth I— To strive with such a world, 
Hearts should be void of love I — We will go hence. 
My children! we are summoned. Lay your heads. 
In their young radiant beauty, once again 
To rest upon this bosom. He that dwells 
Beyond the clouds which press us darkly loiind, 
Will yet have pity, and before his face 
We three will'stand together 1 Moslem! now 
Liet the stroke fall at once! 

Abdullah. 'Tia thine own will. 
These might e'en yet be spared. 

Elmina. 7^^<m wilt not spare! 
And he beneath whose eye their childhood grew. 
And in whose paths they sported, and whose ear 
From their first lispi^ig accents caught the sound 
Of that word — fhther—once a name of love- 
Is— Men shall call him steat^fatt. 

Abdullah. Hath the Mast 
Of sudden trumpets ne'er at dead of night, 
When the land's watchers feared no hostile step. 
Startled the slumberers from their dreamy world, 
In cities, whose heroic lords have been 
SUa4fa9t as thinel 

Elmina. There's meaning in thine eye, - 
More than thy words. 

Abdullah {poiiUing to the city.) Look to yon 
towers and walls ! 
Think you no hearts within their limits pine, 
Weary of hopeless warfare, and prepared 
To burst the feeble links which bind them still 
Unto endurance 1 

Elmina. Thou hast said too well. 
But what of this 1 

Abdullah. Then there are those, to whom 
The Prophet's armies not as foes would pass 
Yon gates, but as deliverers. Might they not 
In some still hour, when weariness takes rest. 
Be won to welcome us 1 — ^Your children's steps 



May yet bounA lightly through their father'^iiaDsl 

Alphonso (indignantly.) Thou tieacfaerous 
Moor! 

Elmina. Let ipe not thus be tried 
Beyond all strength, oh Heaven 1 

AbdulUih. Now, 'tis lor thee, 
Thou Chiitfaan mother! on thy sons to pass 
The sentence— Jife or death !— the price is set 
On their young blood, and rssti within thy hands. 

Alphonao. Mother 1 thou tremblest! 

AbduUah. Hath thy heart resolvedl 

Elmina {covering her face wUh her hande?^ 
My boy's proud eye is on me, and the things 
Which rush in stormy darkness, through my soul, 
Shrink from his ghinoe. I cannot answer here. 

Abdullah. Come forth. We'll commune else- 
where. 

Carlot {to hie mother,) Wilt thou go? 
Oh! let me follow Uiee! 

Elmina. Mine own fair child 1 
— ^Now that thine eyes have poured once move on 

mine 

The light of their young smile, and thy sweet voice 
Hath sent its gentie music through my soul 
And I have felt the twining of thine arms— 
—How shall I leave thee 1 

Abdullah. Leave him, as 'twere but 
For a brief slumber, to behold his face 
At morning, with the sun's. 

Alphonso. Thou hast no look 
Forme, my mother! 

Elmina Oh ! that I should live 
To say, I dare not lode on thee ! — ^Farewell, 
My first born, fare thee well! 

Alpltonso. Yet, yet beware ! 
It were a grief more heavy on thy soul. 
That I should blush for thee, than o'er my grave 
That thou shouldst proudly weep ! 

Abdullah. Away! we trifle here. The night 
wanes fast. 
Come forth t 

Elmina. One more emteace ! My sons, fiiie- 
well! 
[Exeunt Abdullah vith Elmina amd her 
Attendant, 

AlphoTuo. Hear me yet once, my mother! 
Art thou gonel 
But one word more ! 

[Be ruahee oui, followed by Carlee. 

8CBNS — ^THB GARDEN OF A PALACE IN VALENCIA. 
XDCENA, YHKKlWA. 
TVureea, Stay yet awhile. A purer axr doth 
rove 
Here through the myrtles whispering, and the 

limes. 

And shaking svreetness ftom the orange boughs 
Than waits you m the city. 
Ximena, There are those 
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In their last need, and on their bed of daath, 
At which no hand doth minister but mine, 
That wait me in the city. Let us hence. 

Thereto. You have been wont to love the 
mnsic made. 
By founts, and rustling foliage, and soft winds, 
Breathing of dtron-groves. And will you turn 
From these to scenes of death 1 

JChnena, To me the voice 
Of summer, whispeiing through young flowers 

and leaves, 
Now speaks too deep a language! and of all 
Its dreamy and mysterious melodies, 
The breathing soul is sadness 1 — I have felt 
That summons through my spirit, after which 
The hues of earth are changed, and all her sounds 
Seem fraught with secret warnings. — Thero is 

cause 
That I should bend my footsteps to the scenes 
Where Death is busy, taming warrior-hearts, 
And pouring winter through the fiery blood, 
And fettering the strong arm f — For now no ngh 
In the dull air, nor floating cloud in heaven, 
No, not the lightest murmur of a leaf, 
But of his angel's silent coming bears 
Some token to my soul. — But nought of this 
Unto my mother!— These are awful hours! . 
And on their heavy steps, afflictions crowd 
With such dark pressure, there is left no room 
For one grief more. 

7%ere9a. Sweet hidy, talk not thus ! 
Your eye this mom doth wear a calmer light. 
There's more of life in its clear tremulous ray 
Than I have marked of late. Nay, go not yet ; 
Rest by this fountain, where the laurels dip 
Their glossy leaves. A fresher gale doth spring 
From the transparent waters, dashing round 
Their silvery spray, with a sweet voice olf cookiess, 
0*er the pale glistening marble. 'Twill call up 
Faint bloom, if but a moment's, to your che^k. 
Rest here, ere you go forth, a^d I will sing 
The melody you love. 

THERESA SINGS. 

Why is the Spanish maiden's grave 
So far from her own bright land 1 

The sunny flowers that o'er it wave 
Were sown by no kindred hand. 



*Tu not the orange-bough that 

Its breath on the sultry air, 
'TIS not the myrtle-stem that bends 

To the breexe of evening there ! . 

But the Rose of Sharon's eastern bk>om 

By the silent dwelling fades, 
And none but strangen pass the tomb 

Which the Palm of Judah shades. 

The lowly Cross, with flowen o'ergrown^ 
Marks well that place of rest ; 



But who hath graved, on its mossy stone, 
A sword, a hehn, a crest? 

These are the trophies of a chief, 

A lord of the axe and spear I 
— Some blossom plucked, some faded leaf, 

Should grace a maiden's bier ! 

Scorn not her tomb — deny not her 

The honours of the brave ! 
O'er that foreaken sepulchre, 

Banner and plume might wave. 

She bound the steel, in battle tried. 

Her fearless heart above, 
And stood with brave ra6n, side by side, 

In the strength and faith of love I 

That strength prevailed— that &ith was Messed I 

True was the javelin thrown, 
Yet pierced it not her warrior's breast, 

She met it with her own I 

And nobly won, where heroes fell 

In arms for the holy shrine, 
A death which saved what she loved so well, 

And a grave in Palestine. 

Then let the Rose of Sharon spread 

Its breast to the glovring air. 
And the Pahn of Judah lift its head, 

Grreen and immortal there ! 

And let yon gray stone, unde&ced. 
With its trophy mark the scene, 
Telling the pilgrim of the waste, 
^ Where Love and death have been. 

Ximena. Those notes were wont to make my 
heart beat quick. 
As at a voice of victory ; but to-day 
The spirit of the song is changed, and seems 
All mournful. Oh ! that ere my early grave 
Shuts out the sunbeam, I might hear one peal 
Of the Castilian trumpet, ringing forth 
Beneath my father's banner ! — In that sound 
Were life to you, sweet brothers ! — But for me — 
Come on — our tasks await us. They who know 
Their houn are numbered out, have little time 
To give the vague and slumberous languor way. 
Which doth steal o'er them in the breath of flowers, 
And whisper of soft winds. 

ELMINA eoten hoiriedly. 
Elmina. This air will calm my spirit, era yet I 
meet 
His eye, wludi must be met — 'Thou here, Ximena ' 
[She atart» back on seeing Ximena, 
Ximena, Alas! my mother 1 In that hurrying 
step 
And troubled glance I read— 
Eimina (vfUdly,) Thou read'st it not f 
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Why, who woqid live, if unto mortal eye 
The tbiogp lay glaring, which within our hearts 
We treasure up for Grod's t — Thou read'et it not ! 
I say, thou canst not !— There's not one on earth 
Shall know the thoughts, which for themselves 

have made 
And kept davk places in the very breast 
Whereon he hath laid his slumber, till the hour 
When the graves open ! 

Ximena. Mother ! what is this 1 
Alas ! your eye is wandering, and your cheek 
Flushed, as with fever ! To your woes the night 
Hath brought no rest. 

Elmina. Rest ! — ^who should rest ? — ^not he 
That holds one earthly blessing to his heart 
Nearer than life ! — No ! if this world have aught 
Of bright or precious, let not him who calls 
Such things his own, take rest ! — Dark spirits keep 

watch, 
And they to whom fiiir honour, chivalrous fiume 
Were as heaven's air, the vital element 
Wherein they breathed, may wake, and find their 

souls 

Made marks' for human scorn ! — Will they bear on 
With life struck down, and thus disrobed of all 
Its glorious drapery 7 — ^Who shall tell us this 1 
^Will he so bear iti 

Ximena. Mother ! let us kneel, 
And b^nd our hearts in prayer ! — What else is 

left 
To mortals when the dark hour's might is on 

themi 
— Leave us, Theresa. — Grief like this doth find 
Its balm in solitude. [Exit Thereto, 

My mother! peace 

Is heaven's benignant answer to the cry 
Of wounded spirits. Wilt thou kneel with me 1 
Elmina. Away ! 'tis but for souls unstained to 
wear 
Heaven's tranquil image on their depths. — The 

stream 
Of my dark thoughts, all broken by the storm,' 
Reflects but clouds and lightnings! — Didst thou 

speak 
Of peace 1 — 'tis fled from earth ! — ^but there is joy ! 
Wild, troiibled joy ! — And who shall know, my 

chUd! 
It is not happiness? — ^Why, our own hearts 
Will keep the secret close!— Joy, joy ! if but 
To leave thb desolate city, with its dull 
Slow knells and dirges, and to breathe again 
Th' untainted mountain-air I — But hush 1 ^ the 

trees. 
The flowers, the waters, must hear nought of 

this! 

They are full of voices, and will whisper things 

— We'll speak of it no mora. 

Ximena, Oh I pitying Heaven ! 
This grief doth shake her reason I 



Elmina {starting'). Hark! a step!* 
'Tis— 'tis thy father's-H»me avray-^not now-*- 
He must not see us now I 

Ximena. Why should this bet 

GONZALEZ emen^ and detains ELMINA. 

Gonzalez. Elmina, dost thou ^unme? — ^Havio 
we not. 
E'en from the hopeful and the sunny time 
When youth was as a glory round our brows, 
Held on through life together?— And is this. 
When eve is gathering round us, with the gloom 
Of stormy clouds, a time to part oUr steps 
Upon the darkening wild? 

Elmina {coldly). There needs not this. 
Why shouldst thou think lehunned thee? 

Gonzalez. Should the Ipve 
That shone o'er many years, th* Unfading love, 
Whose only change hath been from gladdening 

smiles 
To mingle sorrows and sustaining strength, 
Thus lightly be forgotten ? 

Elmina. Speak'st thou thus? 
— I have knelt before thee with that very plea. 
When it availed me not?— But there are things 
Whose very breathings on the soul erase 
All record of past love, save the chill sense, 
Th' unquiet memory of its wasted faith, 
And vain devotedness I — Ay ! they that fix 
Affection's perfect trust on aught of earth, 
Have many a dream to start from ! 

Gonzalez. This is but 
The wiklness and the bitterness of grief. 
Ere yet th' unsettled heart hath closed its long 
Impatient conflicts with a mightier power, 
WMch makes all conflict vain. 

Hark ! was there not 

A sound of distant trumpets, far beyond 
The Moorish tents, and of another tone 
Than th' Afnc horn, Ximena ? 

Ximena. Oh, my father ! 
I know that horn too well. — 'Tis but the wind, 
Which, with a sudden rising, bean its deep 
And savage war-note ftom us, wafting it 
O'er the far hills. 

Gonzalez. Alas! this wo must be! 
I do but shake my spirit from its height 
So startUng it with hope ! — But the dread hour. 
Shall be met bravely still. I can keep down 
Yet for a little while--4ind Heaven will ask 
No more — the pasrionate workings of my heart; 
— And thine — Elmina ? 

Elmina. 'Tis — I am prepared. 
I have prepared for all. 

Gonzalez. Oh, well I knew 
Thou wouldst not fail me ! — ^Not in vain my soul, 
Upon thy faith and courage, hath built up 
Unshaken trust. 

Elmina. (wildly) Away!— thou know'st me 
not! 
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Man daies too far, hia raahneM would iiiTeat 
This our mortality with an attribute 
Too high and awful, boaating that he knows 
One human heart 1 

Chnzalez. These are wild words, but yet 
1 will not doubt thee ! — Hast thou not been found 
Noble in all things, pouring thy soul's light 
Undimned o'er every trial? — And, as our fiites, 
So must our names be, undivided! — Thine, 
I' th' record oifawarridr's life, shall find 
Its place of stainless honour.-^By his side 

Elndna. May this be borne 1 — How much of 
agony 
Hath the heart roon»for 1 — Speak to me in wrath — 
] can endure it ! — ^But no gentle words ! 
No words of love I no praise ! — Thy swoni might 

day, 

And be more mercifu] ! 

GonzaUz. Wherefine art thou thus 1 
Ellmina, my beloved! 

Elmind. No more of love ! 
—Have I not said there's that within my heart, 
Whereon it falhi as living fire would £U1 
Upon an unclosed wound 1 

Chnzalez. Nay, hit thine eyes 
That I may read their meaning 1 

Elmifui. Nevermore 
"With a fieo soul—What have I said?— twas 

nought ! 
Take thou no heed t The words of wretchedness 
Admit not scrutiny. Wouldst thou mark the 

speech 
Of troubled dreams ? 

GunzaUz, I have seen thee in the hour 
Of thy deep spirit's joy, and when the breath 
Of grief hung chilling round thee ; in all change, 
Bright health and drooping sickness; hope and 

fear; 
Youth and decline ; but never yet, Elmina, 
Ne'er hath thine eye till now shrunk bsiok per- 
turbed 
With shame or dread, from mine I 

Elmina. Thy glance doth search 
A wounded heart too deeply. 

Qnnzalez. Hast thou there 
Aught to conceal ? 

Elmina, Who hath not? 

(xanzalez. Till this hour 
Tkou never hadst ! — ^Yet hear me ! — ^by the free 
And unattainted &me which wraps the dust 
Of thine heroic fathers 

Elmina. This tome! 
—Bring your inspiring war-notes, and your sounds 
Of festal moac round a dying man ! 
Win his heart echo them?— But if thy words 
Were spells, to call up, with each loi^ tone, 
The grave's most awful spirits, they would stand 
Poweriess, befiire my anguish ! 

ChnzaUz. Then, by her. 



Who tbsve looks on thee in the purity 
Of her devoted youth, and o'er whose i 
No bHght must fall, and whose pale cheek must 

ne'er 
Bum with that deeper tinge, caught painfully 
From the quick feeling of dishonour. — Speak 
Unfold this mystery ! — By thy sons 

Elmina, My sons! 
And canst thmi name them? 

Chnzalez. Proudly! — Better far 
They died with all the promise of their youth. 
And the fidr honour of their house upon them. 
Than that with manhood's high and passionate 

soul 
To fearful strength unfolded, they should live, 
Barred from the lists of crested chivalry, • 

And pining, in the silence of a wo, 
Which from the heart shuts dayUght ;-— o'er the 

shame 
Of those who gave them birth! — But thou couklst 

ne'er ' 

Forget their lofty claims I 

Elmina {wildly.) 'Twas but for them! 
'Twas for them only I — ^Who shall dare arraign 
Madness of crime ?— And he who made us, knows 
There are dark moments of all hearts and lives, 
Which bear down reason I 

Chnzalez. Thou, whom I have loved 
With such high trust, as o'er our nature threw 
A glory, scarce allowed ; — what hast thou doiie? 
^Ximena, go thou hence! 

Elmina. No, no! my child I 
There's pity in thy look I — All other eyes 
Are full of wrath and scorn ! — Oh! leave me not! 

Chnzalez. That I should live to see thee thus 
abased! 
—Yet speak?— What hast thou done? 

Elmina. Look to the gate ! 
Thou'rt worn with toil — ^but take no rest to-night! 
The western gate! — Its watchers have been won — 
The Christian dty hath been bought and sokl! * 
They vrill admit the Moor ! 

Chnzalez. They have been won ! 
Brave men and tried so long! — ^Whose work was 
this? 

Elmina. Think'st thou all hearts like thine?— 
Can mothers stand 
To see their children perish? 

Gonzalez. Then the guilt 
Was thine? 

Elmina. — Shall mortal dare to call it guilt ? 
I tell thee. Heaven, which made all holy things, 
Made nought more holy than the boundless love 
Which fills a mother's heart!— I say, 'tis wo 
Enough, vrith such an aching tenderness, 
To bve aught earthly! — and in vain! in vain! 
— ^We are pressed down too sorely! 

Chnzalez {in a low de$ponding' voice). Now 
my life 
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Ib struck to worthless ashes! — In mj soul 

Suspicion hath ta'en root. The nobleness 

Henceforth is blotted from all human brows, 

And fearful power, a dark and troublous gift, 

Almost like prophecy, is poured upon me, 

To read the guilty secrets in eax;h eye, 

That once looked bright with truth I 

— Why then Ihave gained 

What men call wisdom I — A new sense, to which 

All tales that speak of high fidelity, 

And holy courage), and proud honour, tried, 

Searched, and found steadfiwt, even to martyrdom. 

Are food for mockery ! — Why should 1 not cast 

From my thinned locks the wearing hehn at once, 

And in the heavy sicknclM of my soul 

Throw the sword down for ever? — Is there aught 

In all this world of gilded hoHownees, 

Now the bright hues drop off its loveliest things^ 

Worth striving for again 1 

Ximena. Father! look up 1 
Turn unto me, thy^ child I 

Oonzalez. Thy face is fidr ; 
And hath been unto me, in other days, 
As morning to the joumeyer of the deep ; 
But now— 'tis too like hersJ 

Elmina {falling at his feet,) Wo, shame and 
wo. 
Are on me in their might! — ^forgive, forgive! 

Gonzalez (starting up.) Doth the Moor deem 
that / have part or share. 
Or counsel in this vileness V-Stay me not! 
Let go thy hold — 'tis powerless on me now — 
I linger here, while treason is at work ! 

[EsU Gonzalez. 

Elmina. Ximena, ^ost thou scorn mel 

Jtimena. I have found 
In mine own he^rt too much of feebleness. 
Hid, beneath many foldings, from all eyes 
But His whom nought can blind; — to dare do 

aught 
But pity the^, dear mother I 

Elmina. Blessings light 
On thy fair head, my gentle child, for this ! 
Thou kind and merciful! — My soul is foint — 
Worn with long strife! — Is there aught else to do. 
Or suffer, ere we die 1 — Oh Ghxl ! my sons I 
— I have betrayed them ! — All their innocent blood 
Is on my soul I 

Ximena. How shall I comfort thee? 
->0h ! hark! what sounds come deepening on the 

wind, 
So full of solemn hope I < 

{a procession qf Nuns passes across the iSbene, 
bearing relies^ and ehaniing.) 



A sword is on the land ! 
He that bears down young tree and glorious 
flower, 



Death is gone forth, he walks the wind in power! 

— Where is the warrior's hand) 
Our steps are ih the shadows of the grave, 
Hear us, we perish! Father, bear, and save ! 

If, in the days of song^ 
The days of gladness, we have called on thee^ 
When mirthful voices rang from sea to sea, 

And joyous hearts were strong ; 
Now, that alike the feeble and the brave 
Must cry, "We perish !"— Father ! hear, and 

save ! 

The days of song are fled ! 
The winds came loaded, wafting diige-notes by, 
But they that linger soon unmoumed must die; 

— The dead weep not the dead ! 
— Wilt thou forsake us 'midst the stormy warel 
We sink, we perish l—^Father, hear, and save! 

Helmet and lance are dust ! 
Is not the strong man withered from our eyel 
The arm struck down that held our bannen high 1 

— Thine is our spirit's trust ! 
Look through the gathering shadows of the grave! 
Do we not perish! — Father, hear, and save ! 

HERNANDEZ eDCeniL 
Elmina. Why comest thou, man of vengeance? 
— yrhat have I 
To do with thee 1 — Am I not bowed enough 1 
Thou art no mourner's comforter ! 

Hernandez. Thy lord 
Hath sent me unto thee. Till this day's task 
Be closed, thou daughter of the feeble heart ! 
He bid^ thee seek him not, but lay thy vroes 
Before Heaven's altar, and in penitence 
Make thy soul's peace with Gtod. 

Elmina. Till this day's task 
Be cloeed! — ^there is strange triumph in thine 

eyes- 
Is it that I have fallen from that high place 
Whereon I stood in fame? — But I can feel 
A wild and hitter pride in thus being past 
The power of thy dark glance! — My spirit now 
Is wound about by one sole mighty grief j 
Thy scorn hath lost its sting. — Thou mayst re- 
proach — 
Hernandez. I come not to reproach thee. Hea- 
\en doth work 
By many agencies ; and in its hour 
There is no insect which the summer breese 
From the green leaf shakes trembling, but may 

serve 

Its deep unaeaichaUe purposes, as well 
As the great ooeaUj or th' eternal fires, 
Pent in earth's caves! — Thou hast but speeded 

that. 

Which, in th' infetuate blindness of thy heart 
Then wouldst have trampled o'er all holy ties, 
But to avert one day! 



Digitized by 



Google 



THE SIEGE OP VALENCIA. 



67 



EhUna, My ■enws fidl— 
Thoa taicbt— -Speak yet again !~I could not catch 
The meaning of thy words. 

Hismandez. E'en now thy lord 
Hath aent our fiies defiance. On the waUa 
He standi in conference with the boastful Moor, 
And awful strength is with him. Through the 

Mood 
Which this day most be poured in sacrifice 
Shall Spain be free. On all her olive-hills 
Shall men set up the battle^n of fire, 
And iDond its blaze, at midnight, keep the sense 
Of Tengeance wakeful in each other's hearts 
E'en with thy children's tale! 

Ximena. Peace, father! peace! 
Behold she nnks!— the storm hath done its work 
Upon the broken reed. Oh ! lend thine aid 
To bear her hence. [ Thty lead her away. 

Scene — A Street in Valencia. Severed Groups 
ef Citizen* and Soldiered many qf them lying 
en the Stepe of a Church, Arms ecattered on 
the Ground around them. 

An Old Citizen. The air is sultry, as with 
thunder^douds, 
I left my desolate home, that I might breathe 
More fieely in heaven's face, but my heart feels 
With this hot gloom o'erburthened. I have now 
No sons to tend me. Which of you, kind friends, 
Will bring the old man water from the fount, 
To moisten his parched lip? 

[A citizen goes out. 

Second Citizen. This wasting siege, 
Good Father Lopez, hath gone hard with you! 
'Tis sad to hear no voipes through the house, 
Once peopled with fair sons ! 

Third Citizen. Why, better thus. 
Than to be haunted with their famished cries, 
E'en in your very dreams ! 

Old Citizen. Heaven's will be done! 
These are dark times! I have not been alone 
In my affliction. 

Third Citizen (with bitterness.) Why, we 
have but this thought 
Left for our gloomy comfort! — And 'tis well! 
Ay, let the balance be awhile struck even 
Between the noble's palace and the hut. 
Where the worn peasant sickens ! — ^They that bear 
The humble dead unhonoured to their homes, 
Pass now i' th' streets no brdly bridal train, 
With its exulting music; and the wretch 
Who on the marble stejis of some proud hall 
Flings himself down to die, in his last need 
And agony of fiunine, doth behold 
No scornful guests, with their long purple robes. 
To the banquet sweeping by. Why, this is just 1 
These are the days when pomp is made to feel 
Its hmnan mouki I 



F\mrthCiHzen. Heard you hut night the sound 
Of Saint Jago's bell 7~How sullenly 
From the great tower it pealed ! 

PifOi Citizen. Ay, and 'tis said 
No mortal hand was near when so it seemed 
To shake the midnight streets. 

Old Citizen. Too well I know 
The sound of coming fate ! — 'Tis ever thus 
When Death is on his way to make it night 
In the Cid'sancienthouse.(5) — Oh 1 there are things 
In this strange world of which we have all to learn 
When its dark bounds are passed. — Yon bell, un- 
touched, 
(Save by hands we see not) still doth Bpea|L — 
— When of that line some stately head is marked^ 
With a wild holbw peal, at dead of night, 
Rocking Valencia's towers. I have heard il oft, 
Nor known its warning fiUse. 

Fourth Citizen. And will oar chief 
Buy the price of his fair children's blood 
A few more days of pining wretchedness 
For this forsaken city 1 

Old CUizen. Doubt it not I 
— But with that ransom he may purehaae still 
Deliverance for the land ! — And yet 'tis sad 
To think that such a race, with all its &me. 
Should pan away ! — For she, his daughter too, 
Moves upon earth as some bright thing whose time 
To sojourn there is short. 

I\flh Citizen. Then wo for us 
When she is gone 1 — Her voice--the veiy sound 
Of her soft step was comfoit, as she moved 
Through the still house of mourmng ! — ^Who lik« 

her 
Shall give ns hope again 1 

Old Citizen. Be still I— she comes. 
And with a mien how changed ! — A hurrying step, 
And a flushed cheek !~What may this bode V^ 
BestiU! 

XCMENA enten^ with Attendants carrying a Buuwr. 

Ximena. Men of Valencia I in an hour like this, 
What do ye here 1 

A Citizen. We die ! 

Ximena. Brave men die now 
Girt for the toil, as travellera suddenly 
By the dark night o'ertaken on their way ! 
These days require such death ! — It is too much 
Of luxury for our wild and angry times. 
To Ibid the mantle round us, and to sink 
From life, as flowers that shut up silently. 
When the sun's heat doth scorch them ! — Hear ye 
not? 

A Citizen. Lady I what wouldst thou with usi 

Ximena. Rise and arm ! 
E'en now the children of your chief are led 
Forth by the Moor to perish !— Shall this be, 
ShaU the high sound of such a name be hushed, 
r th' Und to which lor ages it hath been 
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A battle-word, as 'twere aome paaang note 
Of ahepheid-miUBC 1 — Must this work be done, 
And ye lie pining here, as men in whom 
The pulse which Qod hath made for npble thought 
Can so be thrilled no longerl 

Citizen, 'Tiserenso! 
Sickness, and toil, and grief, ha^ breathed upon us, 
Our hearts beat'fidnt and low. 

Ximena. Are ye so poor 
Of soul, my countrymen ! that ye can draw 
Strength from no deeper source than that which 

sends 
The red blood mantling through the joym wins, 
And gives the fleet step wings 1 — Why, how have 

•«» 
And sensitive womanhood ere now endured, 
Through pangs of searching fire, in some pioud 

cause. 
Blessing that agony 1 — ^Think ye the Power 
Which bore them nobly up, as if to teach 
The torturer where eternal Heaven had set 
Bounds to his Way, was earthy, of this earth. 
This dull mortality 1— Nay, then look on me I 
Death's touch hath marked me, and I stand amongst 

you, 
As one whose place, i' th' sunshine of your world, 
Shall soon be left to flU!— I say, the breath 
Of th' incense, floating through yon fane, shall 

scarce 
Pass from your path befi^ me I But even now, 
I have that within ipe, kindling through the dust, 
Which firom all time hath made high deeds its voice,' 
And token to the nations ! — Look on -me ! 
Why hath Heaven poured forth courage, as aflame 
Wasting the womaniBh heart, which must be stilled 
Yet sooner for its swift consuming brightness, 
If not to shame your doubt, and your despair, 
And your soul's torpor? — ^Yet, arise and arm I 
It may not be too late. 

A Citixen. Why, what are we, 
To cope with hosts 1 — Thus faint, and worn, and 

few, 
O'emumbered and forsaken, is't for us 
To stand against the mighty 1 

Ximena, And for whom 
Hath He, who shakes the mighty with a breath 
From their high places, made the fearfulness. 
And ever-wakeful presence of his power. 
To the pole startled earth most manifest, 
But for the weak 1— Was 't for the helmed and 

crowned 
That suns were stayed at noonday 1 — Stormy seas 
As a rill parted? — Mailed archangels sent 
To wither up the strength of kings with death ? 
•^I tell you, if these marvels have been done^ 
'Twas for the wearied and th' oppressed of men. 
They needed such! — And generous foith hath 

power 
By her prevailing spirit, e'en yet to work 



Deliverances, whose tale shall live with those 
Of the great elder time ! — ^Be of good heart ! 
Who is forsaken? — He that gives the thought 
A place within his breast I^'Tis not fof you. 
— ^Know ye this banner? 

CiHzent (murmuring to each other.') Is she 
not inspired ? 
Doth not heaven call us by her fervent vcioel 
Ximena. Know ye this banner? 
CitizenM. 'Tis the Cid's. 
Ximena. The Cid's! 
Who breathes that name but in th' exulting tone 
Which the heart rings to ? — ^Why the very wizid 
As it swells out the noble standard's fold 
Hath a triumphant sound 1— The Cid's!— 4t 

moved 
Even as a sign of victory through the land 
From the free skies ne'er stooping to a foe ! 
Old Citizen. Can ye still pause, my brethnn? 
•—Oh! that youth 
Through this worn frame were kindling onoe 

again! 
Ximena. Ye linger sdll? — Upon this very air/ 
He that was bom in happy hour for Spain(6) 
Poured forth his conquering spirit! — 'Twas the 

breeze 
From your own mountains which came down to 

wave 
This banner of his battles, as it drooped 
Above the champion's death-bed. Nor even then 
Its tale of glory closed. — They made no moan 
O'er the dead hero, and no dirge was sung,(7) 
But the deep tambour and the shrill horn of wvt 
Toki when the mighty passed !-T-They wrapt him 

not 
With the pale shroud, but braced the warrior's 

form 
In war-array, and on his barbed steed. 
As for a triumph, reared him; marching forth 
In the hushed midnight from Valencia's walls, 
Beleaguered then, as now. All silently 
The stately funeral moved : — but who was he 
That followed, charging on the tall white horse, 
And with the solemn standard^ broad and pale, 
Waving in sheets, of snow-light ? — And the cross, 
The bloody cross, far-blazing from his shield. 
And the fierce meteor-sword?— They fled, they 

fled! 
The kings of Afric, with their coiidtless hosts, 
Were dust in his red path ! — The scimetar 
Was shivered as a reed ! — ^for in that hour 
The warrior-saint that keeps the watch for Spain, 
Was armed betimes ! — ^And o'er that fiery field 
The Cid's high banner streamed all joyously, 
For still its lord was there ! 

CUizeiu (rising tumuUuouali/), Even unto^ 
death 
Again it shall be followed! 
Ximem. Will he see 
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The noble atem hewn down, the beacon-light 

Which his hooae for agee o'er the land 

Hath shone through cbud and storm, thus ^nench- 

ed at once 1 
Will he not aid his children in the hour 
Of this their uttermost peril? — Awful power 
Is with the holy dead, and there are times 
When the tomb hath no chain they can not burst ! 
— Is it a thing forgotten, how he woke 
From its deep rest of old, remembering Spain 
In her great danger?— At the night's mid-watch 
How Leon started, when the sound was heard 
That shook her dark and hoUow-echoing streets, 
As with the heavy tramp of stod-dad men^ 
By thousands marBhing through! — ^For he had 

risen! 
The Campeador wpB on his march again, 
And in his arms, and followed by his hosts 
Of shadowy spearmen !^He had left the world 
From which we are dimly paited, and gone forth. 
And called his buried warriors fh>m their sleeps 
Grathering them round him to deliver Spain ; 
For Aliric was upon her ! — Morning bfoke— 
Day rushed through ctouds of battle ; — ^but at eve 
Out God had triumphed, and the rescued land 
Sent up a shout of victory from the field, 
That rocked her ancient mountains. 

The CUizent, Arm! to arms! 
On to our chief! — We have strength within us yet 
To die with our blood roused 1 — ^Now, be the word, 
For the Cid's bouse! 

[ They begin to arm thenuelvea. 

Ximena. Ye know his battlenwng ? 
The old rude strain wherewith his bands went 

forth 
To strike down Paynim swords ! 

(£9ie Mn^) 

THE cid's BATTLB SONG. 

The Moor is on his way! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout, 
And the horn o^er the blue seas ringing out. 

He hath marshalled his dark array ! 

Shout through the vine-clad land! 
That her sons on all their hills may hear. 
And sharpen the point of the red woIf-«pear, 

And the sword for the brave man's hand ! 
(77^ Citizens join in the wng, whiU they 
eoniinue arming themadvea). 

Banners are in the field! 
The chief must rise from his joyous board. 
And turn from the feast ere the wine be poured. 

And take up his father's shield! 

The Moor is on his way! 
Let the peasant leave his olive-gnmnd, 
And the goats roam wiU through the pine^woods 
round! 

— Tfaaro is nobler work to^y 1 



Send forth the trumpet's call I 
Till the bridegroom cast the goblet down, 
And the marri|ige-robe and the flowery crown, 

And arm m the banquet^hall 1 

And stay the fdneral-train ! 
Bid the chanted mass be hushed awhile, 
And their bier laid down in the holy aisle, 

And the mourners girt for Spain ! 

(They take up tkebanner^ and follow Ximena 
out. Their voices are heard gradually 
dying away at a distance). 

En night, must swords be red! 
It is not an hour for knells and tears, 
But for hehnets braced, and serried spean ! 

To-morrow for the dead! 

The Gid is in array! 
His steed is barbed, his plume waves high, 
His banner is up in the sunny sky, 

Now, joy for the Cross to-day! 

SCENE— THE WALLS OP THE CITT. THE PLAIN 
BENEATH, WITH THE MOORISH CAMP AND ARMY. 

GONZALEZ; OARGlAfl^ HERNANBEZ. 

{A wild Sound qf Moorish Music heard frvm 
below). 

Bemandex. What notes aro these in their deep 
mournfulness 
So strangely wild? 

Oareias. Tis the shrill melody 
Of the Moor's ancient death-aong. Well I know 
The rude barbaric sound; but, till this hour, 
It seemed not fearful. Now, a shuddering chill 
Comes o'er me with its tones. — ^Lo! fioom yon tent 
They lead the noble boys! 

Hernandez. The young, and puro, 
And beautiful victims ! — 'Tis on things like these 
We cast our hearts in wild idolatry. 
Sowing the winds with hope I — ^Yet this is well. 
Thus brightly crowned with life's most gorgeous 

flowers, 

And all unblemished, earth shoukl ofEet up 
Her treasures unto Heaven ! 

Gareias (to Gonzalez). My chief, the Moor 
Hath led your children forth. 

Gonzalez (starting). Are my sons there 1 
I knew they could not perish ; for yon Heaven 
Would ne'er Isehold it! — Where is he that said 
I was no more a father? — They look changed 
Pallid and worn, as from a prison-house! 
Oris't mine eye sees dimly? — But their steps' 
Seem heavy, as with pain. — I hear the clank — 
Oh God! their Umbs aire fettered! 

Abdullah (coming Jbrward beneath, the walls) 
Christian! look 
Onoe more upon thy children. There is yet 
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One moment for the trembling of the sword; 
Their doom b itill with thee. 

Qonzalez. Why should this man 
So mock us with the semblance of our kind 7 
— ^Moor! Moor! thou dost too daringly provoke, 
In thy bold cruelty, th* ill-judging One, 
Who visits for such things !~Hast thou no sense 
Of thy frail nature 1— 'Twill be taught thee yet, 
And darkly shall the anguish of my soul, 
Darkly and heavily, pour itself on thine. 
When thou shalt cry for mercy from the dust, 
And be denied ! 

Abdullah. Nay, is it not thyself 
That hast no mercy and no love within thee ? 
These are thy sons, the nurslings of thy house ; 
Speak ! must they live or die 7 

Gonzalez (in violent emotion). Is it Heaven's 

wiU 

To try the dust it kindles for a day. 

With infinite agony! — How have I drawn 

This chastening on my head! — They bloomed 

around me, 
And my heart grew too fearless in its joy, 
Glorying in their bright promise !— If we fall. 
Is there no pardon for our feebleness? 

(Hernandez, without apeakingj holds up a Crow 
before him). 

Abdullah. Speak! 

Oonzaiez (aiuUching the Crow, and lifting it 
up). Let the earth be shaken through its 
depths. 
But thi» must triumph I 

Abdullah (coldly). Be it as thou wilt. 
^Unsheath the scimetar 1 [To his Guards. 

Gareias(to GonxaUz.) Away, my chief 1 
This is your place no k>nger. There are things 
No human heart, though battle proof as yours, 
Unmaddened may sustain. 

Gonzalez. Be still 1 I have now 
No place on earth but this! 

Alphonso (from beneath.) Men ! give me way. 
That I may speak forth once before I die! 

Garcias. The princely boy I— How gallantly liis 
brow 
Wears its high nature in the &ce of death! 

Alphonso. Father! 

GonxaUnf. My son ! my son !— mine eldestrbom ! 

Alphonso. Stay but upon the ramparte!— Pear 
thou not — 
There is good courage in me ; oh ! my father 1 
I will not shame thee !— only let me fiOl 
Knowing thine eye looks proudly on thy child, 
So shall my heart have strength. 

Gonzalez. Would, would to God, 
That I might die for thee, my noble boy! 
Alphonso, my fair son! 

Alphonso, Gould I have lived, 
I might have been a warrior !— Now, Farewell ! 
But k)ok upon me still!— I will not blench 



When the keen sabre flashes^Mark me well I 
Mine eyelkls shall not quiver as it &ll8. 
So thou wilt look upon me I 

Garcias (to Gonzalez.) Nay, my loid 1 
We must begone! — Thou canst not bear it ! 

Gonzalez. Peaoel 
— Who hath toki thee how much man's heart can 

bear? 
— Lend me thine arm — my brain whirls fearfully — 
How tluck the shades close round I — my boyl my 

boy! 
Where art thou in this gloom? 

Garcias. Let us go hence! 
This is a dreadful moment I 

Gonzalez. Hush! — what saidst thou! 
Now let me look on him! — Dost thou iee aoght 
Through the dull mist which wraps us 7 

Garcias. I behokl— 
Oh I for a thousand Spaniards to rush down — 

Gonzalez. Thou seest^-My heart stands sdH 
to hear ihee speak! 
— Tliere seems a fearful hush upon the air, 
As *t were the dead of night! 

Garcias. The <hoBtB have closed 
Around the spot in stilbiess. Through the spearS) 
Ranged thick and motionless, I see him not; 
— But now — 

Gonzalez. He bade me keep mine eye upon him, 
And all is darkness round me! — ^Now7 

Garcias. A sword, 
A sword, springs upward, like a lightning burst, 
Through the dark serried mass! — ^Its cold blue 

glare 
Is wavering to and fro — ^'tis vanished — hark! 

Gonzalez. I heard it, yes!— I heard the dull 
dead sound 
That heavily broke the silence! — ^Didst thou 

speak 7 
— I lost thy words — come nearer 1 

Garcias. *Twas — 'tis past! — 
The sword fell then! 

Hernandez (wUh exultation.) Flow forth thoa 
noble blood ! 
Fount of Spain's ransom and deliverance, flow 
Unchecked and brightly forth! — Thou kingly 

stream! 
Blood of our heroes! blood of martjrrdom! 
Which through so many warrior-hearts hast 

poured 
The fiery currents, and hast made our hills 
Free, by thine own free offering ! — Bathe the land, 
But there thou shalt not sink!— Our very air 
Shall take thy colouring, and our loaded skies 
O'er th' infidel hang dark and ominous, 
With battle-hues of thee!— And thy deep voice 
Rising above them to the judgmentpseat 
Shall call a burst of gathered vengeance down 
To sweep th' oppressor from us I— For thy wave 
Hath mido hit guilt run o'ert 
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€km£dlex{endeavourinfftorouMe himself. y 'Tis 
alladieam! 
There is not one— no hand on eaHh could harm 
That fidr boy's gracefol hettdl— Why look you 
thusi 

Abdullah {poitUing to CarloB.) GhiistianI a'en 
yet thoa hart a eon 1 
' Ganxalex. £*enyetl 
CarlM, My father! take me from then fearful 
men I 
Wilt thoa not la^ me, fiither 7 

Chnzaler {aUempting to unthetUh his tinord,) 
Is the strength 
From mine um shivered? — Gardas, follow me I 
Qareitu. Whither, my chief? 
Gonzalez. Why,' we can die as well 
On yonder phdn, — ay, a spear's thmst will do 
The little Ihat our misery doth requiie, 
Sooner than e'eir this anguish ! Life is best 
Thrown from us in such moments. 

[ Voices heard at a distance, 
Bernandez. Hush! what strain 
FkMts on the wind 1 

Gareiat. 'Tis the Cid's battle song! 
What marvd hath been wrought?' 

[ Voices approaching heard in chorus. 
The Moor is on his way! 
With the tambour-peal and the tecbir-shout, 
And the horn o^er the blue seas ringing out, 
He hath marshalled his dark array I 

AiAUsNA entei^ ibOowed bj CiOzaiM^ with the Banner. 

JRmena. Is it too late? — ^My frither, these axe 
men 
Through Ule and death prepared to follow thee 
Beneath this banner! — Is their zeal too late? 
— Oh! there's a fearful, history on thy brow! 
What hast thou seen? 

Oarcias. It is not a// too late. 
JCimena. My brothers! 
BemaruUz. All b well. 
(To Chrcias.) Hushl wouldst thou chill 
That which hath sprung within them, as a flame 
From th' altar-embers mounts in sudden bright- 
ness? 
I say, 'tis not too late, ye men of Spain t 
On to the rescue ! 

Ximtna. Bless me, oh my father ! 
And I will hence, to aid thee with my prayers, 
Sending my spirit with thee through the storm, 
Lit up by flashing swords ! 

Gonzalez {falling on her neck.) Hath aught 
been spared? 
Am I not all bereft T—Thou'rt left me still! 
fidine own, my loveliest one, thou'rt left me still I 
Farewell I— thy father's blessing, and thy God's, 
Be with thee, my Ximena ! 
^ Ximen^. Fare thee well 1 
^f, ere thy steps turn homewaxd fium the field, 
14 



The votee is hushed that stiU hathwekxwiedthee^ 
Think of me in thy victory ! 

Hernandez, Peace ! no more 1 
This is no time to melt our nature down 
To a soft stream of tears !~Be of strong heart! 
Give me the banner! Swell the sNig again I 

THE CITIZENS. 

Ere night must swords be iedl 
It is not an hour for knells and tears ! 
But for helmets braced and terried spears ! 

— To-morrow for the dead! [Ezeunt omnee, 

SCENE— BEFORE THE ALTIR OP A CBCRCR 
ELBONA rises tkom the ulepa of the Ahar. 
Elmina. The clouds are fearful that o'erhang 

thy ways, 
Oh, thou mysterious Heaven ! — It can not be 
That I have drawn the vials of thy wrath, 
To burst upon me through the lifting up 
Of a proud heart, elate in happiness! 
No !' in my day's full noon, for me li&'s fiowera 
But wreathed a cup of trembling; and the love^ 
The boundless love my spirit was formed to bear, 
Hath ever, in its place of silence, been 
A trouble and a shadow, tinging thought 
With hues too deep for joy I — I never looked 
On my fair children, in their buoyant mirth, 
Or sunny sleep, when all the gentle air 
Seemed glowing with their quiet blessedness, 
But o'er my soul there came a shuddering sense 
Of earth, and its pale changes; even like- that 
Which vaguely mingles with our glorious dreamt, 
A restless and disturbing consciousness 
That the bright things must fadeJ-^How have I 

shrunk 
From the dull murmur of th* unquiet voice. 
With its low tokens of mortality, 
Till my heart tinted 'midst their smiles ! — theb 

smiles! 
— Where are those glad looks now? — Could they 

go down, 
With ail their joyous light, that seemed not earth's, 
To the cold grave? — My children! — Righteous 

Heaven! 
There floats a dark remembrance o'er my brain 
Of one who told me, with relentless eye, 
That this should be the hour ! 



XniENAc 
Ximena. They are gone forth 
Unto the rescue !— strong in heart and hope, 
Faithful, though few !— My mother, let thy prayen 
Call on the land's good saints to lift once more 
The sword and cross thk sweep the field for Spain, 
As in old battle ; so thine arms e'en yet 
May clasp thy sons 1 — For me, my part is done! 
The flame which dimly might have lingered yet 
A little while, hath gathered all iU rays 
Brightly to sink at once; and it is well t 
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The Bhadows an aimmd me; to thy heart 
Fold me, that I may die. 

Elmina. My child 1— What dnam 
Is on thy aoul 7— Even now thine aspect weaiB 
Life's brightest inspiration I 

Ximtna. Death's! 

Elmina. Away! 
Thine eye hath stany deameas, and thy cheek 
Doth glow beneath it with a richer hue 
Than tinged its earliest flower ! 

Ximena. It well may be ! 
There are far deeper and far warmer hues 
Than those which draw their colouring fiom the 

founts 
Of youth, or health, or hope. 

Elmina. Nay, speak not thus ! 
There 's that about thee shining which would send 
E'en through my heart a' sunny glow of joy, 
Wer 't not for these sad words. The dim cold air 
And solemn light, which wrap these tombs and 

shrines 
As a pale gleaming shroud, seem kindled np 
With a young spirit of ethereal hope 
Caught from thy mien ! — Oh no ! this is not death! 

Ximena. Why should not He, whose touch dis- 
solves our chain, 
Put on his robes of beauty when he comes 
As a deliverer? — He hath many forms, 
They should not all be fearful !— If his call 
Be but our gathering to that distant land 
For whose sweet waters we have pined with thirst, 
Why should not its prophetic sense be borne 
Into the heart's deep stillness, with a brei^th 
Of summer- winds, a voice of melody, 
Solemn, yet lovely 1 — Mother I I depart ! 
— Be it thy comfort, in the aAer-days, 
That thou hast seen tne thus ! 

Elmina. Distract me not 
With such wild fears ! Can I bear on with life 
When thou art gone ? — Thy voice, thy step, thy 

smile, 
Passed fiom my path I — Alas! even now thine 

eyo 
Is changed— thy cheek is feding ! 

Ximena. Ay, the clouds 
Of the dim hour are gathering o'er my sight, 
And yet I fear not, for the God of Help 
Comes in that quiet darkness 1 — It may sooth 
Thy woes, my mother! if I tell thee now, 
With what glad calmness I behold the veil 
Falling between me and the worU, wherein 
My heart so ill hath rested. 

Elmina. Thine! 

Ximena, Rejoice 
For her, that, when the gariand of her life 
Was blighted, and the springs of hope were dried. 
Received her summons hence ; and had no time. 
Bearing the canker at th' impatient heart, 
To wither, sorrowing for that gift of Heaven, 



Which lent one moment of existence light, 
That dimmed the rest for ever ! 

Elmina. How is this? 
My child, whatmean'st thoni 

Ximenoi Mother I I have loved, 
And been beloved I— the sunbeam of an hour, 
Which gave life's bidden treasure^ to mine eye, 
As they lay shining in their secret founts, 
Went out, and left them colouriess.— 'Tis p^st — 
And what remains on earth 1 — the rainbow mist, 
Through wliich I gazed, hath melted, and my sigbt 
Is cleared to kx>k on aU things as they are 1 
— But this is fer too mournful ! — ^Life's dark gill 
Hath fidlen too early and too cold npon me t 
— Therefore I would go hence ! 

Elmina. And thou hast loved 
Unknown 

Ximena. Oh ! pardon, pardon that I veiled ' 
My thoughts from thee ! — ^But tfaoi^ hadst woes 

enough. 

And mine came o'er me when thy soul had need 
Of more than mortal strength ! — For I had scarce 
Given the deep consdousness that I was loved 
A treasure's place within my secret heart. 
When earth's brief joy went from me I 

'Twas at mom 
I saw the warriors to their fleld go forth. 
And he — ^my chosen — ^was there amongst th^ rest, 
With his young, glorious brow I — I looked again — 
The rtrife grew dark beneath me — ^but his plume 
Waved free above the knees. — Yet again — ' 
— It had gone down I and steeds were trampling 

o'er 

The spot to wliich mine eyes were riveted, 
Till blinded by th' intenseness of their gate! 
— And then — at last — I hurried to the gate, 
And met him there! — I met him 1— on his shield. 
And with his cloven helm, and shivered sword. 
And dark hair steeped in blood ! — They bore hint^ 

past — 
Mother I— I saw his face !— Oh ! such a death 
Works fearful changes on the feir of earth. 
The pride of woman's eye I 

Elmina. Sweet daughter, peace 1 
Wake not the dark remembrance ; fer thy frame — 

Ximena. — There U'tU be peace ere k>iig« I shut 
my heart. 
Even as a tomb, o'er that lone silent grief, 
That I might spare it thee ! — But now the hour 
Is come when that which would have pierced thy 

soul 

Shall be its heating balm. Oh 1 weep thou not. 
Save with a gentle sorrow ! 

Elmina. Must it be? 
Art thou indeed to leave me 7 

Ximena {exuUingly). Be thou glad ! 
I say, rejoice above thy favoured child I 
Joy, for the soldier when his field is fought, 
Joy, for the peasant when his vintage-tai^ 
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Is doted at ewe I— But mort' of all for her, 
Who^ -when her life changed its gKtteiing robes 
For the dvU garb of eorrow, which doth diDg 
So heavily around the joarmByere on, 
Caflt down its weight— «nd slept! 

Elmina, Alas ! thii^e eye 
la wandering— yet how brightly I — ^Is this death, 
Or feome high wondrous visbn? — Speak, niy child ! 
How is it with thee nowl 

Ximena {wtUUy). I see it still 1 
'Tis floating, like a glorious cloud on high, 
My Other's banner !— Hear'st thou not a sound 1 
The trumpet of CastileTi— Praise, praise to Ueaiiren ! 
— Now may the weary rest ! — Be still ! — Who calls 

The night so fearful % [Skt dies. 

Mlmina. No ! she is not dead ! ^ 
— ^XimeuA ! — speak to me ! — Oh ! yet a tone 
From that sweet voice, that I may -gather in 
One more remembrance of its lovely sound, 
Ere the deep silence fall!— What! is all hushed 1 
— ^No, no!— it can not be ! — How should we bear 
The dark, misgivings of our souls, if Heaven 
Left not such beings with us 7 — ^But is this 
Her wonted look 1— too sad a quiet lies 
On its dim fearful beauty !<-Speak, Ximena ! 
Speak ! — my heart dies within me ! — She is gone, 
With all her blessed smiles !--My chUd ! my chikl ! 
Where art thou I7- Where is that which answered 

me, 
From thy soft«hining eyesf—Hush! doth she 

move I 
—One light lock seemed to tremble on her brow, 
As a pulse throbbed beneath ; — 'twas but the voice 
Of my despair that stirred it !— She is gone ! 

[£9be throwa heraeif on the body, Gonzalez 
entertf aUme^ and wounded, 
JEUmina (rinng a» he approaches)^ I must not 
new be scorned! — No, not a look, 
A whisper of reproach ! — Behold my wo ! 
— Thou canst not scorn me now ! 
Oonxalez. Hast thou heard olZ? 
Elmina. Thy daughter on my bosom laid her 
head, 
And passed away to rest — Behold her there, 
Even such as death hath made her !(8) 

Oonxalez (bending over Ximena^e body). Thou 
art gone 
A little while before me, oh, my child ! 
Why should the traveller weep to part with those 
That scarce an hour will reach their promised land 
Ere he too cast his pilgrim staff away, 
And spread his couch beade them? 

Elmina. Must it be 
Henceforth enough that once a thing so fidr 
Had its bright place amongst us ?-— Is this all? 
Left for the years to come? — We will not stay! 
Earth's chain each hour grows weaker. 

Qonzalez (aHU gazing upon Ximena). And 
thou *tt laid 



To slumber in the shadow, blessed child! 

Of a yet stainless altar, and beside 

A sainted warrior's tomb!— Oh, fitting pUce 

For thee to yield thy pure heroic soul 

Back unto him that gave it !— And thy cheek 

Yet smiles in its bright paleness ! 

Elmina. Hadst thou seen 
The look with which she passed 

Gonzalez (atill bending owr her). Why, 'tis 



Like joy to view thy beautiftil repose I 
The feded image of that perfect calm 
Floats, e'en as k>ng-foigotten music, back 
Into my weary heart ! — No dark wild spot 
On thy clear Inrow doth tell of bloody hands 
That quenched young life by violence!— We have 

seen 
Too much of horror in one crowded hour, 
To weep for aught, so gently gathered hence! 
— Oh! man leaves other traces! 

Elmina {suddenly atarting). It returns 
On my bewildered soul!- Went ye not forth 
Unto the rescue? — And thou'rt here alone! 
— Where are my sons? 

Gonzalez (aolemnly). We were too late! 
Elmina. Too late! 
Hast thou ndught else to tell me? 

Gonzalez. I brought back 
From that last fieki the banner of my sires, 
And my own death-wound. 
Elmina. Thine! 
Chnzalez. Another hour 
Shall hush its throbs for ever. I go hence, 
And with me— 

'Elmina. No! — Man could not lift his hands — 
—Where hast thou left thy sons ? 
Gonzalez. I have no sons. 
Elmina. What hast thou said? 
Gonzalez. That now their lives not one 
To wear the glory of mine ancient house, 
When I am gone to rest. 
Elmina (throwing herae^f on the ground^ and 
apeaking in a low Hurried voice). In one 
brief hour, all gone ! — and auch a death ! 
— I see their blood gush forth!— their graceful 

heads — 
— Take the dark vision from me, oh, my Grod! 
And such a death for themi^l was not there ! 
They were but mine in beauty and in joy. 
Not in that mortal anguish ! — All, all gone ! 
—Why should I struggle more?— What ia. this 

Power, 
Against whose might, on all sides pressing us. 
We strive with fierce impatience, which but lays 
Our own frail spirits prostrate? 

{After a long pauae). 
Now I know 

Thy hand, my God !— and they are soonest crush 
ed 
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That meet withstand it ! — I resist no mote. 

A light, a light springs up from grief and death, 
Which with its solemn radiance doth reveal 
Why we have thus heen tried! 

Gonzalez . Then I may still. 
Fix my last look on thee, in holy love, 
Parting, but yet with hope ! 

Elmina. {falling at kU feet). Canst thou for- 
give? 
—Oh, I have driven the arrow to thy heart, 
That should have buried it within mine own. 
And borne the pang in silence ! — I have cast 
Thy Hfe's fair honour, in my wild despair, 
As an unvalued gem upon the waves, 
Whence thou hast snatched it back, to bear from 

earth, 
All stainless, on thy breast— Well hast thou 

done— 
But I^K:anst thou forgivel 

Oonzalez. Within this hour 
I have stood upon that veige whence mortals fall. 
And learned how 'tis with one whose sight grows 

dim. 
And whose foot trembles on the gulf's dark side, 
— Death purifies all feeling — We will part 
In pity and in love. 

Elmina. Death! — And thou too 
Art on thy way! — Oh, joy for thee, high heart ! 
Glory and joy for thee ! — The day is closed. 
And well and nobly hast thou borne thyself 
Through its long battle-toils, though many swords 
Have entered thine own soul ! — But on my head 
Recoil the fierce invokings of despair. 
And I am left far distanced in the race, 
This lonely one of earth ! — Ay, this is just. 
I am not worthy that upon my breast 
In this, thine hour of victoiy, thou shouldst yield 
Thy spirit unto God ! 

Oonzalez. Thou art ! thou art ! 
Oh ! a life's bve, a Heart's long faithfulness, 
Even in the presence of eternal things, 
Wearing their chastened beauty all undimmod, 
Assert their bfty claims ; and these are not 
For one dark hour to cancel !-^We are here. 
Before that altar which received the vows 
Of our unbroken youth, and meet it is 
For such a witness, in the sight of Heaven, 
And in the face of death, whose shadowy arm 
Comes dim between us, to record th' exchange 
Of our tried hearts* forgiveness. — Who are they, 
That in one path have journeyed, needing not 
Forgiveness at its dosel 

{A Citizen enters hastily). 

Citizen. The Moors! the Moors! 

Gonzalez. How! is the city stormed 7 
Oh ! righteous Heaven ! — for tliis I looked not yet ! 
Hath all been done in vain ?— Why then, 'tis time 
For prayer, and then to rest! 



Citizen, The sun shall set. 
And not a Christian voice b6 left for prayer 
To-night within Valencia! — Round our ^ 
The paynim host is gathering forth' i 
And we have none to guard them. 

Gonzalez. Then my place 
Is here no longer, — I had hoped to die 
Even by the altar and the sepulchre 
Of my brave sires — ^but this was noit to be ! 
Give me my sword again, and lead me henoe 
Back to* the ramparts. I have yet an hour, 
And it hath still high duties. — Now, my vr'ife ! 
Thou mother of my children— of the dead — 
Whom I name unto thee in steadfast h<^)e — 
Farewell! 

Elmina. No, not fiilewelll — My soul hath 



To mate itself with thine ; and by thy side ' 
Amidst the hurtling lances I will stand, 
As one on whom a brave man's love haUi been 
Wasted not utterly. 

Gonzalez. I thank thee. Heaven! 
That I have tasted of the awful joy 
Which thou hast given to temper hours like this, 
With a deep sense of thee, and of thine ends 
In these draid visitings! 
(To Elmina). We will not part, 
But with the spirit's parting ! 

Elmina, One farewell 
To her, that, mantled with sad bveiiness, 
Doth slumber at our feet ! — My blessed child ! 
Oh ! in thy heart's affliction thou wert strong, 
And holy courage did pervade thy wo, 
As light the troubled waters! — Be at peace! 
Thou whose bright spirit made itself the soul 
Of all that were around thee! — And thy life 
E'en then was struck, and withering at the core! 
— Farewell I — ^thy parting look hath on me fallen, 
£ en as a gleam of heaven, and I am now 
More like what thou hast been! — My soul is 

hushed, 
For a still sense of purer worlds hath sunk 
And settled on its depths with that last Smile 
Which from thine shone forth. — ^Thou hast not 

lived 
In vain-^my child, farewell! 

Gonzalez. Surely for thee 
Death had no sting, Ximena ! — We are blest, 
To learn one secret of the shadowy pass. 
From such an aspect's calmness. Yet once more 
I kiss thy pale young cheek, my broken flower! 
In token of th' undying love and hope. 
Whose land is far away. [Exeunt. 

SCENE — THE WALLS OP THE CITY. 

HERNANDEZ.— A few QtizeDS gathered round him. 

Hernandez. Why, men have cast the treasures, 
which their hves 
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Had been wom down in gathering, on the pyre, 
Ay, at their household hearths have lit the brand, 
Even from that shrine of quiet love to bear 
The flame which gave their temples and their 

homes, 
In ashes, to the winds! — Thej have done this, 
Making a blasted void where once the sun 
Looked upon lovely dwellings ; and from earth 
Razing aH record thlit on such a spot 
Childhood hath sprung, age faded, misery ^ept, 
And frail Humanity knelt before her QoA ; 
— They have done tkia^ in their free nobleness, 
Rather than see the spoiler's tread pollute 
Their holy places !— Praise, high praise be theirs, 
Who havfe left man such lessons!— And these 

things. 
Made your own hills their witnesses ! — The sky. 
Whose arch bends o'er you, and the seas, wherein 
Your rivets pour their gold, lejoicing saw 
The altar, and the birth-place, and the tomb, 
And all memorials of man's heart and faith, 
Thus proudly honoured !~ Be ye not outdone 
By ihe departed !— Though the godless foe 
Be close upon us, we have power to snatch 
The spoils of victory from him. Be but strong I 
A few bright torches and brief moments yet 
Shall baflle his flushed hope, and we may die, 
Laughing him unto scorn. — Rise, follow me, 
And thou, Valencia 1 triumph in thy fate, 
The ruin, not the yoke, and make thy towers 
A beacon unto Spain ! 

CiHzen. We'll follow thee ! 
— Alas ! for our fair dty, and the homes 
Wherein we reared our children ! — But away! 
The Moor shall plant no crescent o'er our faries! 

Voice (from a Tower on the Walls.) Suc- 
cours! — Castile! Castile! 

Citizens (rushing to the spot.) It is even so! 
Now bfessing be to Heaven, for we are saved! 
Castile, Castile! 

Voice (from the Tower.) Line after liAe of 
spears, 
Lanoe after lance, upon the horizon's verge, 
Like festal lights from cities bursting up. 
Doth skirt the plain! — In faith, a noble host! 

Another Voice. The Moor hath turned him 
from our walls, 'to front 
Th' advandng might of Spain I 

CiHxens (shouting.) Castile ! Castile ! 

(GONZALEZ enten, ■opported bj ELMINA and a Odzen.) 

Oonzalez, What shouts of joy are these 1 
Hernandez. Hail, chieftain I hall! 
Thus ev'n in death 'tis given thee to receive 
The conqueror's crown 1 — Behold our Ghid hath 

beud, 
And armed himself with vengeance! — ^Lol they 
I 



ThalnnceBofCMtilel 



Gonzalez. I knew, I knew 
Thou wouklst not utterly, my Grod, forsake 
Thy servant in his need I — My blood and tears 
Have not sunk vainly to th' attesting earth I 
Praise to thee, thanks and praise, that I have lived 
To see this hour ! 

Elmina. And I too bless thy name. 
Though thou hast proved me unto agony! 
Oh God!— Thou God of chastening! 

Voice (from the Toiter.) They move on! 
I see the royal banner in the air. 
With its emblazoned towers! 
• Gonzalez, Go, bring ye forth 
The banner of the Cid, and plant it here. 
To stream above me, for an answering aign 
That the good cross doth hold its lofty place 
Within Valencia still!— What see ye nowl 

Bemandez. -1 see a kingdom's might upon its 
path, 
Moving in terrible magni/icenoe. 
Unto revenge and victory! — ^With the flash 
Of knightly swords, up-sprin^ng from the ranks, 
As meteors from a still and gloomy deep^ 
And with the waving often thousand plumes. 
Like a land's harvest in the autumn-virind. 
And with fierce light, which b not of the sun, 
But flung from sheets of steel — it comes, it comes. 
The vengeance of our OoAX 

Gonzalez. I hear it now. 
The heavy tread of mail-clad multitudes, 
Like thunder-showers upon the forest-paths. 

Hernandez. Ay, earth knows well the omen of 
that sound. 
And she hath echoes, like a sepulchre's, 
Pent in her secret hollows, to respond 
Unto the step of death! 

Gonzalez. Hark! howthevrind 
Swells proudly to the battie-march of Spain I 
Now the heart feels its power 1 — ^A little while 
Grant me to live, my God !— What pause is this I 

Hernandez. A deep and dreadful one!— ihe 
serried files 
Level their spears for combat ; now the hosts 
Look on each other in their brooding wrath, 
Silent, and fece to fiice. 

TOICEB HEARD WITHOUT, CHANTING. 

Calm on the bosom of thy God, 

Fair spirit! rest thee now! 
E'en while with ours thy footsteps tcod, 

Hb seal was on thy brow. 

Dust, to its narrow house beneath ! 

Soul, to its place on high ! 
They that have seon thy look in death. 

No more may fear to die. 

Elmina (to Oonxalez.) It is the death-hymn 
o'er thy daughter's bier I 
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— ^Bat I am caim, and e'en like ^ntle winds, 
That music, through the stillness of my heart, 
Sends mournful peace. 

Gonzalez. Oh ! well those solemn tones 
Accord with such an hour, for all her life 
Breathed of a hero's soul ! 
\A Bound of trumpets and shoutingfrom the plain. 

Hernandez. Now, now they doee!— Hark! 
what a dull dead sound 
Is in the Moorish war-shout \-^l have known 
Such tones prophetic oR. — The shock is given — 
Lot they have placed their shields before their 

hearts, 
And lowered their lances mth the streamers on, 
And on their steeds bent forward !~God for Spain ! 
The first bright sparks of battle have been struck 
From spear to spear, across the gleatning field ! 
— ^There is no sight on which the blue sky looks 
To match with this!— 'Tis not the gallant crests, 
Nor banners with their glorious blafl)nry; 
The very nature and high soul of man 
Doth now reveal itself 1 

Qonzalez. Oh,- raise me up, 
That I may look upon the noble scene ! 
~It will not be!— That this dull mist would pass 
A moment firom my sight 1— Whence rose that 

shout, 
As in fierce triumph t 

Bsmandez (clasping his hands.) Must I k)Qk 
on this 1 
The banner sinks— 'tis taken ! 

Oonzalez. Whose 1 

Hernandez. Castile's! 

Ckmzalez, Oh, God of Bataes ! 

Elmina. Gahn thy noble heart! 
Thou wilt not pass away without thy meed. 
Nay, rest thee on my bosom. 

Hnnandez. Cheer thee yet! 
Our knights have spurred to rescue. — There is 

now 
A whirl, a mingling of all terrible things. 
Yet more appalling than the fierce distinctness 
Wherewith they moved before 1 — 1 see tall plumes 
All wildly tossing o'er the batde's tide. 
Swayed by the wrathful motion, and the press 
Of desperate men, as cedar-boughs by storms. 
Many a white streamer there is dyed with blood, 
Many a false corslet broken, many a shiekl 
Pieioed through! — ^Now, shout for Santiago, 

shout! 
Lo! javelins with a moment's brightness cleave 
The thickening dust, and barbed steeds, go down 
With their helmed riders !— Who, but one, can tell 
How spirits part amidst that fearful rush 
And trampling on of furious multitudes 7 

Ckmzalez. Thou 'rt silent !— See'st thou more 1 
— My soul grows dark. 

HBrnandez, And dark and trouUed as an an- 
gry sea, 



Dashing some gallant armament In scorn 
Against its rocks, is all on'which I gaze! 
— I can but tell thee how tall spears are crossed, 
And lances seem to shiver, and proud helms 
To lighten with the stroke! — But round the spot. 
Where, like a storm-felled mast, our standard sank, 
The heart of battle bums. 

Oonzalez. Where is that spot? 

Hemadez. It is beneath the lonely tuft of palms. 
That lift their green heads o'er the tumult stiii, 
In calm and stately grace. 

Qonzalez. Tltere, didst thou sayl 
Then Ood b with us, and we must prevail I 
For on that spot they died ! — My children's bkx)d 
Calls on th' avenger thence ! 

Elmina. They perished there ! 
— And the bright locks that waved so joyously 
To the free winds, lay trampled and defiled 
Ev'n on that place of death !— Oh, Merciful ! 
Hush the dark thought within me 1 

Hernandez {tnihsuddenezultation). Who is be, 
On the white steed, and with the castled helm, 
And the gold-broidered mantle, which doth float 
E'en like a sunny cloud above the fight; 
And the pale cross, which fiN>m his breast-plate 

gleams 
With star-like radiance? 

Gonzalez (eagerly). Didst thou say the crota t 

Hernandez, On his mailed bosonrshines a broad 
white eroes. 
And his long plumage through the darkening air 
Streams like a snow-wreath. 

Oonzalez. That should be— 

Hernandez. The king I 
— ^Wa« it not told us how he sent, of late, 
To the Cid's tomb, e'en for the silver cross, 
Which he who slumbera there was wont to bind 
O'er his brave heart in fight 7(9) 

Gonzalez (springing up joi/fully). "NLj kiu^l 
my king I 
Now all good saints for Spain !— My noble king I 
And thou art there ! — That I might look once more 
Upon thy face !— But yet I thank thee. Heaven! 
That thou hast sent him firom my dying hands 
Thus to receive his city! 

[He sinks hade into Elmina*s arms. 

Hernandez. He hath cleared 
A pathway 'midst the combat, and the light 
Follows his charge through yon close living mass, 
E'en as the gleam on some proud vessel's wake 
Along the stormy waters ! — 'Tis redeemed — 
The castled banner !-^It is flung once more 
In joy and glory, to the sweeping winds I 
— There seams a wavering through the paynim 

hosts— 
CastOe doth press them sore — Now, now rejoice I 

.Gonzalez. What hast thou seen 7 

^ernam/ez. AbduHah falls! He falla! 
The man of blood I— the spoiler ! he hath sunk 
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In oar king*8 pathl^Well hath that noyal sword 
Avenged thy chvm, Gonkaies ! 

' They give way, 
The Cracent's van b broken !-^On the hille 
And the dark pine-woods may the infidel 
Call Tainly, in his agony of fear, 
To cover him fiom vengeance I — Lo! they fly! 
They of the forest and the wilderness 
Are scattered e'en as leaves upon the wind I 
Wo to the sons of Afiic !— Let the plains, 
And the vine-mountains, and Hesperian seas, 
Take their dead unto them !— that bkx)d shall wash 
Our soil from stains of bondage. 

CfofLtaiez {atUmpUng to raiae hinu^). Set me 
free! 
Come with me ibrth, for I must greet my king, 
AAer his battle-field 1 

BBrnandex. Oh, blest in death I 
Chosen of Heaven, farewell !— Look on the Ctosb^ 
And part firom earth in peace I 

Chnzalez. Now charge once more ! 
God is with Spain, and Santiago's sword 
Is reddening all the air !— Shout forth 'Castile I' 
The day is onn !— I go! but fear ye not I 
For Afric's huioe is broken, and my sons 
Have won their first good field t [Be die: 

Etmina. Look on me yet! 
Speak one farewell, my husband ! — must thy voice 
Enter my aonl no more !— Thine eye is fixed— 
Now IS my life uprooted, — and *tis weD. 

(A Sound qf triumphant Music is heard, and 
many CasHtian Knights and Soldiers 
enter), 
A Citizen, Hush your triumphal sounds, al- 
though ye come 
E'en as deliveren ! — But the noble dead. 
And those that mourn them, claim from human 

hearts 
Deep silent reverence. 

Elmina (rising proudly). No, swell forth, Cas- 
tile! 
Thy trumpet-music, till the seas and heavens, 
And the deep hills, give every stormy note 
Echoes to ring through Spain ! — How, know ye 

not 
That iJI arrayed for triumph, crowned and robed 
With the strong spirit which had saved the land, 
EVn now a conqueror to his rest is gone? 
— Fear not to break that sleep, but let the wind 
Swell on with victory's shout ! — Eb will not hear — 
Hath earth a sound more sad? 
Hernandez. Lift ye the dead, 
And bear him with the banner of his race 
Waving above him proudly, as it waved 
O'er the Cid's battles, to the tomb, wherein 
His warripr^ires are gathered. 

[They raise the body. 
Elmina, Ay, tis thus 
Thou shouldst be honoured !— And I foUow thee 



With an unfaltering.and . a lofty step, 

To that hist home of glory, siie that wears 

In her deep heart the memory of thy love 

Shall thence draw strength for all things, till the 

God, 
Whose hand around her hath unpeopled earth, 
Looking upon her still and chastened soul. 
Call it onoe more to thine I 

(To the Castilians). 

Awake, tsay, 
Tambour and trumpet, wake!— And let the land 
Through all her mountains hear your funeral peal ! 
— So should a hero pass to hid repose. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



NOTES. 

Notel, pDge41, coL 1. 
Mountain Christians, those natives of Spain, 
who, under their prince, Pelayo, took refuge 
amongst the mountains of the northern province 
where they maintained their religion and liberty, 
whilst the rest of their country was overrun by the 
Moors. 

Note 3, page 49, col. 1. 
Oh, free do(h •orrow pMi^ Ac. 
Frey geht das UnglAck durch die ganze Erdei 
Sehitter*9 Death of Waltsnttein, act iv. k. 2. 

Note 3, page 50, col. 3. 
Tizona, the fire-brand. The name of the Cid's 
favourite sword, taken in battle from the Moorish 
king Bucar. 

Note 4, page 50, col. 3l 
How he woo Valencia iiom Uie Moor, Ac 
Valencia, which has been repeatedly besieged, 
and taken by the armies of different nations, re- 
mained in the possession of the Moors for an hun- 
dred and seventy years after the Cid's death. It 
was regained from them by King Don Jayme of 
Aragon, surnamed the Conqueror; after whose 
success I have ventured to suppose it governed by 
a descendant>of the Campeador. 

Note 5, page 57, col. 3. 
It was a Spanish tradition, that the great bell of 
the Cathedral of SaragOssa always tolled sponta- 
neously before a king of Spain died. 

Note 6, page 58, col. 3. 
*' El que en buen bora nasco ;" he that was born 
in happy hour. An appellatbn given to the Cid 
in the ancient chronicles. 

Note 7, page 58, col. 3. 
For this, and the subsequent allusions to Spanish 
legends, see The Romances and Chronicle qfthe 
Cid. 
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Note8, piige63, col. 1. 

" La Toila, telle que la movt nous I'a fidte I'' — 
Bossuetj OratBona Fhinehrea, ' 

Note 9, page 66, col. 2. 
This dicumstance is reooided -of King Don Al- 



fonso, the last of that name. He sent to the Cid't 
tomb for the cross which that warrior was accus- 
tomed to wear upon his breast when he went to 
battle, and had it made into one for himself ; " be- 
cause of the &ith, which he had, that through it 
he should obtain the victory."— iSbu/Acy*' Ckronif 
deqftkeOid. 



Sfir 9Stu»ev» ot ^Palermo. 



1 TRAOEDT. 

IN FIVE ACTS. 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Count di Procidi. 
Raimond di Procidi, his Son, 
Eribert, Viceroy, 
De Couci. 
Mont ALBA. 

GUIDO. 

Albert!. 
Ansblmo, a Monk. 
Vittoria. 

Constance, Sister to Eribert. 
Noblea, Soldiers, Messengers, VassaU, Peasants, 

SCENE — ^PALERMO. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. — A VALLEY, WITH VINEYARDS AND COT- 
TAGES. 

GiDupi of Peasants— PROCIDA, diqguised as a Pilgrim, 
amongst tliem. 

FHrst Peasant. Ay, this was wont to be a fes- 
tal time 
In days gone by! I can remember well 
The old familiar melodies that rose 
At break of mom, from all our purple hills. 
To welcome in the vintage. Never since 
Hath music seemed so sweet. But the light heaorts 
Which to those measures beat so joyously 
Are tamed to stillness now. There is no voice 
Of joy through all the land. 

Second Peasant. Yes ! there are sounds 
Of levelry within the palaces, 
And the fidr castles of our ancient lords. 
Where now the stranger banquets. Ye may hear. 
From ttience the peals of song and laughter risD 
At midhlght*s deepest hour. 

Third Peasant Alas! we sat 
In happier days, so peacefully beneath 



The olives and the vines our fathers reared, 
Encircled by our children, whose quick steps 
Flew by us in the dance ! The time hath been 
When peace was in the hamlet, wheresoever 
The storm might gather. But this yoke of France 
Falls on the peasant's neck as heavily 
As 01^ the crested chieftain's. We are bowed 
E'en to the earth. 

Peasant's Child. My fiither, tell me when 
Shall the gay dance and song again resound 
Amidst our chesnut-woods, as in those days 
Of which thou'rt wont to tell the joyous taJel 

First Peasant. When there are light and reck- 
less hearte once more 
In Sicily's green vales. Alas! my boy. 
Men meet not now to quaff the flowing bowl, 
To hear the mirthful song, and cast aside 
The weight of work-day care:— 4hey meet, to 

speak < 
Of wrongs and sorrows, and to whisper thoughto 
They dare not breathe aloud. 

Procida {from the back ground). Ay,iti8Weli 
So to relieve th' o'erburdened heart, which panto 
Beneath ito weight of wrongs ; but better &r 
In silence to avenge them! 

An old Peasant. What deep voice 
Came with that startling tooe7 

IiHrst Peasant. It was our guest's, 
The stranger pilgrim, who hath sojourned hers 
Since yester-mom. Good neighbours, mark him 

well: 
He hath a stately bearing, and an eye 
Whose ^anoe looks through the heart. His mien 

accords 
111 with such vestmento. How he folds round him 
His pilgrim-cloak, e'en as it were a robe 
Of knightly ermine ! That commanding step 
Should have been used in oourto and camps to 

move. 
Mark him! 

Old Peasant. Nay, rathnr, mark him not: the 
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Are fearftili and 'they teach the boldest hearts 
A cautious lesson. What should bring him here 1 

A Touih. He spoke of Tengeanoe I 

Old Peoiant, Peace! we are beset 
By snares on every side, and we must learn 
In silence and in patience to endure. 
Talk not of vengeance, for the word is death. 

Prodda {coming forward indtgnantly). The 

word is death I And what hath life for <Ae«, 

That thou shouldst chng to it thusl thou abject 

thing! 
Whoee very soul is moulded to the yoke, 
And stamped with servitude. What 1 is it life, 
Thus at a breeze to start, to school thy voice 
Into low fearful whispers, and to cast 
Pale jealous k>bks around thee, lest, e*enth«n, 
Strainers should catch its echo 1— Is there aught 
in thi» so precious, that thy funowed cheek 
Is blanched with terror at the passing thought 
Of hamrding some few and evil days. 
Which drag thus poorly on 7 

Some qfthe Peasant*. Away, away! 
Leave us, for there is danger in thy presence. 

Proeida. Why, wha( is danger?— Axe there 
deeper ills 
Thanthoee ye bear thus cafanlyl Ye have drained 
The cup of bitterness, till nought remains 
To fear or shrink from — ^therefore, be ye strong ! 
Power dwelleth with despair.^->Why start ye thus 
At words which are but echoes of the thoughts 
Locked in your secret souls 1 — Pull well I know, 
There is not one amongst you, but hath nursed 
Some proud indignant feeling, which doth make 
One conflict of his life. I know thy wrongis 
And thine— and thine, — ^bnt if within your breasts 
There is no chord that vibrates to my voice, 
Then fiue ye well. 

A Youth (coming fortDard.) No, no! say on, 
say on! 
There are still free' and fiery hearts e'en here, 
That kindle at thy words. 

Peasant, If that indeed 
Thou hast a hope to give us. 

Proeida. There is hope 
For all who suffer with indignant thoughts 
Which wo14l in silent strength. What ! think ye 

Heaven 
Overlooks th' oppressor, if he bear awhile 
His crested head on highl — I tell yon, no! 
Th' avenger will not sleep. It was an hour 
Of triumph to the conqueror, when our king. 
Our young brave Conradin, in life's fair mom. 
On the red scaffold died. Yet not the less 
Is justice throned above ; and her good time 
Comes rushing on in storms : that royal 1>k)od 
Hath lifted an accusing voice from earth, 
And hath been heard. The traces of the past 
Fade in man's heart, but ne'er.doth Heaven ferget. 



Peasant. Had we but arms and leaden, we are 
men 
Whomight earn vengeance yet ; but wanting these. 
What wouldst thou have us do 1 

Proeida. Be vigilant ; 
And when the signal wakes the land, arise ! 
The peasant's arm b strong, and there shall be 
A rich and noble harvest Fare ye well. 

[Exit Proeida. 

JFSrst Peasant. This man should be a prophet: 
how he seemed 
To read our hearts with his dark searching glance 
And aspect of command I And yet his garb 
Is mean as ours. 

Second Peasant. Speak low ; I know him well. 
At first his voice disturbed me like a dream 
Of other days ; but I remember now 
His form, seen oft when- in my youth I served 
Beneath the banners of our kings. 'Tis he 
Who hath been exiled and proscribed so long. 
The Count di Piocida. 

Peasant. And is this he? 
Then Heaven protect him ! for around his steps 
Will many snares be set. 

I!^irst Peasant. He comes not thus 
But with some mighty purpose ; doubt it not : 
Perchance to bring us freedom. He is one, 
Whoee faith, through many atrial, hath been proved 
Truetoour native princes. But away! 
The noon-tide heat is past, and from the seas 
Light gales are wandering through the vineyards; 

now 
We may resume our toil. 

[Exeunt Peasants, 

SCENE II. — THE TERRACE OF A CASTLE. 
ERIBERT. VITTOBIA. 

ViHoria. Have I not told thee, that I bear a heait 
Blighted and cold V~Th' affections of my youth 
Lie slumbering in the grave; their fount is closed, 
And all the sofl and playful tenderness 
Which hath itis home in woman's breast, ere yet 
Deep wrongs have seared it ; all is fled from mine. 
Uige me no more. 

Eriberi. O lady! doth the flower 
That sleeps entombed throu^ the long wintry 

storms 
Unfold its beauty to the breath of spring ; 
And shall not woman's heart, from chill despair, 
Wake at love's voice ? 

Vittoria. Love! — make 2ove'« name thy spell, 
And I am strong 1 — the very word calls up 
From the dark past, thoughts, feelings^ powers, 

arrayed 
In arms against thee !— Kno west thou vhom I loved. 
While my soul's dwelling-place was still on earth 1 
One who was bom for empire, and endowed 
With such high gifts of princely majesty, 



Digitized by 



Google 



70 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



As bowed ail heart* before him!— Was he not 
Brave, royal, beautiful 1 — And such he died ; 
He died I — ^haat thou forgotten 7 — And thou 'rthere, 
Thou meetest my glance with eyes which coldly 

looked, 
—Coldly I— diay, rather with triumphant gaze, 
Upon his murder i-rDesolate as I am, 
Yet in the mien of thine affianced bride, 
Oh, my lost Gonradin ! there should be still ^ 
Somewhat of loftiness, which might o'erawe 
The hearts of thine assassins. ' 

Eribert. Haughty dame I 
If thy proud heart to tenderness be dosed. 
Know, danger is around thee : thou hast foes 
That seek thy ruin, and my power alone 
Can shield thee from their arts. 

Vittoria. Proven9al, tell 
Thy tale of danger to some happy heart. 
Which hath its little world of loved ones round, 
For whom to tremble ; and its tranquil joys 
That make earth, Paradise. I stand alone ; 
—They that are blest may fear. 

Eribert. Is there not one 
Who ne'er commands in vain 1 — proud lady, bend 
Thy spirit to thy fate ; for know that he. 
Whose car of triumph in its earthquake path 
O'er the bowed neck of prostrate Sicily, 
Hath borne him to dominion ; he, my king, 
Charles of Anjou, decrees thy hand the boon 
My deeds* have well deserved ) and who hath power 
Against his mandates 9 

VUtoria, Viceroy, tell tl^ lord. 
That e'en where chains lie heaviest on the land, 
Souls may not all be fettered. Oft, ere now, 
Conqueron have rocked the earth, yet fidled to 

tame 
Unto their purposes, that restless fire. 
Inhabiting man's breast — A spark bunts forth. 
And so they perish ! — 'tis the fate of those 
Who sport with lightning — And it may be his. 
— Tell him I fear him not, and thus am free. 

Eribert. 'Tis well, Then nerve that tofty heart 
to bear 
The wrath which is not powerlesB. Yet again 
Bethink thee, lady! — Love may change— A<rfA 

changed 
To vigilant hatred oft, whose sleepless eye 
Still finds what most it seeks for. Fare thee well 
•— Liook to it yet ! — To-monow I return. 

[ExU Eribert. 

ViUoriA. To-morrow! — Some ere now have 
slept, and dreamt 
Of morrows which ne'er dawned— or ne'er for them; 
So silently their deep and still repose 
Hath' melted'into death I — Are there not balms 
In nature's boundless realm, to pour out sleep 
Like this, on me 1 — Yet should my spirit still 
Endure its earthly bonds, till it couki bear 
To hie a gk)ri0ua tale of his own isle, 



Free and avenged.— T^ou should'st be now at 

work, 
In wrath, my native Etna ! who dost lift 
Thy spuy i^ar of dark smoke ito high, 
Through the red heaven of sunset !—sleep'st thoo 

still. 
With all thy founts of fire, while spoilers tnad 
The glowing vales beneath? 

(Proctcia enters disguieed.) 

Ha \ who art thou, 
Unbidden guest, that with so mute a step 
Dost steal upon me 7 

Proeida. One, o'er whom hath passed 
All that can change man's aspect! — ^Yet not long 
Shalt thou find safety in foigetfulness. 
— I am he, to breathe whose name is perilous. 
Unless thy wealth could hribe the winds to silencis. 
— Know'st thou <Ai», lady?— [flfe ehows a ring. 

Vittoria. Righteous Heaven ! the pledge 
Amidst his people from the scaffold thrown 
By him who perished, and whose kingly blood 
E'en yet is unatoned. — My heart beats high— 
— Oh, welcome, welcome ! thou art Proeida, 
Th' Avenger, the Deliverer! 

Proeida. Call me so 
When my great task is done. • Yet who can tell 
If the returned be welcome? — ^Many a heart 
Is changed since last we met. 

Vittoria. Why dost thou gaze. 
With such a still and solemn earnestness, 
Upon my altered mien? 

Proeida. That I may vead 
If to the widowed love of Conradin, 
Or the proud Eribert's triumphant bride, 
I now entrust my fate. 

VUtoria. Thou, Proeida I 
That ttum shouldst wrong me thus I — ^Pnfong thy 

gaze 
Till it hath found an answer. 

Proeida. 'Tis enough. 
I find it in thy cheek, whose rapid change 
Is from death's hue to fever's; in the wild 
Unsettled brightness of thy proud dark eye, 
And in thy wasted form. Ay, tis a deep 
And solemn joy, thus in thy looks to trace. 
Instead of youth's gay bloom, the characters 
Of noble suffering;— on thy brow the same 
Commanding spirit holds its native state 
Which could not stoop to vileness. Yet the voice 
Of Fame hath told afer that thou shouldst wed 
This tyrant, Eribert. 

Vittoria, And told it not 
A tale of insolent love repelled with scorn. 
Of stem commands and fearful menaces 
Met with indignant courage? — 'Proeida ! 
It was but now that haughtily I braved 
His sovereign's mandate, which decrees my hand. 
With its feir appanage of wide domains 
And wealthy vMsals, a most fitting boon 
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To reo(HiipeDae«hiB crimes. — Imiled— ay, amUed— 
In proud aecurity ! for the high of heart 
Have still a pathway to escape diagraoe^ 
Though it be dark and lone. 

ProcidA, Thou Shalt not need 
To tread its shadowy mazes. Trust my words : 
[ tell thee, that a spirit is abroad, 
Which will not slumber till ito piath be traced 
By deeds of fearful iame. Yittoria, live ! 
It is most meet that thou thouldst live, to see 
The mighty expiation ; for thy heart 
(Forgive me that I wronged itsiaith) hath nursed 
A high, majestic grief, whose seal is set 
Deep on thy marble brow. 

ViUoria. Then thou caTu/ tell. 
By gazing on the withered roae, that there 
Time, or the blight, bath worked!— Ay, this is in 
Thy vision's scope : but oh \ the things unseen, 
Untold, undreamt of, which like shadows pass 
Hourly o'er that mysterious world, a mind 
To ruin struck by grief 1— Yet doth my soul, 
Far, 'midst its darkness, nuise one soaring hope, 
Wherein is bright vitality.— 'Tis to see 
HU hktod avenged, and his fidr heritage, 
My beautiful native land, in glory risen, 
Like a warrior from his slumbevs 1 

Procida. Hear'st thou not 
With what a deep and ominous qkmui, the voice 
Of our great mountain swells? — There will be soon 
A fearful burst !— Yittokia ! brood no more 
In silence o'er thy sorrows, but go forth 
Amidst thy va^iJs, (yet be secret still) 
And let thy breath give nurture to the spariE 
Thou 'It find already kindled. I move on 
In shadow, yet awakening in my path 
That which shall startle nations. Fare thee well. 

VUtoria. Whenshallwemeet again 1— Are we 
not those 
Whom most he loved on earth, and think'st thou 

not 
TTiat love e'en yet shall bring his spirit near 
While thus we hold communion 1 

Proeida. Yes, I fed 
Its breathing influence whilst I look on thee. 
Who wert its light in life. Yet will we not 
Make womanish tears our offering on his tomb; 
He shall have nobler tribute 1 — ^I must hence. 
But thou shalt soon hear more. Await the time. 
lExeunt separaUljf, 

SCENE III. — THE SEA SHORE. 

RAOfOND IM PROCIDA. CONSTANCE. 

Conttanee. There is a shadow far within your 
eye, 
Which bath of late been deepening. Yon were 

wont 
Upon the clearness of your open brow 
To wear a brighter spirit, shedding round 



Joy, like our southern sun. It is not well, 
If some dark thpught be gathering o'er your soul, 
To hide it from affection. Why is this^ 
My Raimond, why is thbl 

Rainumd. Oh I from the dreams 
Of youth, sweet Constance, hath not manhood stUl 
A wild and stormy wakening 1 — They depart, 
Light after light, our glorious visions fade, 
The vaguely beautiful 1 till earth, unveiled, 
Lies pale around; and life's realities 
Press on the soul, from its unfathomed depth 
Rousing the fiery feelings, and proud thoughts, 
In all their fearful strength l^'Tis ever thus. 
And doubly so with me ; for I awoke 
With high aspirings, making it a curse 
To breathe where noble minds aro bowed, as here. 
~To breathe l^lt is not breath ! 

Conttanee. I know thy grief, 
— ^And is 't not minel — ^for those devoted men 
Doomed with their life to expiate some wild word, 
Bom of the social hour. Oh \ I have knelt. 
E'en at my brother's feet, with fruitless tears. 
Imploring him to spare. His heart is shut 
Against my voice; yet will I not forsake 
The caifse of mercy. 

Raimond. Waste not thou thy prayers, 
Oh, gentle love, for them. There's little need 
For Pity, though the galling chain be worn 
By some few slaves the less. Let them depart! 
There is a world beyond th' oppressor's reach, 
And thither lies their way* 

Conttanee. Alas! I see 
That some new wrong hath pierced you to the 
soul. 

Raimond. Pardon, beloved Constance, if my 
words. 
From feelings hourly stung, have caught, per- 
chance, 

A tone of bitterness. — Oh ! when thine eyes, 
With their sweet eloquent thoughtfuInesS) an 

fixed 

Thus tenderly on mine, I should forget 
All else in their soft beams ; and yet I came 
To tell thee— 

Conttanee. Whati What wouldst thou say 7 
O speak! 
Thou wouldst not leave me ! 

Raimond. I have cast a doud, 
The shadow of dark thoughts and ruined fortunes, 
O'er thy bright spirit. HappUy, were I gone, 
Thou wouldst resume thyself, and dwell once more 
In the clear sunny light of youth and joy. 
E'en as before we met— before we loved ! 

Conttanee. Thb is but mockery. — Well thou 
know'st thy love 
Hath given me nobler being; ibade my heart 
A home for all the deep sublimities 
Of strong afiection; and I would not change 
Th' exalted tile I draw firom that pure source, 
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With all its chequered hues of hope and fear, 
Ev'n for the brigbtestcaliL. Thou most unkind ! 
Have I deserved this? 

Raimond. Oh I thou hasl deserved 
A love less fatal to thy love and mine. 
Think not 'tis mockery ! — But I can not rest 
To be the scorned and trampled thing I am 
In this degraded land. Its very skies, 
That smile as if but festivals were held 
Beneath their cloudless azure, weigh me down 
With a dull sense of bondage, and I pine 
For freedom's chartered air. I would go forth 
To seek my noble father ; he hath been 
Too long a bnely exile, and his name 
Seems fading in the dim obscurity 
Which gathers round my fortunes. 

Conatance. Must we part ? 
And is it come to this 1---0h ! I have still 
Deemed it enough of joy with thee to share 
E'en giief itself-— and now — ^but this is vain; 
Alas I too deep, too fond, in woman's love, 
Too full of hope, she casts on troubled waves 
The treasures of her soul ! 

Raimond, Oh, speak not thus! 
Thy gentle and desponding tones fall cold 
Upon my inmost heart. — I leave thee but 
To be more worthy of a love like thine. 
For I have dreamt of fame ! — A few short years. 
And we may yet be blest. 

Constance. A few short years ! 
Less time may well suffice for death and fiite 
To work all change on earth ! — To break the ties 
Which early love had formed ; and to bow down 
Th' elastic spirit, and to blight each flower 
Strewn in life's crowded path! — But be it sol 
Be it enough to know that happiness 
Meets thoe on other shores. 

Raimond. Where'er I roam 
Thou shalt be with my soul ! — Thy soft low voice 
Shall rise upon remembrance, like, a strain 
Of music heard in boyhood, bringing back 
Life's morning freshness.— Oh ! that there should be 
Things, which we love with such deep tenderness. 
But, through that love, to learn how much of wo 
Dwells in one hour like this I — ^Yet weep thou not I 
We shall meet soon ; and many days, dear love, 
Ere I depart. 

Constarux. Then there's a respite still. 
Days ! — not a day but in its course may bring 
Some strange vicissitude to turn aside 
Th' impending blow we shrink from. — Fare thee 
well. {returning) 

— Oh, Raimond! this is not .our Uut farewelll 
Thou wouldst not so deceive me 1 

Raimond. Doubt me not. 
Gentlest and best beloved ! we meet again. 

V [Exit Constance. 

Raimond (after apatue). When shall I breathe 
in freedom, and give scope 



To those untameable and burning thoughts 

And restless aspirations, which consume 

My heart i' th' land of bondage?— Oh! with you, 

Ye everlasting images of power. 

And of infinity! thou'blue-roUing deep^- 

And you, ye stars ! whose beams are characten 

Wherewith the oracles of faith are traced ; 

With you my soul finds room, and casts aside 

The weight that doth oppress her.— But my 

thoughts 
Are wandering far ; there should be one to share 
This awful and majestic solitude 
Of sea and heaven with me. 

{Proeida enters tmobserved). 
It is the hour 
He named, and yet he comes not. 

Proeida {coming forward). He is here. 

Aaimond, Now, thou mysterious stranger, 
thou, whose glance 
Doth fix itself on memory, and pursue 
Thought, like a spirit, haunting its lone hoon; 
Reveal thyself; what art thou ? 

Procida. One, whose life 
Hath been a troubled stream, and made its way 
Through rocks and darkness, and a thousand stonu^ 
With still a mighty aim.— But now the shades 
Of eve are gathering round me, and I come 
To this, my native land, that I may rert 
Beneath its vines in peace. 

Raimond. Seek'st thou for peacdl 
This is no land of peace ; unless that- deep 
And voiceless terror, which doth froeoee men's 

thoughts 

Back to their source, and mantle its pale mien 
With a dull hollow semblance of repose, 
May so be called. 

Procida. There are such calms full oft^ 
Preceding earthquakes. But I have not been 
So vainly schooled by fortune, and inured 
To shape my course on peril's dizzy brink, 
That it should irk my spirit to put on 
Such guise of hushed submissiveness as best 
May suit the troubled aspect of the times. 

Raimond. Why, then, thou art wekome, stran- 
ger I to the land 
When most disguise is needful.— He were bold 
Who now should wear his thoughts upon his brow 
Beneath Sicilian skies. The brother's eye 
Doth search distrustfully the brother's face ; 
And friends, whose undivided lives have drawn 
From the same past, their long remembrances. 
Now meet in terror, or no more; lest hearts 
Full to o'erilowing, in their social hour, 
Should pour out some rash word, which roving 

winds 

Might whisper to our conquerors. — This it is, 
To wear a foreign yoke. 

Procida. It matters not 
To him who holds the mastery o'er his spirit 
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And cuk nipprem its workings, till endurance 
Becomes a nature. We can tame ourselves 
To %U extremes, and there is that in life 
Tb which we cling with most tenacious grasp, 
Even when its lofty claims are all reduced 
To the poor common privilege of hrealhing. — 
Why dost thou turn awayl 

Raimond, What wouklest thou with me 7 
I deemed thee, hy th' ascendant soul which lived, 
And made its throne on thy commanding brow, 
One of a sovereign nature, which would scorn 
So to abase its high capacities 
For aught on earth. But thou art like the rest. 
What wouldest thou with me 1 

Proeida. I wouU counsel thee, 
Thou must do that which men-— ay, valiant men, — 
Hourly submit to do ; in the proud court. 
And in the stately camp, and at the board 
Of midnight revellers, whose flushed mirth is all 
A strife, won hardly.— Where is he, whose heart 
lies bare, through all its foldings, to the gaze 
Of mortal eyel — Tf vengeance wait the foe. 
Or fete th' oppressor, 'tis in depths concealed 
Beneath a smiling surface.— Youth ! I say 
Keep thy soul down ! — Put on a mask I — 'Us worn 
Alike by power and weakness, and the smooth 
And specious intercourse of life requires 
f tfe aid in every scene. 

Raimond. Away, dissembler I 
Life hath its high and its ignoble tasks. 
Fitted to every nature. Will the free 
And royal eagle stoop to learn the arts 
By which the serpent wins his spell-bound prey 1 
It is because I v>ill not clothe myself 
In a vile garb of coward semblances, 
That now, e'en now, I struggle with my heart. 
To bid what most I love a long farewell. 
And seek my country on some distant shore, 
Where such things are unknown ! 

Proeida (exuUingly). Why, this is joy ! 
After a long conflict with the doubts and feara, 
And the poor subtleties of meaner nidnda, 
To meet a spirit, whose bold elastic wing 
Opprearion hath not crushed — H igh-hearted youth! 
Thy father, should his footsteps e'er again 
Visit these shores— 

Raimond. My father! what of him? 
Speak I was he known to thee 1 

Proeida. In distant lands 
With him I've traversed many a wild, and looked 
On many a danger; and the thought that thou 
Wert smiling then in peace, a happy boy, 
Oft through the storm hath cheered him. 

Raimond. Dost thou deem 
That stUl he lives 1— Oh ! if it he in chains, 
In wo, in poverty's obscurest cell. 
Say but he lives— and I will track his steps 
E'en to earth's ve^e ! 

Proeida. It may be that he lives: 



Though k>ng his name hath ceased to be a woxd 
Familiar in man's dwellings. But its sound 
May yet be heard ! — Raimond di Prodda, 
— Rememberest thou thy fether? 

Raimond. From my mind 
His form hath faded long, for yean have passed 
Since he went forth to exile : but a vague, 
Yet powerful, image of deep majesty. 
Still dimly gathering round each thought of him, 
Doth claim instinctive reverence ) and my love 
For his inspiring name hath long become 
Part of my being. 

Proeida. Raimond I doth no voice 
Speak to thy soul, and tell thee whose the anus 
That would enfold thee now 1 — ^My son I my son ! 

Raimond. Father! — Oh Ghxi!— my fether! — 
Now I know 
Why my heart woke before thee I 

Proeida, Ohl this hour 
Makes hope, reality ; for thou art all 
My dreams had pictured thee I 

Raimond. Yet why so long. 
E'en as a stran^r, hast thou crossed my paths, 
One nameless and unknown? — and yet I felt 
Each pulse within me thrilling to thy voice. 

Proeida. Because I would not link thy fate with 
mine, 
Till I could hail the day-spring ofthat hope 
Which now is gMhering round us. — Listen, youth ! 
Thou hast told me of a subdued, and scorned. 
And trampled land, whose very soul is bowed 
And fashioned to her chains: — ^but /tell thee 
Of a most generous and devoted land, 
A land of kindling energies ; a land 
Of glorious recollectbns ! — ^proudly true 
To the high memory of her ancient kings. 
And rising, in majestic scorn, to cast 
Her alien bondage ofl"! 

Raimond. And where is this 1 

Proeida. Here, in our isle, our own &ir Sicily ! 
Her spirit is awake, and moving on. 
In its deep silence mightier, to regain 
Her place amongst the nations ; and the hour 
Of that tremendous effort is at hand. 

Raimond. Can it be thus indeed 1 — Thou pour- 
est new life 
Through all my burning veins ! — I am as one 
Awakening from a chill and death-like sleep 
To the full glorious day. 

Proeida. Thou shalt hear more ! 
Thou shalt hear things which would,— which wiU 

arouse 
The proud, free spirits of our anoeston 
E'en from their marble rest. Yet mark me well I 
Be secret I — ^for along my destined path 
I yet must darkly move. — ^Now, follow me ; 
And join a band of men, in whooe high hearts 
There lies a nation's strength. 

Raimond. My noble fether ! 
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Thy woidf have gyma me all for whieh I pined^ 
An aim, a hope, a purpose I^And the blood 
Doth ruth in warmer currents through my ireins, 
Aa a bright fountain from its icy bonds 
By the quick sun-stroke freed. 

Procida, Ay, this is well ! 
Such natures burst men's chains ! — Now, follow a 

[Exeunt, 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I.^APARTMENT IN 1 PlLlCE. 
ERIBERT. CONSTANCE. 

Corutanee. Will you not hear meV- OhI that 
they who need 
Hourly forgiveness, they who do but live. 
While Mercy's voice, beyond th' eternal stars, 
Wins the great Judge to listen, should be thus. 
In their vain exercise of pageant power. 
Hard and relentless ! — Gentle brother, jret, 
'Tis in your choice to imitate that Heaven 
Whose noblest joy is pardon. 

Bribert. 'Tis too late. • 
You have a soft and moving Toice, whieh pleads 
With eloquent melody— but they must die. 

Conatance. What, die I— for words 1— for braath, 
which leaves no trace 
To sully the pure air, wherewith it blends. 
And is, being uttered, gone 7— Why, 't were enough 
For such a venial fault, to be deprived 
One. little day of man's free heritage, 
Heaven's warm and.sunny light !— Oh ! if you deem 
That evil harbours in their squIs, at least. 
Delay tlie stroke, till guilt, made manifest, 
Shall bid stem justice wake. 

Eribert. I am not one 
Of those weak spirits, that timorously keep watch 
For fair occasions, thence to borrow hues 
Of virtue for their deeds. My school hath been 
Where power sits crowned and armed.— And, 

mark me, sister ! 
To a distrustful nature it might seem 
Strange, that your lips thus earnestly should plead 
For these Sicilian rebels. O'er my being 
Suspicion holds no power. — And yet take note. 
— I have said, and they must die. 

Conatance. Have you no fear? 

Eribert. Of what 1— that heaven should fell 1 

Conatance. No !— but that earth 
Should arm in madness. — Brother! I have seen 
Dark eyes bent on you, e'en midst festal throngs. 
With such deep hatnsd settled in their glance, 
My heart hath died within me. 

Eribert. Am I theii 
To pause, and doubt, and shrink, because a girl, 
A dreaming girl, hath trembled at a look 1 

Conatance. Oh ! looks are no illusions, when the 



Which may not speak in words, can find no way 
But theii^ to liberty I— Have not these man 
Brave sonk, or noble brothers 1 

Eribert. Yes! whose name 
It rests with me to make a word of fear, 
A sound forbidden 'midst the haunts of men. 

Constance. But not foigotten I— Ah ! bewaie, 
bewiue! 

—Nay, look not sternly on me. — There is one 
Of that devoted band, who yet will need 
Years to be ripe for death.— He is a youth, 
A very boy, on whose unshaded cheek 
The spring-time glow is lingering. Twas bat 

now 

His mother left me, with a timid hope 
Just dawning in her breast;— and I— I daied 
To foster its faint spark.— You smile I— Oh I then 
He wUl be saved ! 

Eribert. Nay, I but smiled to think 
What a fond fool is hope! — She may be taught 
To deem that the great sun will change his oourae 
To work her pleasure ; or the tomb give back 
Its inmates to her arms. — ^In sooth, 'tis strange ! 
Yet, with your pitying heart, you should not thus 
Have mocked the boy's sad mother— I have said, 
You should not thus hlive mocked her!— Now, 
farewell; [Exit Eribert, 

Constance. Oh, brother! hard of heart! — for 
deeds like these 
There must be feariiil chastening, if on high 
Justice doth hold her state.— And 1 must tell 
Yon desolate mother that her feir young son 
Is thus to perish ! — Haply the dread tale 
May slay her too ; — ^for heaven is merciful. 
—'Twill be a bitter task i [Exit Conatane^, 

SCENE ir.— 1 RUINED TOWER SURROnNDBD BT 
WOODS. 

PROCIDA. VmORU. 



Procida. Thy vassals are prepared then 1 

Vittoria. Yes, they wait 
Thy summons to their task. 

Procida. Keep the flame bright, 
But hidden, till its hour.— Wouldst thou daro, 

lady. 
To join our councils at the night's mid- watch, 
In the lone cavern by the rock-hewn cross 1 

Vittoria. What should I shrink fioml 

Procida. Oh I the forest paths 
Are dim and wild, e'en when the sunshine streams 
Through their high arches: but when powerful 

night 

Comes, with her cloudy phantoms, and her pale 
Uncertain moonbeams, and the hollow sounds 
Ofher mysterious winds; their aspect iAen , 

Is of another and more fearful world ; 
A realm of indistinct and shadowy fcvms, 
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Wakening atimnge thonghta, almost too much for 

thifl, 
Oai finuh terrestrial natom. 

Viitoria. WeU I knoW 
All thia, and more. Such acenea have been th' 



Where thfough the silenoe of my seal havepaaBed 
Voicea, and yiiiona from the sphere of those 
That have to die no more ! — ^Nay, doubt it not ! 
If such unearthly intercourse hath e'er 
Been granted to our nature, 'tis to hearts 
Whose k>ve is with the dead. They, they alone, 
Unmaddened oould sustain the fearful joy 
And gk>ry of its trances! — at the hour 
Which makes guilt tremulous, and people's earth 
And air with infinite, viewless multitudes,. 
I win be with thee, Prodda. 

Proeida. Thy pQBsenoe 
Will kindle nobler thoughts, and, in the souls 
Of suffering and indignant men, arouse 
That which may strengthen our majestic cause 
With yet a deeper power.— Knowest thou the 
spoti 

VUtaria. Pull wclL There is no scene so wild 
and lone 
In these dimvWoods, but I have visited 
Its tangled shades. 

Proeida. At midnight then we meet 

[ExUPiwMa. 

VUtoria. Why should I fear T— Thou wilt be 
with me, thou, 
Th' immortal dream and shadow of my soul, 
Spirit of him I k>ve! that meetest me still 
In loneliness and silence; in the noon 
Of the wild night, and in the foresl-depths, 
Known but to ipe ; for whom thou givest the winds 
And sighing leaves a cadence of thy voice. 
Till my heart faints with that o'erthrilling joy! 
— Thou wilt be with me there, and lend my lips 
Words, fiery words, to flush dark cheeks vrith 



[Exit VUtoria, 



That thou art unavenged! 



SCENE III. — ^A CHAPEL, WITH A MONUICENT, ON 
WHICH IS LAID A SWORD. — MOONLIGHT. 

FROCIDA. RAIMOND. MONTALBA. 

MontdUba, And know you not my story 1 

Proeida, In the lands 
Where I have been a wanderer, your deep wrongs 
Were numbered with our country's; but their tale 
Came only in faint echoes to mine ear. 
I would fain hear it now. 

Montalba. Hark! while you spoke, 
There was a voice-like murmur in the breeze. 
Which even like death came o'er me :— twas a 

night 
Like this, of clouds contending with the moon 
A night of sweeping winds, of rustling leaves, 



And swift vrild shadows floating o'er the earth, 
Clothed vrith a phantom-life; when, after years 
Of battle and captivity, I spurred 
My good steed homewards. — Oh! what lovely 

dreams 
Rose on my spirit I—There were tears and smiles, 
Bnt all of joy! — And there were bounding steps, 
And clinging arms, whose passionate clasp of love 
Doth twine so fondly round the warrior's neck, 
When his plumed helm is doffed.— Hence, feeble 

thoughts I 
— I am sterner now, yet onoe such dreams weie 

Rainumd, And were they realized 1 

Montalba, YouthI Ask me not. 
But listen I — ^I drew near my own fair home; 
There was no light along its walls, no sound 
Of bugle pealing from the watch-tower's height 
At my approach, although my trampling steed 
Made the earth ring ; yet the wide gates were 

thrown 
All open. — Then my heart misgave me first, 
And on the threshold of my silent hall 
I paused a moment, and the wind swept by 
With the same deep and dirge-like tone which 

pierced 
My soul e'en now. — I called — ^my struggling voice 
Ghive utterance to my wife's, my children's, names ; 
They answered not^I roused my failing strength, 
And wildly rushed within — And they were there. 

Baimond. And was all well 1 

Montalba. Ay, well !— for death is well, 
And they were all at rest \ — ^I see them yet, 
Pale in their innocent beau^, which had failed 
To stay th' assassin's arm ! 

Batinond. Oh, righteous Heaven I 
Who had done thisi 

Montalba, Who! 

Proeida, Canst thou question, wAo? 
Whom hath the earth to perpetuate such deeds, 
In the cold blooded revelry of crime, . 
But those whose yoke ii on us 1 

Raimond. Man of wo! 
What words hath pity for despair like thine 1 

Montalba. Pity ! fend youth !— My soul disdains 
the grief ^ 
Which doth unbosom its deep secrecies 
To ask a vain companionship of tears, 
And so to be relieved! 

Proeida. For woes like these. 
There is no sympathy but vengeance. 

Montalba. None! 
Therefore I brought you hither, that your hearts 
Might catch the spirit of the scene! — ^Look round 
We are in the awful presence of the dead ; 
Within yon tomb they sleep, whose gentle blood 
Weighs down the murderer's soul. — 7%ey sleep I 

—but I 
Am wakeful o'er their dust !— I laid my sword, 
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Without its flheath, on their aepiTchral stone, 
As pn an altar; and th' eternal stars, 
And heaven, and nigbt, bore witness to my vow, 
No mon to wield it save in one great cause. 
The vengeance of the grave ! — ^And now the hour 
Of that atonement comes ! ■ 

[Ek takes the noordjrom the tomb. 

Baimand, My spirit boms ! 
And my full heart almost to bursting swells. 
—Oh ! for the day of battle ! 

Procida, Raifnond! they 
Whose souls are dark with guiltless blood must 

die; 
—But not in battle. 

Raimond. How, my father 1 

Procida, No! 
Look on that sepulchre, and it will teach 
Another lesson. — But th' appointed hour 
Advances. — Thou wilt join our chosen band, 
Noble Montalbal 

MorUalba. I^eave me for a time,- 
That I may calm my soul by intercourse 
With the still dead, before I mix with men, 
And with their passions. I have nuned for years, 
In silence and in solitude, the flame 
Which doth consume me; and it is not used 
Thus to be looked or breathed on. — ^Procida ( 
I would be tranquil— or appear so~ere 
I join your brave confederates. Through my heart 
There struck a pang — ^but H will soon have passed. 
. Procida. Remember! — in the cavern by the 



Of midnight, and in solitary caves, 

Where the wild forestcreatnres make their lair,— 

Is 't thus the chiefs of Sicily must hpld 

The councils of their countiy? 

Raimondi Why, such scenes 
In their primeval majesty, beheld 
Thus by faint starlight, ajad the partial glare 
Of the red-streaming lavaj will inspire 
Far deeper thoughts than pillared halls, wherein. 
Statesmen hold weary vigils. — Are wei not 
O'ershadowed by that Etna, which ,of old 
With its dread prophecies, hath struck dismay 
Through tyranU' hearts, and bade them seek a 

home 
In other climes?— Hark I from its depths e'en nofw 
What hollow moans are sent ! 



Now, follow me, my son. 

[Exeunt Procida and Raimond. 

* Monialba (after a pauae^ leaning on the tomb). 

Said he, ^my eon?" — Now, why should this man's 

life 
Gk) down' in hope, thus resting on a son, 
And I be desolate? — How strange a sound 
Was that— " my «m/"— I had a boy, who might 
Have worn as f^ a soul upon his brow 
As doth this youth.— Why should the thought of 

him 

Thus haunt me? — when I tread the peopled ways 
Of life again, I shall be passed each hour 
By fathers with their children, and I must 
Learn calmly to look on. — Methinks 'twere now 
A gloomy consolation to behold 
All men bercfl, as I am!— But away, 
Vain thoughts l^Onetask isleil lor blighted hearts, 
And it shaU be fulfilled. 

[ExUMantaUba. 

BOENE IV. — ENTRANCE OF A CAVE, SDRROUNOED BT 
ROCKS AND FORESTS. A RUDE CROSS SEEN 
AMONGST THE ROCKS. 

PItOCIDA. RAIMOND. 
Prodda. And it b thus, beneath the solemn 



Enier MONTALBA, OUIDO, and other Sidliaos. 

Procida, Weloome, my brave associates 1 — ^We 
can share 
The wolf's wild freedom here! — Th' oppressor's 

haunt 
Is not 'midst rocks and caves. Are we all met? 

Sicilians. All, all! 

Procida. The torch-light, swayed by eveiy gust, 
But dimly shows your features. — Where is he 
Who from his battles had returned to breathe 
Once more, without a corslet, and to meet 
The voices, and the footsteps, and the smiles, 
Blent with his dreams of home? — Of that dark tale 
The rest is known to vengeance ! — Art thou here, 
With thy deep wrongs and resolute despair. 
Childless Montalba? 

Monialba (advancing). He is at thy side. 
Call on that desolate father, in the hoiir 
When his revenge is nigh. 

Procida. Thou, too, come forth, 
From thine own halls an exile! — Dost thou make 
The mountain-fastnesses thy dwelling still, 
While hostile banners, o'er thy rampart walls. 
Wave their proud blazonry? 

Fvrst Sicilian. Even so. I stood 
Last night before my own ancestral towers 
An unknown outcast, while the tempest beat 
On my bare head — ^what recked it? — There was 

joy 
Within, and revelry; the festive lamps 
Were streaming from each turret, and gay songs, 
I' th' stranger's tongue, made mirth. They little 

deemed 
Who heaid their melodies ! — ^but there are thoughts 
Best nurtured in the wild; there are dread vows 
Known to the mountain-echoes. — Procida ! . 
Call on the outcast when revenge is nigh. 

Procida. I knew a young Sicilian, one whose 
heart 
Should be all fire. On that most guilty day, 
When, with our martyr'd Conradin, the flower 
Of the lajid's knighthood perished ; he, of whom 
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I speak, • weepinig boy, whose innocent tean 
Melted a thousand heaits that daied not aid, 
Stood by the scafibld with extended arms, 
Calling upon his father, whose last look 
Turned. full on him its parting agony. 
That father's blood gashed o'er him I— and the boy 
Then dried his tears, and, with a kindling eye, 
And a prood flosh on his young cheek, k)oked up 
To the bright heaven. — Doth he remember still 
That bitter hour'? 

Second SicUian, He bears a sheathless sword ! 
— Call on the orphan when revenge is nigh. 

Procida, Our band shows gallantly— but there 
are men 
Who should be with us now, had they not dared 
In some wild moment of festivity 
To give their full hearts way, and breathe a wish 
For Freedom! — and some traitor—- it might be 
A breeae perchance — ^bore the forbidden sound 
To Eiibert: — bo they must die->unless 
Fate (who at times is wayward) should select 
Some other victim first !— But have they not 
Brothers or sons amongst us. 

Chiido. Look onmel 
I have a brother, a young high-souled boy, 
And beautiful as a sculptor's dream, with brow 
That wean, amidst its dark rich curls, the stamp 
Of inborn nobleness. In truth, he is 
A glorious creature ! — ^But his doom is sealed 
With their's of whom you spoke; and I have 

knelt^ 
— Ay, scorn me not ! 'twas for his life— I knelt— 
E'en at the viceroy's feet, and he put on 
That heartless laugh of cold malignity 
We know so well, and spurned ine.— But the stain 
Of shame like this, takes blood to wash it off, 
And thus it shall be cancelled !— Call on me, 
When the stem moment of revenge is nigh. 

Procida. I call upon thee now I The land's high 
soul 
Is roused, and moving onward, like a breeze 
Or a swift sunbeam, kindling nature's hues 
To deeper life before it. In his chains, 
The peasant dreams of freedom 1— ay, 'tis thus 
Oppression fans th' imperishable flame 
With most unconscious hands.— No praise be her's 
For what she blindly works S— When slavery's cup 
O'erflows its bounds, the creeping poison, meant 
To dull our senses, through each burning vein 
Pours fever, lending a delirious strength 
To bunt man's fetters — and they 9haU be burst ! 
I have hoped, when htngt seemed ftenzy; but a 

power 
Abides in human will, when bent with strong 
Unswerving energy on one great aim, 
To make and rule its fortunes ! — I have been 
A wanderer in the fohiesB of my yean, 
A restless pilgrim of the earth and seas, 
Gathering the generous thoughts of other lands, 
15 



To aid our holy cause. And aid b near: 
But we must give the signal. Now, befim 
The majesty of yon pure Heaven, whose eye 
Is on our hearts, whoee righteous arm befrioBoi 
The arm that strikes for freedom ( speak! decree 
The fete of our oppresson. 

Montalba. Let them fall 
When dreaming least of peril 1— When the heart, 
Basking in sunny pleasure, doth forget 
That hate may smile, but sleeps not— Hide the 

sword 
With a thick veil of myrtle^ and in halls 
Of banqueting, whers the wine-cup shines 
Red in the festal torch-light ; meet we there, 
And bid them wekxnne to the feast of death. 

Procida. Thy voice is low and broken, and thy 
woids 
Scarce meet our ears. 

MorUaJIba, Why, then, I thus repeat 
Their import. Let th' avenging sword bunt forth 
In some finee festal hour, and wo to him 
Who first shall spare! 

Raimond. Must innocence and guilt 
Perish alike? 

Montalba. Who talks of innocence 1 i 
When hath their hand been stayed for innocence? 
Let them all perish 1 — Heaven will choose its own. 
Why shouU their children live 7— The earthquake 

whelms 
Its undistinguished thousands, making graves 
Of peopled cities in its path— and this 
Is Heaven's dread justice — ay, and it is wellf 
Why then should we be tender, when the skies 
Deal thus with man 7— What, if the infant bleed 7 
Is there not power to hush the mother's pangs 7 
What, if the youthful bride perchance shoukl fall 
In her triumphant beauty 7 — Should we pause 7 
As if death were not mercy to the pangs 
Which make our lives the records of our foes t 
Let them all perish ! — And if one be found 
Amidst our band, to stay th' avenging steel 
For pity, or remorse, or boyish love, 
Then be his doom as thein 1 [A pmue. 

Why gaze ye thus? 
Brethren, what means your silence 7 

SieUians. Be it so 1 
If one amongst us stay th' avenging steel 
For love or pity, be his doom as thein 1 
Pledge we our faith to this! 

Raimond (nuhing forward indignantly.) Our 
faith to this! 
No! I but dreamt I heard it!— Can it be 7 
My countrymen, my fetherl— Is it thus 
That freedom should be won 7— Awake! Awake 
To loftier thoughts !— Lift up, exultingly. 
On the crowned heights, and to the sweeping 

winds. 
Your glorious banner! — ^Let your trumpet's bbst 
Make the tombs thrill with echoes! Cattakmd^ 
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Proclaim from all your hiUi, the land shall bear 
The stnuDger*! yoke no longer I — ^What is he 
Who carries on his practised lip a smile, 
Beneath his vest a dagger, which but waits 
Till the heart bounds with joy, to still its beatings 1 
That which our nature's instinct doth recoil from, 
And our blood curdle at — Ay, yours and mine- 
A murderer I — Heard ye 1 — Shall that name with 

ours 
Qo down to after daysl — Oh, friends I In cause 
Like that for which we rise, hath made bright 



Of the elder time as rallying-words to men, 
Sounds full of might and immortality 1 
And shall not ours be such 1 

Montaiba. Fond dreamer, peace 1 
Fame! What is &me? — Will our unconscious 

dust 
Start into>thriIIing rapture from the grave. 
At the vain breath of praise? — I tell thee, youth. 
Our souls are parched with agonizing thirst, 
Which must be quenched though death were in 

the draught: 
We must have vengeance, for our foes have left 
No other joy unblighted. 

Proeida. Oh I my son. 
The time is past for such high dreams as thine. 
Thou know'st not whom we deal with. Knightly 

faith. 
And chivalrous honour, are but things whereon 
Th^ cast disdainful pity. We must meet 
Falsehood with wiles, and insult with revenge. 
And, for our names — whate'er the deeds, by which 
We burst our bondage — ^is it not enough 
That in the chronicle of days to come. 
We, through a bright ' For Ever,' shaU be called 
The men who saved their country 1 

Raimond. Many a land 
Hath bowed beneath the yoke, and then arisen. 
As a strong lion rending silken bonds, 
And on the open field before high Heaven, 
Won such majestic vengeance, as hath made 
Its name a power on earth. — Ay, nations own 
It ia enough of glory to be calfed 
The children of the mighty, who redeemed 
Their native soil— but not by means like these. 

MofUalba. I have no children. — Of Montalba's 
blood 
Not one red drop doth dicle through the veins 
Of aught that breathes !— Why, what have /to do 
With far futurity?— My spirit lives 
But in the past. — Away ! when thou dost stand 
On this fair earth, as doth a blasted tree 
Which the warm sun revives not, then return 
Strong in thy desolation : but till then. 
Thou art not for our purpose ; we have need 
Of more unshrinking hearts. 

Raimond. Montalba, know, 
I shrink from crime alone. Oh ! if my voice 



Might yet have power amongst you, I would say, 
Associates, leaders, be avenged! but yet 
As knights, as warriors! 

Montalba. Peacel have we not borne 
Th' indelible taint of contumely and chainsi 
We are not knights and warriors. — Our bright 

crests 
Have been defiled and trampled to the earth. 
Boy! we are slaves — and our revenge shall be 
Deep as a slave's disgrace. 

Raimond. Why, then farewell: 
I leave you to your counsels. He that still 
Would hold his lofty nature undebased. 
And his name pure, were but a loiterer here. 

Prodda. And is it thus indeed?— da«t thou 
forsake 
Our cause, my son? 

Raimond. Oh, father! what proud hopes 
This hour hath blighted! — ^yet whate'er betide, 
It is a noble privilege to kwk up 
Feariess in heaven's |>right face — and this is mine^ 
And shall be still. — [Exit Raimond, 

Prodda, He's gone !— Why, let it be ! 
I trust our Sicily hath many a son 
Valiant as mine. — Associates ! — 'tis decreed 
Our foes shall perish. We have but to name 
The hour, the scene, the signal. 

Montalba, It should be 
In the' full dty, when some festival 
Hath gathered throngs, and lulled infatuate hearts 
To brief security. Hark! is there not 
A sound of hurrying footsteps on the breexel 
We are betrayed. — Who. art thou? 
VrrrORIA enteis. 

Prodda. One alone 
Should be thus daring. Lady, lift the veil 
That shades thy noble brow. 

{She raises her veil^ the Sidlians draw back 
with respect.) 

Sidlians. Th' affianced bride 
Of our lost King ! 

Prodda. And more, Montalba; know 
Within this form there dwells a soul as high, 
As warriors in their battles e'er have proved, 
Or patriots on the scaffold. 

Vittoria. Valiant men ! 
I come to ask your aid. Ye see me, one 
Whose widowed youth hath all been consecrate 
To a proud borrow, and whose life is held 
In token and memorial of the dead. 
Say, is it meet that, lingering thus on earth. 
But to behold one great atonement made, 
And keep one name from fading in men's hearts, 
A tyrant's will should force me to profane 
Heaven's altar with unhallowed vows — and live 
Stung by the keen unutterable scorn 
Of my own bosom, live — another's bride ? 

Sidlians. Never, oh never! — fearnot, noble lady! 
Worthy of Conradin ! 
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VUivria, Yet hear me idlL 
His bxide, that Eribeit's, who netes our tears 
With his insulting eye of cold derision, 
And, could he pierce the depths where feeling works, 
Would number e'en our agonies as crimes. 
—Say, is this meet 1 

Ouido. We deemed these nuptials, lady, 
Thy willing choice ; but 'tis a joy to find 
Thou ait noble still. Fear not; by all our wrongs 
This shall not be. 

Procida. Vittoria, thou art come 
To ask our aid, but we have need of thine. 
Know, the completion of our high designs 
Require»-^ festival ; and it must be 
Thy bridal! 

VUtoria, Procida! 

Procida, Nay, start not thus. 
'Tis no hard task to bind your raven hair 
With festal garlands, and to bid the song 
Rise, and the wine-cup mantle. No— nor jet 
To meet your suitor at the glittering shrine, 
Where death, not love, awaits him ! 

Vittoria. Can my soul 
Dissemble thusi 

Procida. We have no other means 
Of winning our great birthright back from those 
Who have usurped it, than so lulling them 
Into vain confidence, that they may deem 
All wrongs forgot ; and thb may best be done 
By what I ask oi thee. 

Montalba. Then will we mir 
With the flushed revelers, making their gay feast 
The harvest of the. grave. 

VUtoria. A bridal day I 
—Must it be sol— Then, chxefe of Sicily, 
I hid you to my nuptials ! but be there 
With yourbright swords unsheathed, for thus alonfl 
My guests should be adorned. 

Procida. And let thy banquet 
Be soon announced, for there are noble men 
Sentenced to die, for whom we fain would purchase 
Reprieve vnth other blood. 

Vittoria. Be it then the day 
Preceding that appointed for their doouL 

Guido, My brother, thou shalt live! — Oppres- 
sion boasts 
No gift of prophecy ! — It but remains 
To name our signal, chiefs ! 

Montalba. The Vesper-bell. 

Procida. Even so, the Vesper-bell, whose deep- 
toned peal 
Is heard o'er Und and wave. Part of oui band, 
Wearing the guise^f antic revelry, 
Shall enter, as in some fantastic pageant, 
The halls of Eribert ; and at the hour 
Devoted to the sword's tremendous task, 
I fbOow with the rest.— The Vesper-bell! 
That sound shall wake th' avenger ; for 'tis come. 
The time when power is m a voice, a breath, 



To burst the spell which bound us. But the night 
Is waning, with her stan, which, one by one, 
Warn us to part. Friends, to your homes ! — ^your 

homes? 
That name is yet to win.— Away, prepare 
For our next meeting in Palermo's walls. 
The Vesper-bell 1 Remember! 

Siciliana. Fear us not 
The Vesper-bell I [Exeunt omnca. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE I. — APA&TUBNT IN A PALACE. 
ERIBERT. VITTORIA. 

Vittoria, Speak not of love— it is a word with 
deep. 
Strange magic in its melancholy sound. 
To summon up the dead *, and they should rest. 
At such an hour, forgotten. There are things 
We must throw from us, when the heart would 

gather 
Strength to fulfil its settled purposes: 
Therefore, no more of love ! — But, if to robe 
This form in bridal ornaments, to smile, 
(I can smile yet,) at thy gay feast, and stand 
At th' alter by thy side ; if this be deemed 
Enough, it shall be done. 

Eribert. My fortune's ster 
Doth rule th' ascendant still! (^par^)— If not of 

love, 
Then pardon, lady, that I speak of joy^ 
And with exulting heart 

Viitoria. There it no joy I 
—Who shall look through the fer futurity, 
And, as the shadowy visbns of events 
Develope on his gaze, 'midst their dim throng. 
Dare, with oracular mien, to point, and say, 
" This will bring happiness ?"— Wbio shall do this? 
—Who, thou, and I, and all !— There's One, who 

site 

In his own bright tranquillity enthroned. 
High o'er all storms, and looking far beyond 
Their thickest douds ; but we, from whose dull 

eyes 

A grain of dust hides the great sun, e'en 100 
Usurp his attributes, and talk, as seers. 
Of ftiture joy and grief I 

Eribert. Thy words are strange. 
Yet will I hope that peace at length shall settle 
Upon thy troubled heart, and add soft grace 
To thy majestic beauty.— Fair Vittoria! 
Oh ! if my cares 

Vittoria. I know a day shall come 
Of peace to all. Ev'n from my darkened spirit 
Soon shall each restless wish be exorcised. 
Which haunte it now, and I shall then lie down 
Serenely to repose. Of this no more. 
—I have a boon to ask. 
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Eribert. Command my power, 
And deem it thiie most hononied. 

VUtoria. HaTe I then 
Soared such an eagle-pitch, as to command 
The mighty Eribert ?— And yet *ti« meet ; 
For I bethink me now, I shonid have worn 
A crovm upon this finehead.— Generooa lord ! 
Since thus you give me freedom, know there is 
An hour I haveloved from childhood, and a sound. 
Whose tones, o^er earth and ocean sweetly bearing 
A sense of deep repose, have lulled me oft 
To peace— which is forgetfubiess : I mean 
The Vesper-bell. I pray you, let it be 
The summons to our bridal— Hear you not? 
To our fidr bridal! 

Eribert. Lady, let your will 
Appoint each circumstance. I am but too blessed 
Proving my homage thus. 

VUtaria. Why, then, 'tis mine 
To rule the glorious fortunes of the day, 
And I may be content Yet much remains 
For thought to brood on, and I would be left 
Alone with my resolves. Kind Eribert I 
(Whom I conmiand so absolutely,) now 
Part we a few brief hours ; and doubt not, when 
I am at thy side once more, but I shall stand 
Ther&--to the last. 

Eribert. Your smiles are troubled, lady; 
May they ere long be brighter 1 — Time will seem 
Stow tiU the Vesper-bell. 

ViUoria. 'Tis lovers* phrase 
To say— Time lags ; and therefore meet for you : 
But with an equal pace the hours move on, 
Whether they bear, on their swift silent wing, 
Pleasure or-'fate. 

Eribert. Be not so full of thought ^ 
On such a day.— Behold, the skies themselves 
Look on my joy with a triumphant smile, 
Unshadowed by a cloud. 

Vittoria, *Tis very meet 
That Heaven (which k)ves the just) should wear 

a smile 
In honour of his fortunes. — Now, my lord, 
Forgive me if I say, froewell, until 
Th' appointed hour. 

Eribert Lady, a brief farewelL 

[Exeunt separately. 

SCENE II. — THE 8EA-8H0RE. 

FROCTOA. RADfOND. 

Procida. And dost thou still refuse to shme the 
glory 
Of this, our daring enterprise 1 

Raimond, Oh, father ! 
1 too have dreamt of glory, and the word 
Hath to my soul been as a trumpet's voice. 
Making my nature sleepless. — Rut the dced^ 
Whereby 'twas won, the high cxploito, whose talc 



Bids the heart burn, were of another cast 
Than such as thou requiresL 

Procida. Every deed 
Hath sanctity, if bearing for its aim 
The Freedom of our country; and the swocd 
Alike is honoured in the patriot's hand. 
Searching, 'midst warrinr-hosts, the heart which 

g&w 

Oppression birth; or flashing through the gloom 
Of the still chamber, o'er its troubled couch, 
At dead of night 
Raimond (turning away). There is no path bat 
one 
For noble natures 

Procida. Wouldst thou ask the man 
Who to the earth hath dashed a nation's chains, 
Rent as with Heaven's own lightning, by what 

means 

The glorious end was wont— Go, ewdl th' ac- 
claim! 
Bid the deliverer hail ! and if his path 
To that most bright and sovereign destiny 
Hath led o'er trampled thousands, be it called 
A stem necessity, and not a crime! 
Raimond. Father! my soul yet kindles at the 
thought 
Of nobler lessons, in my boyhood learned 
Even from thy voice. — The high remembrances 
Of other days are stirring in the heart 
Where thou didst plant them; and they speak of 

men 
Who needed no vain sophistry to gild 
Acts, that would bear Heaven's light. — And such 

be mine! 
Oh, (ather ! is it yet too late to draw 
The praise and blessing of all valiant hearts 
On our most righteous cause 1 
Procida. What wouldst thou do 7 
Raimond. I would go forth, and rouse th' in- 
dignant land 
To generous combat. Why should Freedom strike 
Mantled with darkness 7— Ts there not more 

strength 
E'en in the waving of her single arm 
Than hosts can wield against her 7—1 would rouse 
That spirit, whose fire doth press resistless on 
To its proud sphere the stormy field of fight ! 
Procida. Ay ! and give time and warning to the 
foe 
To gather all his might !— It is too late. 
There b a work to be this eve begun. 
When rings the Vesper-bell ; and, long before 
To morrow's sun hath reached i' th' noonday hea- 
ven 
His throne of burning glory, every sound 
Of the Proven9al tongue within our walls, 
As by one thunderstroke— (you are pale, my 

son) — 
Shall bo fur over silenced. 
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Hatwiond, What I ench Bounda 
As falter on the lip of infancy 
in its imperfect utterance 1 or are breathed 
By the fond mother, as she lulls her babe 1 
Grin sweet hymns, upon the twilight air 
Poured by the timid maid? — Must all alike 
Be stilled in death; and wouldst thou tell my 

heart 
There is nocrime in tkU? 

Proeida. Since thou dost feel 
Such honor of our purpose, in thy power 
Are mettna that might avert it. 

Raimond. Speak! Oh speak! 

Proeida. How would these rascued thousands 
bless thy name, 
Shouldst thou betray us ! 

i^atm^mi. Father! — I can bear — 
Ay, proudly woo — the keenest questioning 
Of thy soul gifted eye; which almost seems 
To claim a part of Heaven's dread royalty, 
— The power that searches thought ! 

Proeida (after a jHtuae). Thou hast a brow 
Clear as the day — and yet I doubt thee, Raimond! 
Whether it be that I have learned distrust 
From a long look through man's deep-folded heart ; 
Whether my paths have been so seklom crossed 
By honour and fair mercy, that they seem 
But beautiful deceptions^ meeting thus 
My unaecustomed gaze ; — ^howe'er it be— 
I doubt thee 1— See thou waver not— take heed ! 
Time lifts the veil from all things ! 

[Exit Proeida. 

Raiaumd. And 'tis thus 
Youth fibdes from off our spirit; and the robes 
Of beauty and of majesty, wherewith 
We ck)thed our idols, drop ! — Oh I bitter day, 
When, at the crushing of our glorious world, 
We start, and find men thus !— Yet be it so! 
Is not my soul still powedul, in iUe^f 
To realize its dreams ? — ^Ay, sloinking not 
From the pure eye of Heaven, my brow may well 
Undaunted meet my father's.— But, away ! 
Tkou shalt be saved, sweet Constance I— Love is 

Sffigfatier than vengeance. [Exit Raimond. 

8CEMK III. — GARDENS OF 1 PALACE. 



CX}N9rANCE, 
Coiuianee, There was a time when my thoughts 
wandered not 
Beyond these Ikiry scenes 1 when, but to catch 
The languid firagranoe of the southern breeze 
From the rich-flowering citrons, or to rest, 
Dreaming of some wiU legend, in the shade 
Of the dark laurel-foliage, was enough 
Of happiness.— How have these calm delights 
Fled from before one passion, as the dews. 
The delicate gems of morning, are exhaled 
By thegnslsun! 



(Raimond enters.) 
Raimond ! ohl now thou 'rt come, 
I read it in thy look, to say farewell 
For the Umi time-^tiie last ! 

Raimond. No^ best beloved I 
I come to tell thee there is now no power 
To part us — but in death. 

Coruianee. I have dreamt of joy, 
But never aught like this.— Speak yet again 1 
Say, we shall part no more ! 

Raimond, No more, if k>ve 
Can strive with darker spirits, and he is strong 
In his immortal nature ! all is changed 
Since last we met. My fathei^— keep the tale 
Secret from all, and most of all, my Constance, 
From Eribert— my father is returned : 
I leave thee not 

Qnutance. Thy father! blessed sound ! 
Good angels be his guard I— Oh I if he knew 
How my soul clings to thine, he could not hate 
Even a Proven9al maid ! — Thy father ! — now 
Thy soul vrill be at peace, and I shall see 
The sunny happiness of earlier days 
Look from thy brow once more ! — But how is this? 
Thine eye reflects not the glad soul of mine; 
And in thy look is that which ill befits 
A tale of joy. 

Raimond. A dream is on my souL 
I see a slumberer, crowned with flowen, and smil- 
ing 

As in delighted visions, on the brink 
Of a dread chasm ; and this strange phantasy 
Hath cast so deep a shadow e'er my thoughts, 
I can not but be sad. 

Conatanee. Why, let me sing 
One of the sweet wild strains yon love so well, 
And this will banish it. 

Raimond. It may not be. 
Oh ! gentle Constance, go not forth to-day: 
Such dreams are ominous. 

Comiance. Have you then fbigot 
My brother's nuptial feast 1 — I must be one 
Of the gay train attending to the shrine 
His stately bride. In sooth, my step of joy 
Will print earth lightly now.— What fear'st thou, 

lovel 

Look all around! these blue transparent skies, 
And sun-beams pouring a more buoyant life 
Through each glad thrilling vein, will brightly 

chase 

All thought of evil. — Why, the very air 
Breathes of delight !— Through all its glowing 

realms 

Doth music blend with fragrance, and e'en here 
The city's voice of jubilee is heard. 
Till each light leaf seems trembling unto soupds 
Of human joy! 

Raimond. There lie far deeper things, — 
Things, that may darken thought for life, beneath 
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That city's festive semUanoe.— I have passed 
Through the glad multitudes, and I have marked 
A stern intelligence in meeting eyes, 
Which deemed their flash unnoticed, and a quick, 
Suspicious vigilance, too intent to clothe 
Its mien with carelessness ; and, now and then, 
A hurrying start, a whisper, or a hand 
Pointing by stealth to some one, singled out 
Amidst the reckless throng. O'er all is spread 
A mantling flush of revelry, which may hide 
Much from unpractised eyes ; but lighter signs 
Have been prophetic oft. 

Omstanee. 1 tremble ! — Raxmond I 
What may these things portend 1 

Raxmond. It was a day 
Of festival, like this; the city sent 
Up through her sunny firmament a voice 
Joyous as now ; when, scarcely heralded 
By one deep moan, forth from his cavernous depths 
The earthquake burst; and the wide splendid 

scene 
Became one chaos of all fearful things. 
Till the brain whirled, partaking the sick motion 
Of rocking palaces. 

Conatanee, And then didst thou. 
My noble Raimond I through the dreadful paths 
Laid open by destruction, past the chasms. 
Whose fathomless clefts, a moment's work, had 

given 
One burial unto thousands, rush to save 
Thy trembling Constance ! she who lives to bless 
Thy generous love, that still the breath of Heaven 
Wafts gladness to her soul ! 

Raimond. Heaven! — Heaven u just! 
And being so, must guard thee, sweet one, still. 
Trust none beside.— Oh ! the omnipotent skies 
Make their wrath manifest, but insidious m^n 
Doth compass those he hates with secret snares. 
Wherein lies fate. Know, danger walks abroad, 
Masked as a reveller. Constance ! oh !' by all 
Our tried afiection, all the vows which bind 
Our hearts together, meet me in these bowers, 
Here, I adjure thee, meet roe, when the bell 
Doth sound for vesper-prayer ! 

Constance. And know'st thou not 
'Twill be the bridal hour? 

Raimond. It .will not, love! 
That hour will bring no bridal ! — Nought of this 
To human ear; but speed thou hiCfier, fly, 
When evening brings that signal. — Dost thou 

heedl 
This is no meeting, by a lover SQUght 
To breathe fond tales, and make the twilight groves 
And stars attest his vows; deem thou not so. 
Therefore denying it !— I tell thee, Constance ! 
If thou wouldst save me from such fierce despair 
As falls on man, beholding all he loves 
Perish before him, while his strength can but 
Strive with his agony— thou 'It meet me then? 



Look on me, k>ve I — I am not oft so moved 
Thou 'It meet mel 

Constance, Oh! what pean thy words 1— If 
then 
My steps are firee,— I will Be thou but calm. 

Raimond. Becalm! — there is a cold and suUes 
calm, 
And, were my wild fears made realities, 
It might be mine ; but, in this dread suspense, 
This conflict of ail terrible phantasies. 
There is no calm. — ^Yet fear thou not, dear love! 
I will watch o'er thee still. And now, farewell 
Until that hour I 

Constance, Mj Raimond, fare (hee well. 

[Exeunt. 

8C£NE lY. — ^ROOM IN THE CITADEL OF PALERMO. 
ALBERTL DE OOUGL 

De Couei. Said'st thou this nightl 

AWerti. This very night — and k> ! 
E'en now the sun declines. 

De Couci. What! are they armed 1 

Alberti, All armed 'and strong in vengeance 
and despair. 

De Couei. Doubtfril and strange the tale! WHy 
was not this 
Revealed before ? 

Alberti, Mistrust me not, my lord! 
That stem and jealous Procida hath kept 
O'er all my steps, (as though he did suspect 
The purposes, which oft his eye hath sought 
To read in mine,) a watch so vigilant, 
I knew not how to warn thee, though for this 
Alone I mingled with his bands, to learn 
Their projects and their strength. Thou know'st 

my faith 
To Anjou's house full welL 

De CaaH. How may we now 
Avert the gathering storm 1 — The viceroy holds 
His bridal feast, and all is revelry. 
— 'Twas a true-boding heaviness of heart 
Which kept me from these nuptials. 

Alberti. Thou thyself 
Mayst yet escape, and, haply of thy bands 
Rescue a part, ere long to wreak full vengeance 
Upon these rebels. *Tis too late to dream 
Of saving Eribert. E'en shouldst thou rush 
Before him with the tidings, in his pride 
And confidence of soul, he would bat laugh 
Thy tale to scorn. 

De Couci, He must not die unwarned. 
Though it be all in vain. But thou, Albertii 
Rejoin thy comrades, lest thine absence wake 
Suspicion in their bntrts. Thou hast done well, 
And shalt not pass unguerdoned, should I live 
Through the deep horrors of th' approaching night. 

AUberiL Noble De Couci, trust me stilL Anjoa 
Commands no heart more fidthfui than Alheiti*B. 

[ExUAUwti. 
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DtCtnei. The grovelling slave ! — And yet be 

spoke too trae! 

For Eribert, in blind elated joy, 

Will scorn tbe warning voice. — The day wanot 

last, 
A*id through the city, recklenly dispersed, 
Unaimed and unprepared, my soldiers revel, 
Een on the brink o£hU. — I must away. 

[ExUDeCoucL 

aCENS T.— 1 BlNaUETING HILL. 
PROVENCAL NOBLES uflembled. 

FHrwi Noble, Joy be to this fair meeting! — 
Who hath seen 
The viceroy's bride 1 ; 

Steond Noble. 1 saw her, as she passed 
The gazing throngs assembled in the dty. 
^is said she hath not left for years, till now, 
H«r castle's wood-girt solitude. 'Twill gall 
These proud Sicilians, that her wide domains 
Should be the conqueror's guerdon. 

TMrd Noble. 'Twas their boast 
With what fond fidth she worshipped still the 



Of the boy, Conradin. How will the slaves 
Brook this new triumph of their lords 7 

Second Noble. In sooth 
It stings them to the quick. In the full streets 
They mix vrith our Proven9als, and assume 
A guise of mirth, but it sits hardly on them. 
'Twere worth a thpusand festivals, to see 
With what a bitter and unnatural effort 
They strive to smile! 

First NobU. Is this Vittoria fpjil 

Steond Noble. Of a most noble mien ; bat yet 
her beauty 
Is wild ^ awful, and her large dark eye, 
In its unsettled glances, hath strange power, 
From which thou 'It shrink, as I did. 

nrst Noble. Hush! they come. 

Enter ERmERT, YITTORIA, OON^TANCE^ and oihen. 

Eribert. Welcome, my noble friends !-— there 
must not fewer 
One clouded brow to-day in Sicily I 
Behold my bride I 

NobUe. Receive our homage, lady! 

VUtaria. Ibid all welcome. May the feast we 
offer 
Prove worthy of such guests ! 

Eribert, Look on her, friends 
And say, if that majestic brow is not 
Meet for a diadem 1 

Ftttorio. 'Tis well, my lord! 
When memory's pictures fade, 'tis kindly done 
To brighten their dinmied hues! 

Pint Noble (apart). Marked you her glaooel 



Second Noble (apart). What eloquent scorn 
was there I yet he, th' eUte 
Of heart, perceives it not 

Eribert. Now to the feast ! 
Constance, you look not joyous. I have said 
That all should smile to-day. 

Qmetance. Forgive me, brother! 
The heart is wayward, and its garb of pomp 
At times oppresses iL 

Eribert. Why, how is thisi 

Qmstance. Voices of wo, and prayers of agony 
Unto my soul have risen, and left sad sounds 
There echoing still. Yet would I fain be gay. 
Since 'tis your wish. — In truth I should have been 
A village-maid! 

Eribert. But, being as you are, 
Not thus ignobly firee, command your kx>ks 
(They may be taught obedience) to reflect 
The aspect of the time. 

Vittoria. And know, fair maid ! 
That if in this unskilled, you stand afene 
Amidst our court of pleasure. 

Eribert. To the feast! 
Now let the red wine foam I — There should be 

mirth 

When conquerors revel I — Lords of this fair isle! 
Your good swords' heritage, crown each bowl^ and 

pledge 

The present and the future! for they both 
Look brightly on us. Dost thou smUe, my bride 1 

Vittoria. Yes, Eribert! — thy prophecies of joy 
Have taught e'en me to smile. 

Eribert. 'Tis well. To-day 
I have won a fair and almost royal bride; 
To-morrow — ^let the bright sun speed his course, 
To waft me happiness ! — my proudest foes 
Must die — and then my slumber shall be laid 
On rose-leaves, with no envious fold, to mar 
The luxury of its visions ! — Fair Vittoria, 
Your looks are troubled I 

Vittoria. It is strange, but oft, 
'Midst festal songs and garlands, o'er my soul 
Death comes, With some dull image ! as you spoke 
Of those whose blood is claimed, I thought for 

them 

Who, in a darkness thicker than the night 
E'er wove with all her clouds, have pined so long : 
How blessed were the stroke which makes them 

things 

Of that invisible world, wherein, we trust. 
There is, at least, no bondage ! — But should we 
From such a scene as this, where all earth's joys 
Contend for mastery, and the very sense 
Of life is rapture ; should ve pass, I say. 
At once from such excitements to the void 
And' silent gloom of that which doth await us — 
—Wore it not dreadful 1 

Eribert. Banish such dark thoughts ! 
They ill beseem the hour. . 
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VUtoria. Then is no hour 
Of this myaterioQs world, in joy or wo, 
But they beseem it well !— Why, what a slight, 
Impalpable bound is that, th' unseen, which 
Being fix>m death I— And who can tell how near 
Its misty brink he stands? 

nrtt NobU {a9ide.) What mean her words t 

Steond Noble. There's some dark mystery here. 

Eribert. No more of this I 
Pour the bright juice which Etna's glowing vines 
Yield to the conquerors ! And let music's voice 
Dispel these ominous dreams t— Wake, harp and 

songi 
Swell out your triumph ! 

A MESSENGER entan^ beaJriog a bOer. . 

Messenger . Pardon, my good lord ! 
But this demands— — 

Eribert. WhaA means thy breathless haste 1 
And that ill-boding mien 1— Away ! such looks 
Befit not hours like these. 

Messenger. The Lord de Coud 
Bade me bear this, and say, 'tis fraught with tidings 
Of life and death. 

VUCoria (hurriedly). Is this a time for aught 
But revelry 1 — My lord, these dull intrusions 
Mar the bright spirit of the festal scene ! 

Eribert (to the Messenger). Hence! tell the 
Lord de Couci we will talk 
Of life and death to-mormw. 

[Exit Messenger. 
Let there be 
Around me none but joyous looks to-day, 
And strains whose very echoes wake to mirth ! 
(A band qf the conspirators enter ^ to the sound 
qfmusic^ disguised as shepherds^ baccfia- 

Eribert. What forms are these?— What means 

this antic triumph 1 
VfttoHa. 'Tis but a rustic pageant, by my vassals 
Prepared to grace our bridal. Will you not 
Hear their wild music 1 Our Sicilian vales 
Have many a sweet and mirthful melody, 
To which the glad heart bounds. — Breathe ye some 

strain 
Meet for the time, ye sons of Sicily ! 

(OTie oftfie Masquers sings.) 
The festal eve, o'er earth and sky, 
In her sunset robe, looks bright, 
And the purple hills of Sicily, 

With their vineyards, laugh in light j 
From the marble cities of her plains 

Glad voices mingling swell ; 
^-But with yet more loud and lofty strainS| 
They shall hail the Vesper-bell ! 

Oh ! sweet its tones, when the summer breean 

Their cadence wafts afer, 
To float o'er the blue Sicilian seas, 

As they gleam to the first pale star! 



The shepherd gleets them on his height, 

The hermit in his cell ; 
—But a deeper power shall breathe, to-night, 
In the sound of the Vesper-belll 

[The bell rings. 
Eribert —It is the hour 1— Hark, harki— my 
. bride, our summons ! 
The akar is prepared and crowned with fiowem 
That wait— 

Vittoria. The victim! 

(A tumult heard without.) 
FROCIDA and MONTALBA. enter, with oiben^ arnwd. 

Procida. Strike! the hour is come ! 
Vittoria. Welcome, avengers, welcome ! Now, 
be strong ! 

( T%c conspirators throw off their disguise^ 
and rushj toith their swords drawn^ upon 
the Provencals. Eribert is wounded, and 
faUs. 
Procida. Now hath fete reached thee in thy 
mid career, 
Thou reveller in a nation's agonies 

( T%e Provengals are driven off, andpursued 
by the Sicilians.) 
Constance (supporting jBriftcr*).. My brother! 

oh ! my brother ! 
Eribert. Have I stood 
A leader in the battle-fields of kings, 
To perish thus at last 1 — Ay, by these pangs, 
And this strange chill, that heavily doth creep 
Like a slow poison, through my curdling veins. 
This should be — death I — In sooth a dull exchange 
For the gay bridal feast I 

Voices (without). Remember Conradin ! — spare 

none, spare none I 
Vittoria (throwing off her bridal wreath and 
ornaments). This is proud freedom. Now 
my soul may cast. 
In generous scorn, her mantle of dissembling 
To earth for ever ! — And it is such joy, 
As if a captive, from his dull, cold cell. 
Might soar at once on chartered wing to range 
The realms of starred infinity ! — Away ! 
Vain mockery of a bridal wnath I The hour 
For which stem patience ne'er kept watch in vain 
Is come ; and I may give my bursting heart 
Full and indignant scope.-^Now, Eribert ! 
Believe in retribution ! What, proud mab I 
Prince, ruler, conqueior ! didst thou deem Heaven 

slept? ' 

" Or that the unseen, immoital ministers, 
" Ranging the world, to note e'en purposed crime 
" In- burning characters, had laid aside 
Their everiasUng attributes for thee ? 
— Oh ! blind security ! — He, in whose dread hand 
The lightnings vibrate, holds them back, until 
The trampler of this goodly earth hath reached 
His pyraiiiid4Might of power; thntsohis&ll 
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May, with more fearful oracleB, make pale 
Man's crowned oppTesBora I 

Canstanee. Oh ! reproach him not ! 
His soul is trembling on the dizzy biink 
Of that dim world where pasdon may not enter. 
Leave him in peace. 

Voices (trithatU). Anjoo, Anjou k— De Couci to 
the refuel 

EHbert (kalf-raUing hinue^). My brave Pro- 
vencals ! do ye combat still 1 , 
And I, yoar chief, am here ! — Now, now I feel 
That death indeed is bitter 

ViUaria. Fare thee well ! 
Thine eyes so oft, with their insulting smile, 
Have k)oked on man's last pangs, thou shouldst, 

by this, 
Be perfect bow to die! [ExUViUoria, 

RADfOND entaia 

Raimond. Away, my Ck>n8tancel 
Now is the time for flight Our daughtering bands 
Are scattered far and wide. A little while 
And thou shalt be in safety. Knowest thou not 
That k>w sweet vale, where dwells the holy man, 
Ansalmo 1 He whose hermitage is reared 
'Mid some old temple's ruins Y — Round the spot 
His name hath spread so pure and deep a charm, 
'Tis haUowed as a sanctuary, wherein 
Thou shah securely bide, till this wild storm 
Have spent its fury. Haste! 

Corutanee. I will not 6yl 
While in his heart there is one thirob of life, 
One spark in his dim eyes, I will not leave 
The brother of my youth to perish thus, 
Without one kindly bosom to sustain 
His dying head. 

Eriberi. The clouds are darkening round. 
There are strange voices ringing in mine ear 
That summon me— to what?— But I have been 
Used to command 1— Away ! I will not die 
But on the field-— [Efo die*. 

Onutance (kneeling by him). Oh Heaven ! be 
merdful, 
As thou aft just !— for he is now where nought 
But mercy can avail him! — It is past t 

GUTDO enien, with his sword drawn. 

Ouido (to Eainumd). I'ye sought thee long- 
Why art thou lingering heral 
Haste, foUow me (—Suspicion with thy name 
Joins that word — Traitorl 

Bqinumd. Traitor !— Guide 1 

Guido, Yes! 
Hast thou not heard that, with hb men-at-aims, 
After vain conflict with a people's wrath, 
De Coud hath escaped 7 — And there are those 
Who murmur that from thee the warning came 
Which saved him firom our vengeance. But e'en 

yet 
In the red euirent of Provencal blood 



That doubt may be effaced. Draw thy good 

sword, 
And follow me I 

Raimond. And tJu>u couldst doubt me, Guidot 
'Tis come to this ! — ^Away! mistrust me still. 
I will not stain my sword with deeds like thine. 
Thou knowest me not ! 

Guido. Raimond di Prodda! 
If thou art he whom once I deemed so noble- 
Call me thy friend no more ! [Exit Ouido, 

Raimond (qfter a pauae). Rise, dearest, rise! 
Thy duty's task hath nobly been fulfilled, 
E'en in the face of death : but all is o'er. 
And this is now no place where nature's tean 
In quiet sanctity may fireely flow. 
— Hark ! the wild sounds that wait on fearful deeds 
Are swelling on the winds, as the deep roar 
Of fast-advancing billows; and for thee 
I shame not thus to tremble. — Speed, oh, speed! 

{Exeunt, 



ACT THE FOURTH. 

8CENB I. — A STREET W PALERMO. 

FROCXDA eoten 

PYbeida. How strange and deep a stillness loads 
the air, 
As with the power of midnight I — Ay, where death 
Hath passed, there should be silence. — But this 

hush 

Of nature's heart^this breathlessness of all things^ 
Doth press on thought too heavily, and the sky, 
With its dark robe of purple thunderclouds 
Brooding in sullen masses, o'er my spirit 
Weighs like an omen! — Wherefore should this 

be7 

Is not our task achieved, the mighty woHc 
Of our dehverance 7 — Yes ; I should be joyous : 
But this our feeble nature, with its quick 
Instinctive superstitbns, will drag down 
Th' ascending soul. — And I have fearful bodings 
That treachery lurks amongst us. — Raimond I 

Raimond 1 

Oh ! Guilt ne'er made a mien like his its garb I 
It can not be ! 

MONTALBA, GUIDO, and other SiclliaiM^ enter. 

Prodda, Wdcbme ! we meet in joy! 
Now may we bear ourselves erect, resuming 
The kingly port of freemen ! Who shall dare, 
After this proof of slavery's dread recoil, 
To weave us chains again!— Ye have done weU. 

Montaiba. We have done well. There need no 
choral song, 
No shouting multitudes to blazon forth 
Our stern exploits.-^The oUence of oui foes 
Doth vouch enough, and they are laid to rest 
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I>eep as the sword could make it. Yet oar task 
Is still but half achieved, since, with his bands, 
De Couci hath escaped, and doubtless, leads 
Their footsteps to Messina, where our foes 
Will gather all their strength. Determined hearts. 
And deeds to startle earth, are yet required, 
To make the mighty sacrifice complete. — 
Where is thy son? 

Procida. I know not. Once last night 
He crossed my path, and with one stroke beat down 
A sword just raised to smite me, and restored 
My own, which in that deadly strife had been 
Wrenched from my grasp : but when I would 

have pressed him 
To my exulting bosohi, he drew back, 
And with a sad, and yet a scornful, smile, 
Full of strange meaning, left me. Since that hour 
I have not seen liim. Wherefore didst thou aski 

Montalba. It matters not. We have deeper 
things to speak of. — 
Knowest thou that we have traitors in our coun- 
cils? 

Procida. I know some voice in secret must have 
warned 
De Couci ; or his scattered bands had ne'er 
So soon been marshalled, and in close array 
Led hence as from the field. Hast thou hoard 

aught 
That may develope this ? 

Montalba. The guards we set 
To watch the city-gates have seized, thi? mom, 
One whose quick fearful glance, and hurried step 
Betrayed his guilty purpose. Mark! he bore 
(Amidst the tumult deeming that his flight 
Might all unnoticed pass) these scrolls to him, 
The fugitive Provencal. Read and judge ! 

Procida. Where is this messenger 1 

Montalba. Where should he be ? — 
They slew him in^heir wrath. 

Procida. Unwisely done 1 
Give me the scrolls. [He read*. 

Now, if there he such things 
As may to death add sharpness, yet delay 
The pang which gives release; if there be power 
In execration, to call down the fires 
Of yon avenging Heaven, whose x&pid shafts 
But for such guilt were aimless ; be they heaped 
Upon the traitor's head ! — Scorn make his name 
Her niark for ever ! 

Montalba. In our passionate blindness, 
We send forth curses, whose deep stings recoil 
Oft on ourselves. 

Procida. Whate'er fate hath of ruin 
Fall on his house !■— What ! to resign again 
That freedom for whose sake our souls have now 
Engrained themselves in blood ! — Why, who is he 
That hath devised this treachery ^— To thescidl 
Why fixed he not his name, so stamping it 
With an iamiortal infiuny, whoae brand 



Might warn men firom him? — ^Who should be so 

vile? . 
Alberti ? — In his eye is that which ever 
Shrinks from encountering mine! — But no! hu 

race 
Is of the noblest — Oh ! he could not shame 
That high descent!— Urbino?—€onti?— Not 
They too are deeply pledged. — There 's one name 

more! 
— I can not utter it ! — ^Now shall I read 
Each face with cold suspicion, which doth blot 
From man's high mien its native royalty, 
And seal his noble forehead with the impress 
Of its own vile imaginings ! — Speak your thoughts, 
Montalba ! Guide ! — Who should this man be? 

Montalba. Why, what Sicilian youth unsheathed 
last night 
HIb sword to aid our ibes, and turned its edge 
Against his country's chiefii — ^He that did <Ats, 
May well be deemed for guiltier treason ripe. 

Procida. And who is he? 

Montalba. Nay, ask thy son. 

Procida. My son ! 
What should he know of such a reoreant heart 1 
Speak, Guide ! thou 'rt his friend ! 

Guido. I would not wear 
The brand of such a name ! 

Procida. How I what means this? 
A flash of light breaks in iq)on my soul ! 
Is it to blast me ? — Yet the fearful doubt 
Hath crept in darkness through my thoughts be 

fore, 
And been flung from them. — ^Silence! — Speak not 

yet! 
I would be calm, and meet the thunder-burst 
With a strong heart. [A pause. 

Now, what have I to hear? 
Your tidings? 

Guido. Briefly, 't was your son did thus ; 
He hath disgraced your name. 

Procida. My son did thus I 
Are thy words oracles, that I should search 
Their hidden meaning out ? — What did my son? 
I have forgot the tale. — Repeat it, quick ! 

Guido. 'Twill burst upon thee all too soon. 
While we 
Were busy at the dark and solemn rites 
Of retribution ; while we bathed the earth 
In red libations, which will consecrate 
The soil they mingled with to freedom's step 
Through the long march of ages ; 'twas hi» task 
To shield from danger a Provencal maid. 
Sister of him whose cold oppressbn stung 
Our hearts to madness. 

Montalba. What ! should she be spared 
To keep that name from perishing on earth? 
— I crossed them in their path, and raised my sword 
To smite her in her champion's arms. — We 
fi)ught — 
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The boy diBanned 1110! — And I live to tell 
My shame, and wveak my vengeance \ 

Guido. Who but he 
Coald warn De Couci, or devise the guilt 
These scrolk reveal?— Hath not the traitor still 
Sought, with his fair and specious eloquence, 
To win us from our purpose 1— All things seem 
Leagued to unmask him. 

MofUalba. Know you not there came 
E'en in the banquet's hour, from this De Coud, 
One, bearing unto Eribert the tidings 
Of all our purposed deeds?— And have we not 
Proof, as the noon-day dear, that Raimond loves 
The sister of that tyrant ? 

Procida. There was one 
Who mourned for being childless !— Let him now 
Feast o'er his children's graves, and I will join 
The revelry! 

MorUalba (apart). You shall be childless too ! 

Procida. Was 't you, Montalba?— Now rejoice! 
I«y. 
There is no name so near you that its stains 
Should call the fevered and indignant blood 
To your dark cheek ! — But I will dash to earth 
The weight that presses on my heart, and then 
Be glad as thou art. 

Montalba. What means this, my lord ? 
Who hath seen gladness on Montalba's mien? 

Procida. Why, should not all be glad who have 
no «ons 
To tarnish their bright name? 

Montalba. I am not used 
To bear with mockery. 

Procida. Friend ! By yon high Heaven, 
1 mock thee not ! — 'tis a proud fate, to live 
Alone and unallied. — Why, what's alone? 
A word whose sense is— ^re« / — Ay, free from all 
The venomed stings implanted in the heart 
By those it bves. — Oh ! I could laugh to think 
O'th' joy that riots in baronial halls. 
When the word comes — " A son is bom !" — A «m/ 
—They should say thud—" He that shall knit your 

brow 
To furrows^ not of years ; and bid your vje 
Cluail its proud glance; to tell the earth its 
shame, — | 

Is bom, and so, rejoice !"— Then might we feast, | 
And know the cause : — Were it not excellent ? | 

Montalba. This is all idle. There are deeds to 
do; 
Arouse thee, Procida I 

Procida. Why, am I not 
Calm as immortal Justice ? — She can strike, 
And yet be passionless— and thus will I. 
I know thy meaning. — Deeds to do ! — 'tis well. 
They shall be done ere thought on. — Gb ye forth; 
There is a youth who calls himself my son, I 

His name is — Raimond — in his eye is light 
Tlua shows like truth— but be not ye deceived * > 



Bear him in chains before us. We will sit 
To-day in judgment, and the skies shall see 
The strength which girds our nature.— Will not 

this ^ . 

Be glorious, brave Montalba?— Linger not, 
Ye tardy messengenl for there are things 
Which ask the speed of storms. 

[Exeunt Outdo and others. 
Is not this well ? 
Montalba. 'Tis noble. Keep thy spirit to this 
proud height, 
(Aside) And then— be desolate like me !— my woos 
Will at the thought grow light. 
I^ocida. What now remains 
To be prepared 1 — There should be solemn pomp 
To grace a day like this.— Ay, breaking hearts 
Require a drapery to conceal their throbs 
From cold inquiring eyes ; and it must be 
Ample and rich, that so their gaze may not 
Explore what hes beneath. 

[Exit Procida. 
Montalba. Now this is well ! 
— I hate this Procida; for he hath won 
In all our councils that ascendancy 
And mastery o'er bold hearts, which should have 

been 
Mine by a thousand claims. — Had he the strength 
Of wrongs like mine? — No! for that name — his 

country — 
Ek strikes — my vengeance hath a deeper fount r 
But there 's dark joy in this ! — ^And fate hath barred 
My soul from every other. 

[Exit Montalba. 

SCENE II. — A HERMITAGE, SURROUNDED BT TBI 
RUINS OF AN ANCIENT TEMPLE. 

CONCTANCR AMSEUia 

Constance. 'Tie stnnge he comes not! — ^Is not 
this the still 

And sultry hour of noon? — He should have been 
Here by the day-break. — Was there not a voice? 
— " No ! 'tis the shrill Cicsda, with glad life 
Peopling these marble rains, as it sports 
Amidst them, in the sun. — Hark I yet again!" 
No ! no !— Forgive me, father! that I bring 
Earth's restless griefs and pasrions to disturb 
The stillness of thy holy solitude; 
My heart is full of care. 

Anselmo. There is no place 
So hallowed, as to be unvisited 
By mortal cares. Nay, whither should we go. 
With our deep griefe and passions, but to scenes 
Lonely and still ; where he that made our hearts 
Will speak to them in whispen? I have known 
Affliction too, my daughter. 

Constance. Hark 1 his step I 
I know it well— he comes— my Raimond, wel- 
come! 
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VnrORlA enteB^ CONOTANCE duinks back od percelr- 
ingher. 

Oh Heaven! that aspect tells a fearful tale. 

Vittoria {not observing her). There is a doud 
of horror on my sool; 
And on thy words, Anselmo, peace doth wait, 
Even as an echo, following the sweet close 
Of some divine and solemn harmony : 
Therefore I sought thee now. Oh! speak to me 
Of holy things, and names, in whose deep sound 
Is power to bid the tempests of the heart 
Sink, like a storm rebuked. 

Anaelmo. What recent grief 
Darkens thy spirit thus 1 

VUtoria. I said not grief. 
We should rejoice to-day, but joy is not 
That which it hath been. In the flowers which 

wreathe 
Its mantling cup theie u a scent unknown, 
Fraught with some strange delirium. All things 

now 
Have changed their nature; still, I say, rejoice! 
There is a cause, Anselmol— We are free, 
Free and avenged 1 — ^Yet on my soul there hangs 
A darkness, heavy as th' oppressive gloom 
Of midnight phantasies. — Ay, for thia^ too, 
There is a cause. 

Anselmo. How say'st thou, we are free? 
There may have raged, within Palermo's walls, 
Some brief wild tumult, but too well I know 
They call the stranger, lord. 

VUtoria. Who calls the dead 
Conqueror or lord 1 — Hush ! breathe it not aloud, 
The wild winds must not hear it 1 — Yet, again, 
I tell thee, we are free ! 

Anaelmo. Thine eye hath looked 
On fearful deeds, for still their shadows hang 
O'er its dark orb. — Speak! I adjure thee, say, 
How hath this work been wrought^ 

Vittoria. Peace! ask me not! 
Why shouldst thou hear a tale to send thy blood 
Back on its fount 1 — We can not wake them now! 
The storm is in my soul, but they are all 
At rest ! — Ay, sweetly may the daughtered babe 
By its dead mother sleep; 'and warlike men 
Who 'midst the slain have slumbered oft before. 
Making the shield their pillow, may repose 
Well, now their toils are done. — ^Is 't not enough ? 

Constance. Meroiiiil Heaven I have such things 
been? And yet 
There is no shade come o'er the laughing sky I 
— I am an outcast now. 

Anselmo. O Thou, whose ways 
Clouds mantle fearfully ; of all the blind, 
But ^rrible, ministers that work thy wrath. 
How much is man the fiercest 1 — Others know 
Their limits — Yes I the earthquakes, and the 

storms, 
And the volcanoes! — He alone o'erleapa 



The bounds of retribution l—Couldst thoa gaaas, 
Vittoria! with thy woman's heart and eye^, 
On such dread scenes unmoved 1 

Vittoria. Was it for me 
To stay th' avenging sword 1 — ^No, though it 

pierced 
My very soul 1— "Hark, haik, what thrilling 

shrieks 
Ring through the air around me!— Canst thou not 
Bid them be hushed I— Oh! look ngt on me thus I 

Anselmo, Lady! thy thoughts lend sternness 
to the looks 
Which are but sad!"— Have all then perished 1 

aU? 
Was there no mercy 

Vittoria, Mercy 1 it hath been 
A word forbidden as th' unhallowed names 
Of evil powers. — Yet one there was who dared 
To own the guilt of pity, and to aid 
The victims ! but in vain. — Of him no more I 
He is a traitor, and a traitor's death 
Will be hu meed. 

Constance {coming forward). Oh Heaven 1 — 
his name, his name! 
Is it — ^it can not he! 

VUtoria {starting). Thou here, pale girl ! 
I deemed thee with the dead 1— How hast thoa 

'scaped 
The snare !— Who saved thee, last of all thy race 1 
Was it not he of whom I spake e'en now, 
Raimond di Procida? 

Constance. It is enough. 
Now the storm breaks upon me, and I sink! • 
Must he too die? 

Vittoria, Is it ev'n so?— Why then, 
Live on-;^hou hast the arrow at thy heart ! 
" Fix not on me thy sad reproachful eyes," 
I mean not to betray thee. Thou may'st live! 
Why should death bring thee his oblivious bahna? 
He visits but the happy. — Didst thou ask 
If Raimond too must die ? — It is as sure 
As that his blood ia on thy head, for thou 
Didst win him to this treason. 

Constance. " When did man 
Call mercy, treason ?-r-Take my life, but save 
My noble Raimond! 

Vittoria. Maiden !" he must die. 
E'en now the youth before his judges stands. 
And they are men who, to the voice of prayer, 
Are as the rock \a to the murmured sigh 
Of sununer-waves ; ay, though a father sit 
On their tribunal. Bend thou not to me. 
What wouldst thou? 

Constance. Mercy! — Oh! wert thou to plead 
But with a look, e'en yet he might be saved I 
If thou hast ever loved — 

VUtoria, If I have loved? 

It is that k>ve forbids me to relent ; 

I am what it hath made me. — O'er my soul 
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Lightning hath puned, and wared it. Could I 

wecji, 
I then might pity — ^bot it will not be. 

Corutanee, Oh! thou wilt yet relent, fir wo- 
man*a heart 
Was formed to tuffer and to melt 

VUtana, Away I 
Why should I pify theel — Thou wilt but prove 
What I have known before— and yet I live! 
Nature ia ationg, and it may all be borne— 
The ack impatient yearning of the heart 
For that which is not ; and the weary sense 
Of the dull void, wherewith our homes have been 
Circled by death; yes^ all things may be borne! 
All, save remorse.— But I will noi bow down 
My spirit to that dark power: — there wu no 

guilt! 
Ansehnol wherefore didst thou talk of guilt 1 

Anselmo, Ay, thus doth sensitive oonsdenee 
quicken thought, 
Lending reproachful voices to a breeze 
Keen lightning to a iook. 

VUtaria, Leave me in peacel 
b't not enough that I should have a sense 
Of things thou canst not see, all wild and dark, 
And of unearthly whispen, haunting me 
With dread suggestions, but that thy cold words. 
Old man, should gall me tool— Must all conspire 
Against me?— Oh! thou beautiful spirit ! wont 
To shine upon my dreams With looks of love, 
Where art thaa vanished 1 — ^Was it not the thought 
Of thee which urged roe to the fearful task, 
And wilt thou now forsake me? — I must seek 
The shadowy woods again, for there, perchance. 
Still may thy voice be in my twilight-paths ; 
—Here I but meet despair ! [ExU Vitioria. 

Ansiemo {to Constarue). Despair not thoUf 
My daughter ! — he that purifies the heart 
With grief, will lend it strength. 

Constance {endeavouring to route herself). Did 
she not say 
That some one was to die? 

Anselmo. I tell thee not 
Thy pangs are vain — for nature will have way. 
Earth must have tears ; yet in a heart like thine, 
Faith may not yield its place. 

Constance. Have I not heard 
Some fearful tale?— Who said, that there should 

rest 
Blood on my soul? — ^What blood? — I never bore 
Hatred, kind father, unto aught that breathes ; 
Raimond doth know it well. — Raimond ! — High 

Heaven, 
It bursts upon me now!— and he must die ! 
For my sake— e'en for mine ! 

Anselmo. Her words were strange, 
And her proud mind seemed half to firenzy 

wrought — 
— Perchance this may not be ! 



Constance. It must not be. 
VThy do I hnger here? [Ske rises to depart 

Ansdmo. Where wouldst thou go? 

Constance. To give their stem and unrelenting 
hearts 
A victim in his stead. 

Anselmo. Stay ! wouldst thou rush 
On certain death? 

Constance. I may not folter now. 

Is not the life of woman all bound up 
In her affections?^ What hath sKe to do 
In this bleak world alone? — It may be well 
For man on his triumphal course to move, 
Uncumbered by soft bonds ; but ire were bom 
For love and grief. 

Anselmo. Thou feir and gentle thing. 
Unused to meet a glance which doth not speak 
Of tenderness or homage ! how shouldst thou 
Bear the hard aspect of unpitying men, 
Or face the king of terron'> 

Constance. There is strength 
Deep bedded in our hearts, of which we reck 
But little, till the shafts of heaven have pierced 
Its fragile dwelling. — Must not earth be rent 
Before her gems are found ? — Oh ! now I feel 
Worthy the generous love which hath not shunned 
To look on death for me ! — My heart hath given 
Birth to as deep a courage, and a faith 
As high in its devotbn. 

[Exit Constance. 

Anselmo. She is gone ! 
Is it to perish? — God of mercy! lend 
Power to my voice, that so its prayer may save 
This pure and lofly creature! — ^I will follow — 
But her young footstep and heroic heart 
Will bear her to destruction faster far 
Than I can track her path. 

[Exit Anselmo 

BCZliK III.— HALL OP A PUBLIC BUILDING. 

ntOCIDA, MONTALBA, GUIDO; and oihei^ seated ssoo 
aTribunaL 

Procida. The mom lowered darkly, but the sun 
hath now, 
With fierce and angry splendour, through the 

clouds 
Burst forth, as if impatient to behold 
This, our high triumph. — Lead the prisoner in. 
{Raimond is brought in fettered and guarded.) 
Why, what a bright and fearless brow is here ! 
— ^Is this man guilty? — ^Look on him, Montalbal 
Montalba. Be firm. Should justaoe fidter at a 

look? 
Procida. No, thou sa/st weD. Her eyes are 
filleted. 
Or should be so. Thou, that dost call thyself- 
— ^But no ! I will not breathe a traitor's nam»— 
Speak I thou art arraigned of treason. 
Raimond, I arraign 
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You, before whom I gtand, of darker guilt, 
lb the bright face of Heaven ; and your own hearts 
Give echo to the charge. Your very looks 
Have ta'en the stamp of crime, and seem to shrink, 
With a perturbed and hagganl wildness, back 
From the too-searching light.— Why, what hath 

wrought 
This change on noble brows 1 — There is a voice, 
With a deep answer, lising from the blood 
Your hands have coldly shed I— Ye are of those 
From whom just men recoil, with curdling veins, 
All thrilled by life's abhorrent consciousness, 
And sensitive feeling of a murderer's presence. 
— Away! come down from your tribunal-seat, 
Put off your robes of state, and let your mien 
Be pale and humbled ; for ye bear about you 
That which repugnant earth doth sicken at. 
More than the pestilence. — That I shoukl live 
To see my father shrink ! 

Procida. Montalba, speak I 

There 's something chokes my voice — but fear me 

not 

Montalba, If we must plead to vindicate our acts. 

Be it when thou hast made thine own look clear ; 

Most eloquent youth ! What answer canst thou 

make 
To this our charge of treason ?- 

Raxmond. I will plead 
That cause before a mightier judgment-throne, 
Where merey is not guilt. But here, I feel 
Too buoyantly the glory and the joy 
Of my free spirit's whiteness ; for e'en now 
Th' embodied hideousnees of crime doth seem 
Before me glaring out.— Why, I saw thee^ 
Thy foot upon an aged warrior's breast. 
Trampling out nature's last convulsive heavings. 
— And thou — iky s«rord — Oh, valiant chief !—is 

yet 
Red from the noble stroke which pierced, at once, 
A mother and the babe, whose little life 
Was from her bosom drawn !— Immortal deeds 
For bards to hymn ! 

Chiido {aside). I look upon his mien, 
And waver. Can it be? My boyish heart . 
Deemed him so noble once ! Away, weak thoughts ! 
Why should I shrink, aa if the guilt were mintj 
From his proud glance) 

Procida. Oh, thou dissembler! t^ou. 
So skilled to clothe with virtue's generous flush 
The hollow cheek of cold hypocrisy. 
That, with. thy guilt made manifest, I can scarce 
Believe thee guilty ! Look on me, and say 
Whose was the secret warning voice, that saved 
0e Couci with his bands, to join oUr foes, 
And forge new fetters for th' indignant land? 
Whose was thU treachery? 

[Skowa kvm. papcre. 
Who hath promised here, 
(Belike to appease the mands of the dead,) 



At midnight to unfold Palermo's gates. 

And welcome in the foe? Who hath done this, 

But thou, a tyrant's friend? 

Raimond. Who hath done this? 
Father !— if I may call thee by that name- 
Look, with thy piercing eye, on those whose smiles 
Were masks that hid their daggere. — There, per- 
chance. 
May lurk what loves not light too strong. Forme, 
I know but this — there needs no deep research 
To prove the truth— that murderers may be tniitora 
Ev'n to each other. 

Procida {to Montalba). His unaltering cheek 
Still vividly doth hold its natural hue, 
And his eye quails not !— Is this innocence ? 

Montalba. No ! 'tis th' unshrinking hazdihood 
of crime. 
— Thou bearest a gallant mien !— But where is she 
Whom thou hast bartered fame and life to save, 
The fiur Provencal maid?— What, knowest thou 

not 
That this alone were guilt, to death allied ? 
Was 't not our law that he who spared a foe, 
(And is she not of that detested race ?) 
Should thenceforth be amongst us tw a foe? 
.—Where hast thou borne her ?— speak ! 

Raimond. That Heaven, whose eye 
Burns up thy soul with its far-searching glance, 
Is with her; she is safe. ^ 

Procida. And by that word 
Thy doom b sealed.— Oh God ! that I had died 
Before this bitter hour, in the full strength 
And glory of my heart ! 

CONSTANCE enten^ and rushes to RAIMOND. 

Constance. Oh ! ait thou found ? 
—But yet, to find thee thus !— Chains, chains for 

thee I 
My brave, my noble love !— Off with these bonde j 
Let him be free as air : — for. I am come 
To be your victim now. 

Raimond. Death has no pang 
More keen than this.— Oh ! wherefore art thou here? 
I could have died so calmly, deeming thee 
Saved, and at peace. 

Constance. At peace 1— And thou hast thought 
Thus poorly of my love ?— But woman's breast 
Hath strength to suffer too. — Thy father sits 
On this tribunal ; Raimond, which is he ? 

Raimond. My father !— who hath lulled thy gen- 
tle heart 
With that false hope ?— Beloved ! gaze around— 
See, if thine eye can trace a father's soul 
In the dark looks bent on us. 

Constance {qfter earnestly examining the anin- 
tenanceso/the judges, falls at the feet qf Pro- 
cida). Thou art he ! 
Nay, turn thou not away ! — for I beheld 
Thy proud lip quiver, and a watery mist 
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Ptos o'er thy troubled eye; uid t^ien I knew 
Thou wen his father I— Spare him ! — take my Me ! 
In tmth a worthless sacrifice for his, 
But yet mine all. — Oh ! he hath still to ran 
A. long bright race of glory. 

Raimond, Constance, peace i 
1 look upon thee, and my failing heart 
la as a broken reed. 

Corutanc^ (stiU addreasing Procidd). Oh, yet 
reknt! 
If 'twas his crime to rescue me, behold 
I come to be the atonement ! Let him lira 
To crown thine age with honour. — In thy heart 
There's a deep conflict ; but great nature pleads 
With an o'ermastering voice, and thou wilt yield ! 
— Thou art his father 1 

Procida (after a pause). Maiden, thou 'rt de- 
ceived! 
I am as calm as that dead pause of nature 
Ere the liill thunder bursts. — A judge is not 
Father or finend. Who calls this man my son 1 
— My son ! — Ay ! thus his mother proudly smiled — 
But she was noble ! — ^Traitors stand alone, 
Loosed from aU ties.— Why should I trifle thusl 
— Bear her away I 

Raimond {starting forward). And whither? 

Montalba,. Unto death. 
Why should she tive when all her race have pe- 
rished^ 

Conttanee (ainking into the arms of Raimtmd). 
Raimond, farewell ! — Oh ! when thy star hath 



To its bright noon, forget not, best beloved, 
X died for thee! 

Raimond. High Heaven I thou seest these things; 
And yet endurest them ! — Shalt thou die for me, 
Purest and lovetiest being 1 — but our fate 
May not divide us long. Her cheek is cold — 
Her deep blue eyes are closed — Should this be 

death! 
— If thus, there yet were mercy ! — Father, fiither I 
Is thy heart human 1 

Procida. Bear her hence, I say ! 
Why must my soul be torn 1 

ANSELMO enters^ holding a Cruclflz. 

Anselmo. Now, by this sign 
Of Heaven's prevailing love, ye shall not harm 
One ringlet of her head. — How ! is there not 
Enough of blood upon your burthened souls 1 
Will not the visions of your midnight couch 
Be wild and dark enough, but ye must heap 
Crime upon crime 1 — Be ye content : — ^your dreams, 
Your councils, and your banquetings, will yet 
Be haunted by the voice which doth not sleep, 
E'en though this maid be. spared! — Constance, 

lookup! 
Thoosfaaltnotdie. 



Rairrumd, Oh! death e'en now hath veiled 
The light of her soft beauty. Wake, my love ! 
Wake at my voice ! 

Procida. Ansehno, lead her hence. 
And let her live, but never meet my sight. 
— Begone I— My heart vri!l l)uist. 

Raimond. One last embrace I 
— Again life's rose is opening on her cheek ; 
Yet must we part. So love is crushed on earth ! 
But there are brighter worlds !— Farewell, farewell I 
{He gives her to the care of Anselmo.) 

Constance {slowly recovering). There was a 
voice which called me. Am I not 
A spirit freed from earth?' Have I not passed 
The bitterness of death ? 

Anselmo. Oh, haste away ! 

Constance. Yesl Raimond calls me. He too is 
released 
From his cold bondage. We are free at last. 
And all is well— Away ! 

{She is led out by Anselmo.) 

Raimond. The pang is o'er. 
And I have but to die. 

Montalba. Now, Procida, 
Comes thy great task. Wake 'summon to thine aid 
All thy deep soul's commanding energies ; 
For thou — a chief among us — must pronounce 
The sentence of thy son. It rests with thee. 

Procida. Ha ! ha !— Men's hearts should be of 
softer mould 
Than in the elder time. Fathers oould doom 
Their children then with an unfidtering voice, 
And we must tremble thus ! Is it not said, 
That nature grows degenerate, earth being now 
So full of days 1 

Montalba. Rouse up thy mighty heart 

Procida. Ay, thou sayeat right There yet an 
souls which tower 
As landmarks to mankind. WeU, what's the task 1 
— There is a man to be condemned, you say ? 
Is he then guilty 1 

All. Thus we deem of him 
With, one accord. 

Procida. And hath he nought to plead 1 

liaimond: Nought but a soul unstained. 

Procida. Why, that is little. 
Stains on the soul are but as conscience deems 

them. 
And conscience — ^may be seared. — But, Ibr this 

sentence ! 

— Was 't not the penalty imposed on man, 
E'en from creation's dawn, that he must db 1 
— It was: thus making guilt a sacrifice 
Unto eternal justice ; and we but 
Obey Heaven's mandate, when we cast dark souls 
To th' elements from amongst us.— Be it so! 
Such be his doom ! — ^I have said. Ay, now my 
heart 
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Li girt with adamant, whose cold weight doth prem 
Its gtopings down.--OffI let me breathe in free- 
dom! 
— Mountains are on my breast ! {He ainka back.) 

Montaiba. Guards, bear the prisoner 
Back to his dungeon. 

Raimond. Father} oh, look up; 
Thou art my father still 1 

Quido (leaving the TVifrunoZ, throwa himaelfon 
the neck of Raimond). Oh! Raimond, Rai- 
mond! 
If it should be that I have wronged thee, say 
Thou dost forgiVie me. 

Raimond. Friend of my young days, 
So may all-pitying Heaven I 

(Raimond i» led oui.) 

Proeida. Whose Toioe was that*} 

Where b hel — gone 7— now I may breathe once 



In the free air of heaTen. Liet vs away. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. — A PRISON, DIMLT LiaBTED. 

RAIMOND sleeping- FROGIDA enteia 

Pneida. (gazing upon him earnestly). Can 

he then sleep ? — Th* o'erahadowif)!^ night 

hath wrapt 

Earth, at her stated hours — the stars have set 

Their burning watch; and all things hold their 

course 
Of wakefulness and rest ; yet hath not sleep 
Sat on mine eyelids since— but this avails not I 
>— And thus he slumbers ! — " Why, this mien doth 

seem 
As if its soul were but one lofty thought 
Of an immortal destiny !"— his brow 
Is calm as waves whereon the midnight heavens 
Are imaged silently .>— Wake, Raimond, wake! 
Thy rest is deep. 

• Raimond (starting up). My fether!— Where- 
fore here? 
I am prepared to die, yet would 1 not 
Fall by thy hand. 
Proeida. 'Twas not for this I came. 
Raimond. Then wherefore?— and upcm thy 
lofty brow 
Why burns the troubled flush t 

Proeida. Perehance 'tis shame. 
Yes 1 it may well be shame ! — ^for I have striven 
With nature's feebleness, and been overpowered. 
— Howe'erit be, *tis not for thee to gaze. 
Noting it thus. Rise, let me loose thy chains. 
Arise, and follow me; but let thy step 
Fall without sound on earth: I have prepared 
The means for thy escape. 



Raimond. What! thou! the austere, 
The inflexible Proeida! hast thou, done this, 
Deeming me guilty still 1 

i'rocuia. Upbraid me not! 
It is even so. There have been nobler deeds 
By Roman fiithen done, — but I am weak. 
Therefore, again I say, arise ! and haste. 
For the night wanes. Thy fugitive course most 

be 
To realms beyond the deep ; so let ns pazt 
In silence, and for ever. 

Raimond. Let him fly 
Who holds no deep asylum in his breast. 
Wherein to shelter from the scoflii of men I ' 
— I can sleep calinly here. 

Proeida. Art thou in love 
With death and infamy, that so thy choice 
Is made^ lost boy ! when freedom courts thy grasp 1 

Raimond. Father! to set th' irrevocable seal 
Upon that shame wherewith ye have branded me^ 
There needs but flight. What shouU I bear fipoai 

this, , 
My native land % — A blighted name, to rise 
And part me, with its dark remembrances, 
For ever from the sunshine ! — O'er my soul 
Bright shadowings of a nobler destiny 
Float in dim beauty through the gloom; but fiere, 
On earth, my hopes are dosed. 

Proeida. Thy hopes are closed ! 
And what were they to mine 1 — Thou wilt not fly ! 
Why, let all traitors flock to thee, and learn 
How proudly guilt can talk ! — Let fathers rear 
Their offspring henceforth, as the free wild birds 
Foster their young ; when these can mount alone, 
Dissolving nature's bond»~why should it not 
Be so with usi 

Raimond. Oh, Father !— Now I fed 
What high prerogatives bdong to doath. 
lie hath a deep, though voicdess eloquence, 
To which I leave my cause. '* His sdemn veil 
Doth with mysterious beauty clothe our virtute, 
And in its vast, oblivious folds, for ever 
Give shdter to our faults.'' When I am gone, 
The mists of passbn which have dimmed my nama 
Will mdt like day-dreamt; and my memory then 
Will be — ^not what it should have been — ^for I 
Must pass without my fome— but yet, unstained 
As a dear morning dew-drop. Oh! the grave 
Hath rights inviolate as a sanctuarjr's. 
And they should be my own ! 

Proeida. Now, by just Heaven, 
I will not thus be tortured ! — ^Were my heart 
But of thy guiH or innocence assured, 
I could be cdm again. *' But, in this wild 
Suspense,— this conflict and vicissitude 
Of opposite feelings and convictions — What I 
Hath it been mine to temper and to bend 
All spirits to my purpose ; have I raised 
With a severe and passionless energy. 
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From the dread mingling of their el«nents, 
StoniM which have locked the earth 1— And ahall 

I now 
Thus fluctuate, as a feeble feed, the ecom 
And plaything of the winds T' — Look on me, boy ! 
Guilt never dated to meet theee eyea, and keep 
lU heart*B dark aecret doee. Oh, pitying Heaven 1 
Speak to my aoul with eome diead oracle, 
And tell me which u truth. 

Baimond. I will not plead. 
I will not call th' Omnipotent to attert 
My innocence. No, father, in thy heart 
I know my birthright shall be soon restorad ; 
Therefore I look to death, and bid thee speed 
The great abaolver. 

Procida, Oh! my son, my son! 
We will not part in wrath 1— the sternest hearts, 
Within their proud and guarded fastnesses. 
Hide something still, round which their tendrils 

cling 
With a close grai^, unknown to those who dress 
Their love in smiles. And such wert thou to me! 
The all which taught me that my aoul was cast 
In nature's mould. — And I must now hold on 
My desolate course alone! — Why, be it thus! 
He that doth guide a nation's star, should dwell 
High o'er the clouds in regal splitude, 
Sufficient to himself. 

Ratvumd. Yet, on that summit, 
When with her bright wings glory shadows thee, 
Forget not him who coldly sleeps beneath, 
Yet might have soared as high I 

Ptoeida, No, fear thou not! 
Thou It be remembered long. The cankei^worm 
O' th' heart is ne'er Ibfgotten. 

Raimond. ''Oh! not thu»^ 
I would not thtu be thought of.*' 

Procida. L«tmedeem 
Again that thou art base 1 — for thy bright feoks, 
Thy gbrious mien of fearlessness and truth, 
Then would not haunt me as th' avenging powen 
FoUowed the parricide.— Farewell, &reweU I 
I have no tean. — Oh ! thus thy mother looked, 
When, with a sad, yet half-triumphant smile, 
All radiant with deep meaning, from her death-bed 
She gave thee to my arms. 

Raimond. Now death has lost 
His sting, since thou believ'at me innocent 

Procida (wildly). Thou innocent 1— Am I thy 
murderer then % 
Away 1 I tell thee thou hast made my name 
A scorn to men! — ^No I I will not forgive thee; 
A traitor!— What! the blood of Procida 
Filling a traitor's veins! — ^Let the eaith drink it; 
Hum wouldst receive our foes! — ^but they shall 



From thy porfidious lips a wefeome, cold 
As death can make it— Go, prepare thy soul! 
Amnoiut Father! yet hear me! 
16 



Promda, No! thmi 'rt skilled to make 
E'en shame look lair.— Why should I linger thus 1 
{Going to leave thepriaonhs turm back for a 
moment.) 
If there be aught— if aught— for which thou 

need'st 
Forgiveness— not of me, but that dread power 
From whom no heart is veiled— delay thou not 
Thy prayer:- Time hurries on. 
Raimond. I am prepared. 
Procida. 'Tb weU. [Exit Procida. 

Raimond. Men talk of torture!— Can they 
wreak 
Upon the sensitive and shrinking frame, 
Half the mind bears, and lives?— My spirit feeb 
Bewildered; on its powen this twilight gloom 
Hangs like a weight of earth.— It should be morn ; 
Why, then, perchance, a beam of Heaven's bright 

sun 
Hath pierced, ere now, the grating of my dungeon, 
Telling of hope and mercy ! 

[Exit into an inner cell. 

SCENE II.— A STREET OF PALEHHa 

fUny CmZENB awrmhled. 

First Citizen. The morning breaks; his time 
is almost come: 
Will he be led this way 1 

Second Citizen. Ay, so 'tis said, 
To die before that gate through which he purposed 
The foe should enter in. 

Third CUizen. 'Twas a vile plot! 
And yet I would my hands were pure as his 
From the deep stain of blood. Didst hear the 

sounds 
r th' air last night? 

Second Citizen. Since the great work of 
sUughter, 
Who hath not heard them duly, at those houra 
Which should be silent ? 

Third Citizen. Oh! the fearful mingling, 
The terrible mimicry of human voices, 
In every sound which to the heart doth speak 
Of wo and death. 

Second Citizen. Ay, there was woman's shrill 
And piercing cry ; and the tow feeble wail 
Of dying infants; and the half-suppressed 
Deep groan of man in his last agonies! 
And now and then there swelled upon the breeie 
Strange, savage bunrts of laughter, wilder far 
Than all the rest 

FSret Citizen. Of our own fate, perchance 
These awful midnight waitings may be deemed 
An ominous prophecy. — ShouU France regain 
Her power amongst us, doubt n<A, we shall have 
Stem reckonen to account with. — Hark! 

( T%e wound of trumpets heard at distance.) 
Second Citizen. 'Twas but 
A mshing of the breeze 
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Third CUiaen, E'en now, 'tis said, 
The hostile hands approtch. 
( The €ound is heard gradually drawing nearer.) 

Second Citizen. Again ! — ^that sound 
Was no illusion. Nearer yet it swells— 
They come, they come ! 

PROCIDA enlen. 

Prodda, The foe is at your gates ; 
But hearts and hands prepared shall meet his onset : 
Why are ye loitering here 1 

Ciiizens. My lord, we 

Prodda. Think ye I know not wherefore? — 
'twas to see 
A fellow-being die I — Ay, 'tis a sight 
Man loves to look on, and the tenderest hearts 
Recoil, and yet withdraw not, firom the scene. 
For this ye came — What ! is our nature fierce. 
Or Lb there that in mortal agony. 
From which the soul, exulting in its strength. 
Doth learn immortal lessons? — Hence, and arm! 
Ere the night dews descend, ye will have seen 
Enough of death ; for this must be a day 
Of battle i^'Tis the hour which troubled souk 
Delight in, for its rushing storms are wings 
Which bear them up I — Arm, arm ! 'tis for your 

homes, 
And all that lends them loveliness — Away I 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE HI. — PRISON OF RAIMONp. 
RADfONO. ANSELHO. 

Raxmond. And Constance then is safe ! — Hea- 
ven bless thee, father; 
Good angels beac such comfort 

Anselmo. I have found 
A safe asylum for thine honoured love, 
Where she may dwell until serener days. 
With Saint Roeolia's gentlest daughters ; those 
Whose hallowed ofiioe is to tend the bed 
Of pain and death, and sooth the parting soul 
WiUi their soft hymns: and therefore are they 

called 
*' Sisters of Mercy." 

Raimond. Oh ! that name, my Constance, 
Befits thee well ! E'en in our happiest da5rs. 
There was a depth of tender "pensiveness. 
Far in thine eyes' dark azure, speaking ever 
Of pity and mild grief Is she at peace ? 

Anselmo. Alas ! what should I say ? 

Raimond. Why did I ask 7 
Knowing the deep and full devoted ness 
Of her young heart's affections? — Oh ! the Uiought 
Of my untimely fate will haunt her dreams. 
Which siiould have been so tranquil ! And her soul , 
Whose strength was but the lofty gift of love, 
Eveo unto death will sirken. 

Anselmo. All that faith 
Can yield of comfort, sliall assuage her woesj 



And still, whate'er betide, the light of Heaven 
Rests on her gentle heart. But thou, my son t 
Is thy young spirit mastered and prepared 
For nature's fearful -and mysterious change? 

Raimond. Ay, father! of my brief remainingtask 
The least part is to die ! — And yet the cup 
Of life still mantled brightly to my Upe, 
Crowned with that sparkling bubble, whose proud 

name 
Is — gloiy ! — Oh ! my soul, from boyhood's mom, 
Hath nursed such mighty dreams ! — It was my hope 
To leave a name, whose echo, from the abyss 
Of time should rise, and float upon the winds. 
Into the far hereafter : there to be 
A trumpet-sound, a voice from the deep tomb. 
Murmuring— Awake I^Arise ! — But this is past ! 
Erewhile, and it had seemed enough of shame, 
To Aeei^ forgotten in the dust — ^but now 
— Oh (jod !-— the undying record of my grave 
Will be, — Here sleeps a traitor ! — One, whosecrime 
Was— todeem brave men mightfind nobler weapons 
Than the cold murderer's dagger ! 

Anselmo. Oh, my son. 
Subdue these troubled thoughts! Thou wouldst 

not change 

Thy lot fer theirs, o'er whose dark dreams will hang 
The avenging shade ws,which the blood-stained soul 
Doth conjure from the dead ! 

Raimond. Thou 'rt right. I would not. 
Yet 'tis a weary task to school the heart. 
Ere years or griefe have tamed its fiery spirit 
Into that still and passive fortitude, 
Which is but learned from sufilering. Would the 

hour 

To hush these passionate throbbings were at hand! 
Anselmo. It will not be to-day. Hast thou not 

heard — 
— But no — ^the rush, the trampling, and the stir 
Of this great city, arming in her haste, 
Pierce not these dungeon-depths. The foe hath 

reached 

Our gates, and all Palermo's youth, and all 
Her warrior-men, are marshalled, and gone forth 
In that high hope which makes realities, 
To the red field. Thy father leads them on. 
Raimond {starting up). They are gone forth I 

my father leads them on ! 
All, all Palermo's youth I — No ! one is left, 
Shut out from glory's race ! — They are gone forth I 
—Ay ! now the soul of battle id abroad. 
It burns upon the air! — Tiic joyous winds 
Are tossing warrior-plumes, tlie proud white foam 
Of battle's roaring billows I — On my sight 
The vision bursts — it maddens ! 'tis the flash! 
The lightning-shock of lances, and the cloud 
Of rushing armws, and the broad full blaze 
Of helmets in the sun ! — The very steed 
With his majestic rider glorying shares 
The hour's stern joy, and waves his floating mane 
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As a triumphant banner ! — Such thinfB aie 
Even now — and I am hen ! 

Aruelmo, Alaa, be calm ! 
To the same grave ye preM,-^thou that dost pine 
Beneath a weight of chains, and they that rale 
The fortunes of the fight. 

Raimond. Ay ! Thau canflt feel 
The cahn thou wouldrt impart, for unto thee 
All men alike, the warrior and the slave, 
Seem, as thou sayrt, but pilgrims, pressing on 
To the same bourne. Yet call it not the same t 
TAetr graves, who fail in this day's fight, will be 
As altaiB to their country, visited 
Bj Others with their children, bearing wreaths. 
And chanting hymns in honour of the dead : 
Will mine be such 1 

VnrORIA niahes in wildly, as if punuad. 

VUtoria. Anselmo 1 ait thou ibund 7 
Haste, haste, or all is lost. Perchance thy voice. 
Whereby they deem Heaven speaks, thy lifted cross. 
And prophet-mien, may stay the fugitives, 
Or shame them back to die. 

AnMlmo. The fugitives ! 
What words are these 1— the sons of Sicily 
Fly not before the foe 1 

VUtoria. Thst I should say 
It is too true ! 

Anselmo. And thou — ^thou bleedest, lady! 

ViUoria, Peace ! heed not me, when Sicily is 
lost! 
I stood upon the walk, and watched our bands. 
As, with their ancient, royal banner spread. 
Onward they marched. The combat was begun. 
The fieiy impulse given, and valiant men 
Had sealed their fipecdom with their blood— when 

lo! 
That false Alberti led his recreant vassals 
To join th' invader's host. 

Raimond. His country's curse 
Rest on the slave for ever I 

VUtoria. Then distrust 
E'en of their nobler leaders, and dismay. 
That swift contagion, on Palermo's bands 
Came, like a deadly blight. They fled !— Ohshame ! 
E'en now they fly I— Ay, through the city gates 
They rush, as if all Etna's burning streams 
Pursued their winged steps ! 

Raimond. Thou hast not named 
Their chief— Di Procida- fle doth not fly. 

VUtoria. No ! like a kingly lion in the toils, 
Daring the hunters yet, he proudly strives 
But all in vain ! The fbw that breast the storm, 
With Quido and Montalba, by his side. 



Oh, for one moment of the thunderbolt 
To set the strong man free ! 

VUtoria {after gazing upon hian eamutfy). 
Why, 'twere a deed 

Worthy the fame and blening of all time, 
To kMMe thy bonds, thoo son of Procida! 
Thou art no traitor : — from thy kindled brow 
Looks out thy lofty soul ! — Arise ! go forth ! 
And rouse the noble heart of Sicily 
Unto high deeds again. Anselmo^ haste ; 
Unbind him ! Let my spirit still prevail. 
Ere I departr— for the strong hand of death 
Is on me now. 

{She oinka back against a pUlar.) 
Anselmo, Oh Heaven! the life-blood streams 
Fast from thy heart— thy troubled eyes grow dim. 
Who hath done this 7 

VUtoria. Before the gates I stood. 
And in the name of him, the loved and lost, 
With whom I soon shall be, all vainly strove 
To stay the shameful flight. Then from the foe. 
Fraught with my summons to his viewless home, 
Came the fleet shaft which pierced me. 

Anselmo. Yet, oh yet, 
It may not be too late. Help, help I 

VUtoria. Away! 
Bright is the hour which brings me liberty ! 

{Attendants enter.) 
Haste, be those fetters riven ! — Unbar the gates, 
And set the captive free! 

( Hie Attendants seem to hesitate.) 
Know ye not her 
Who should have worn your country's diadem? 
Attendants. Oh, lady, we obey. 
{TheytakeoffRoxmand^s chains. Bb springs 
up exvUingly.) 
Raimond. Is this no dream? 
— Mount, eagle ! thou art free! — Shall I then die, 
Not 'midst the mockery of insulting crowds. 
But on the field of banners, where the brave 
Are striving for an immortality 1 
— It is e'en so ! — Now for bright arms of proof, 
A helm, a keen-edged falchion, and e'en yet 
My father may be saved ! 

VUtoria. Av^ay, be strong I 
And let thy Imttlc-woids, to rule the storm. 
Be — Conradin! {He rushes out.) 

Oh ! for one hour of life 
To hear that name Uent with th' exulting shout 
Of victory I — 't will not be !— A mightier power 
Doth summon me away. 

Anselmo. To purer worlds 
Raise thy last thoughts in hope. 
VUtoria. Yes! Ae is there, 
Fight but for graves upon the battle-field. All glorious in his beauty I Conradin ! 

Raimond. And I am here! — Shall there be, Death parted us — and death shall re-unite! 
power, O God I | — ^e will not stay! — it is all darkness now! 

In the roused energies of fierce despair. Night gathers o'er my spirit. {She dies.) 

Tobuiatmyheart— and not to rend my chains? I Anselmo. Sheisgone! 
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It IB an awibl hour whidi slilb the heart 
That beat so proudly once.-— Have mercy, Heaven ! 
{He kneeU betide her.) 
{lite scene doeea.) 

SCENE lY.— BEFORE THE QATES OP PALERMO. 

8ICIUAN8 flying tumuluioaiiy toward! the Galea 
Voices {vnlkota). MontjoyI Montjoy! StDen- 
nulbr Anjou! 
Pioven9als, on ! 

SicUiana. Fly, fly, or all ia lortl 
{Raimond appears in the gaUiway, armed, and 
carrying a banner.) 
Raimond. Back, back, I say I ye men of Sicily! 
All is not lost ! Oh shame ! — A few brave hearts 
In such a cause, ere now, have set their breasts 
Against the rush of thousands, and sustained, 
And made the shock recoil. — Ay, man, free man, 
Still to be called so, hath achieved such deeds 
As heaven and earth have marvelled at ; and souls, 
Whoee spark yet slumbers with the days to come, 
Shall burn to hear : transmitting brightly thus 
Freedom from race to race I — Back ! or prepare, 
Amidst your hearths, your bowers, your very 

shrines, 
To bleed and die in vain ! — Turn, follow me ! 
Conradin, Conradin ! — for Sicily 
His spirit fights ! — Remember Conradin ! 

( TTiey begin to rally around him,) 
Ay, this is well ! — ^Now follow me, and charge ! 
The Provengals rush in, but are repulsed by 
the Sicilians.) 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE V. — ^PART OF THE TIELD OP BATTLE. 

MONTALBA enten wounded, and iappoded by RAIMOND, 
wboao &ce b ooncealad t^ his helmet 

Raimond. Here rest thee, warrior. 
Montalba. Rest, ay, death is rest, 
And such will soon be mine— But, thanks to thee, 
I shall not die a captive. Brave Sidlian ! 
These lips are all unused to soothing words. 
Or I should bless the valour which hath won 
For my last hour, the proud free solitude 
Wherewith my soul would gird itself. — Thy namel 
Raimond. 'Twill be no music to thine ear, Mon- 
talba. 
Gaze — read it thus ! 

{Be Ufts the visor qfhis helmet.) 
Montalba. Raimond di Procida ! 
Raimond. Thou hast pursued me with a bitter 
hate. 
Bat fare thee well ! Heaven's peace be with thy 

soul! 
I must awayr— One glorious eflfort more 
And this ptoud field is won ! 

[Exit Raimond. 
Montalba. Am I thus humbled 1 
How my heart sinks within me ! But 'tis death 



(And he can tame the mightiest]rfaath snbdiied 
My towering nature thus! — ^Yet is he welcome 
That youth— 'twas in his pride he rescued met 
I was his deadliest fiw, and thus he proved 
His fearless scorn. Ua! hal but he shall fidl 
To melt me into womanish feebleness. 
There I still baffle him—the grave shall seal 
My lips for ever — mortal shall not hear 
Montalba say—" .FV^ee /" {He dies.) 

{T7te scene closes.) 

SCENE YI.— ANOTHER PART OF THEgPIELD. 

FROCDDA. GUIDO. And other SHcOians. i 

Procida, The day is ours; but he, the brave 
unknown, 
Who turned the tide of battle ; he whose path 
Was victory — who hath seen him7 

ALBERn iitaKDQgfat in wounded, and Attend. 

Alberti. Procida! 

Procida. Be silent, traitor! — Bear him from my 
sight 
Unto your deepest dungeons. 

Alberti. In^Uie^ve 
A nearer home awaits me. — ^Yet one word 
Ere my voice fail— thy son — 

Procida. Speak, speak ! 

AlberH. Thy son 
Knows not a thought of guilt. That trait'roos plot 
Was mine alone. {He is led atray.) 

Procida. Attest it, earth and Heaven ! 
My son is guiltless ! — Hear it, Sicily ! 
The blood of Procida is noble still ! 
—My son !— He lives, he fives! — His voice shall 

speak 
Forgiveness to his sire ! — His name shall cast 
Its brightness o'er my soul 1 

Guido. Oh, day of joy! 
The brother of my heart is worthy still 
The lofty name he bears. 

ANSELMOenieni 

Procida, Anselmo! welcome! 
In a glad hour we meet, for know^ my son 
Is gniltless. 

Anselmo. And victorious! by his aim 
All hath been rescued. 

Procida. How ! th' nnknovm — 

Anselma. Was he! 
Thy noble Raimond ! By Vittoria's hand 
Freed from his bondage in that awful hour 
When all was flight and terror. 

Procida. Now my cup 
Of joy too brightly mantles ! — ^Let me press 
My warrior to a father's heart — and die; 
For life hath nought beyond — ^Why comes he 

noti 
Anselmo, lead me to my valiant boy! 

Anselmo. Temper this pnmd deHght 
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ProeidtL What meaiiB that look 1 
He hath not fallen? 

Arudnu. HelivesL 

Pneida, Away, away 1 
Bid the ^de city with triumphal pomp 
Prepaie togroet her victor, iiet thia hour 
Atone for all his wrongs !•— [ExewrU, 

SCENE Til. — GARDEN OP 1 CONVENT. 

RAIMOND ki led In woondtd, iBuUnc 00 AuaDdama 

Eaimond, Bear me to no doll couch, hut let me 
die 
In the hright fiioe of nature ! — laSi my hebn, 
That I may look on heaven. 

f^ini Attendant {to Second Attendant). Lay 
him torest 
On thia green sunny bank, and I will call 
Some holy aiater to hie aid ; but thou 
Return unto the field, for high-bom men 
There need the peaaant'a aid. 

[Esit Second Attendant, 

(7b Raimond^. Here gentler hands 
Shall tend thee, warrior; for in these retreats 
T%ey dwell, whose vows devote them to the care 
Of all that suffer. May'st thou live to bless them ! 
[ExU Pint Attendant. 

RaAmond. Thus have I wished to die!~'Twas 
a proud strife ! 
My ftther blessed th' unknown who rescued him, 
(Blessed him, alas ! becatue unknown !) and Ghiido, 
Beside me bravely struggling, called aloud, 
"NoUe Sicilian, onP Oh! had they deemed 
'Twas I who led that rescue, they had spumed 
Mine aid, though 'twas deliverance; and their 

looks 
Had fidlen, like blighti^ upon rae.>-There is one, 
Whose eye ne'er turned on mine, but its blue light 
Grew softer, trembling through the dewy mist 
Raised by deep tenderness I — Oh might the soul 
Set in that eye, shine on me ere I perish 1 
— Is \ not her voice? 

€X>NSTANCE enlen^ ipeaking to a KDN, who turns into 
anocherpath. 

Constance. Oh! happy they, kind sister, 
Whom thus ye tend; for it is theirs to fidl 
With brave men side by side, when the roused 

heart 
Beats proudly to the last! — There are high souls 
Whose hope was such a death, and 'tis denied I 
{She approachee ReUmond). 
Young warrior, is there aught — thou here, my 

Raimond! 
T%0u here— and thus 1 — Oh! is this joy or wot 
Raimond. Joy, be it joy, my own, my blessed 
love. 
E'en on the grave's dim verge!— yes 1 it is joy I 
My Constance! victors have been crowned, ere 
now 



I With the green shining laurel, when their brows 
Wore death's own impress — and it may be thus 
E'en yet with me ! — They freed me, when the foe 
Had half prevailed, and I have proudly earned. 
With my heart'a dearest blood, the meed to die 
Within thine arms. 

Constance. Oh ! speak not thus— to die! 
These wounds may yet be ok)sed. 

{She attempts to bind his wounds.) 
Look on me, k>ve 1 

Why, there is more than life in thy glad mien, 
'Tis full of hope! and from thy kindled eye 
Breaks e'en unwonted light, whose ardent ray 
Seems born to be immortal ! 

Raimond. 'Tis e'en so! 
The parting soul doth gather all her fires 
Around her: all her glorious hopes, and dreams ' 
And burning aspirations, to illume 
The shadowy dinmeas of th' untrodden path 
Which hes before her; and, encireled thus, 
Awhile she site in dying eyes, and thence 
Sends forth her bright &rewell. Thy gentle cares 
Are vain, and yet I bless them. 

Constance. Say, not vain ; 
The dying look not thus. We shall not part! 

Raimond. I have seen death ere now, and 
known him wear 
Full many a changeful aspect 

Constance. Oh! but none 
Radiant as thine, my warrior! — Thou wilt live! 
Look round thee 1 — all is sunshine— is not this 
A smiling world 1 

Raimond. Ay, gentlest love, a world 
Of joyous beauty and magnificence. 
Almost too fair to leave ! — ^Yet must vre tame 
Our ardent hearts to this ! — Oh, weep thou not! 
There is no home for liberty, or kive, 
Beneath these festal skies !— Be not dedeived ! 
My way lies far beyond !— I shaU be soon 
That viewless thing which, with ite mortal weeds 
Casting off meaner passions, yet, we trust, 
Forgete not how to love! 

Constance. And must this be? 
Heaven, thou art mercifhll — Oh! bid our souls 
Depart together! 

Raimond. Constance ! there is strength 
Within thy gentle heart, which hath been. proved 
Nobly for me: — Arouse it once again ! 
Thy grief unmans me— 4nd I fain would meet 
That which approaches, as a brave man yields 
With proud subnusoon to a mightier foe. 
— It is upon me now I 

Constance. I will be calm. 
Let thy head rest upon my bosom, Raimond, 
And I will so suppress its quick deep sobs. 
They shall but rock thee to thy rest There is 
A world, (ay, let us seek it!) where no blight 
Falls on the beautiful rose of youth, and there 
I shall be with thee soon! 
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FBOCIDA and ANSELMO enter. FROCIDA on Mdng 
RADfONDBtutflteck. 

Afuelfno, Lift up thy head, 
BniTe yoath, exultingly! fbr bl thineWir 
Of glory comes I — Oh ! doth it oome too late 1 
E'en now the ftlse Alberti hath oonfetsed 
That guilty plot, for which thy Kfe was doomed 
To be th' atonement 

Raimond. 'Tis enough! Rejoice, 
Rejoice, my Constance ! for I leave a name 
O'er which thou may'st weep proudly ! 

{Be •inks back,) 
To thy breast 

Fold me yet closer, for an icy dart 
Hath touched my veins. 

Conttanee. And must thou leave roe, Raimond 1 
Alas ! thine eye grows dim— Its wandering glance 
Is full of dreams. 

Raimand, Haste, haste, and tell my father 
I was no traitor ! 

Prodda (nuking forward). To that father's 
heart 
Return, forgiving all thy wrongs, return! 
Speak to me, Raimond ! — Thou wert ever kind, 
AJid brave, and gentle ! Say that all the past 
Shall be forgiven ! That w<nrd from none but thee 
My lips e'er asked. — Speak to me once, my boy, 
My pride, my hope! — And is it with thee thusi 
Look on me yet! — Oh! must this wo be borne 1 

Raimond, Off with this weight of chains! it is 
not meet 
For a crowned conqueror l—Hkik, the trumpet's 



{A tovmd of triumphant miuic is htard^ 
gradually approaching.) 
Is t not a thrilling call t— What drowsy spell 
Benumbs me thus 1 — Hence ! I am free again I 
Now swell your festal strains, the field is won I 
Sing me to glorious dreams. {He diet.) 

Anaelmo. The strife is past 
There fled a noble spirit ! 

Constance. Hush! hesleep»-^ 
Disturb him not I 

Anteltno, Ahui! this is no sleep 



From which the e3r&doth radiantly unclose: 
Bow down thy soul, ibr earthly hope is o'er ! 

( 7%e munc continueo approaching. Chtido 
entera^ with CitizenB and Soldierw.) 
Ovido, The shrines are decked, the festive 
torches bkze^ 
Where is our brave delivererl — ^We are come 
To crown Palermo's victor ! 

Anselmo. Ye come too late. 
The voice of human praise doth send no echo 
Into the worid of spirits. ( The miwie ceaees.) 

Prodda{afler a patue). Is this dust 
I look on — ^Raimond ! — 'tis but sleep — a smile 
On his pale cheek sits proudly. Raimond, wake ! 
Oh, Gkxi! and this was his triumphant day! 
My son, my injured son ! 

Conttanee (starting). Art tAou his &ther1 
I know thee now^ — Hence ! with thy dark stem 

eye. 
And thy cold heart !— Thou canst not wake him 

now! 
Away ! he will not answer but to me, 
For none like me hath loved him ! He is mine! 
Ye shall not rend him from me. 

Prodda, Oh! he knew 
Thy love, poor maid!— Shrink from me now no 

morel 
He knew thy heart— but who shall tell him now 
The depth, th' intenseness, and the agony. 
Of my suppressed afiection 1 — I have learned 
All his high worth in time-^o deck his gravel 
Is there not power inT the strong spirit's wo 
To force an answer from the viewless world 
Of the departedl— Raimond !— Speak 1 forgive ! 
Raimond ! my victor, my deliverer, hear ! ' 
Why, what a world is this I— Truth ever bursts 
On the dark soul too late : And glory crowns 
Th' unconscious dead !— And an hour comes to 

break 
The mightiest hearts ! — My son I my son ! is this 
A day of triumph! — Ay, for thee alone! 
{Hi throwe himself upon the body qfRainumd). 
[Curtain falls. 
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OR 



THE MEETING ON THE FIELD OF GRtJT.TLI. 



ADVERTISEMENT. | 

It was in the year 1306, that the Swiss rose 
against the tyranny of the Bailiffs appointed over 
them by Albert of Austria. The field called the 
Grutli, at the foot of the Seelisberg, and near the 
boundaries of Uri and Unterwalden, was -fixed 
upon by three spirited yeomen, Walter Furst (the 
ikther-in-law of William Tell), Werner St&uffar 
cher, and Emi (or Arnold) Melchthal, as their place 
of meeting, to deliberate on the accomplishment of 
their projects. 

" Hither came Ftint and Melchthal, along secret 
paths over the heights, and Stauffacher in his boat 
across the Lake of the Four Cantons. On the 
night preceding the 11th of November, 1307, they 
met here, each with ten associates, men of approv- 
ed worth ; and while at this solemn hour they were 
wrapt in the contemplation that on their success 
depended the fitte of their whole posterity, Werner, 
Walter, and Arnold held up thebr hands to heaven, 
and in the name of the Almighty, who has created 
ynim to an inalienable degree of freedom, swore 
jointly and strenuously to defend that freedom, 
The thirty associates heard the oath with awe; and 
with uplifted hands attested the same God, and all 
his saints, that they were firmly bent on offering 
up their lives for the defence of their inj ured liberty. 
They then calmly agreed on their future proceed- 
ings, and ibr the present, each returned to his 
hamlet"— Ptonto> Bittaryofthe Beltdie Confe- 
deracy. 

On the first day of the year 1308, they succeeded 
in throwing off the Austrian yoke, and "it is well 
attest^" says the same author, " that not one drop 
of blood was shed on this memorable occasbn, nor 
had one proprietor to lament the loss of a claim, a 
privilege, or an inch of land. The Swiss met on 
the succeeding sabbath, and once more confirmed 
by oath their ancient, and (as they fondly named 
it) their perpetual league." 



»Twi8 night upon the Alps.— The Senn*s(l) 

wild horn, 
Like a wind's voice, had poured its last long 

tone, 



Whose pealing echoes through the larch-woods 

borne, 
To the low cabins of the glens made known 
That welcome steps were nigh. The flocks had 

gone. 
By cliff and pine-bridge, to their place of rest; 
The chamois slumbered, for the chase was done 
His cavern-bed of moss the hunter prest, 
And the rock-eagle couched, high on his cloudy 



II. 

Did the land sleep 1 — ^the woodman's axe had 

ceased 
Its ringing notes upon the beech and plane; 
The grapes were gathered in ; the vintage feast 
Was closed upon the hills, the reaper's strain 
Hushed by the streams; the year was in its 

wane. 
The night in its mid-watch ; it was a time 
E'en marked and hollowed into Slumber's reign. 
But thoughts were stirring, restless and sublime. 
And o'er his white Alps moved the Spirit of tho 

clime. 

III. 

For there, where snows in crowning glory spread, 
High and unmarked by mortal footstep lay; 
And there, where torrents, 'midst the ice-caves 

fed, 
Burst in their joy of light and sound away; 
And there, where Freedom, as in scornful play, 
Had hung man's dwellings 'midst the realms of 

air, 
O'er cliffs the veiy biith-place of the day — 
Oh ! who would dream that Tyranny would dare 
To lay her withering hand on Ckxi's bright works 

e'en there 1 

IV. 

Yet thus it was—amidst the fleet streams gush- 
ing 
To bring down rainbows o'er their sparry cell, 
And the glad heights, through mist and tempest 

rushing 
Up where the sun's red fire-glanoe earliest fell, 
And the fresh pastures, where the herd's sweet 
bell 
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Recalled such life as Eastern patriarchs led; — 
There peasant-men their fiee thoughts might 

not tell 
Save in the hour of shadows and of dread. 
And hollow sounds that wake to Quilt's dull, steal- 
thy tread. 



But in a land of happy shepherd-homes, 
On its green hills in quiet joy reclining 
With their bright hearth-fires, 'midst the twi 

light-glooms, 
From bowery Uttioe through the fir-woods 



A land of legends and wild songs, entwining 
Their memory with all memories bved and 



In such a land there dwells a power, combining 
The strength of many a calm, but feariess breast; 
—And wo to him who breaks the sabbath of its 
rest! 

VI. 

A sound went up— the wave's dark sleep was 

broken 
On Uri's lake was heard, a midnight oar^ 
Of man's brief course a troubled moment's token. 
Th' eternal waters to their barriers bore ; 
And then their gloom a flashing image wore 
Of torch-fires streaming out o'er crag and wood. 
And the wild fidcon's wing was heard to soar 
In startled haste— and by that moonlight-flood, 
A band of patriot-men on Grfltli's verdure stood. 

VII. 
They stood in arms— the wolf-spear and the bow 
Had waged their war on things of mountain- 
race; 
Might not their swift stroke reach a mail-clad 

foel 
—Strong hands in harvest, daring feet in chase, 
True hearts in fight, were gathered on that place 
Of secret council. — Not for fame or spoil 
So met those men in Heaven's majestic face; — 
To guard free hearths they rose, the sons of toil, 
The hunter of the rocks, the tiller of the seal. 

VIII. 

O'er their low pastoral valleys might the tide 
Of years have, flowed, and still, firom sire to son, 
Their names and records on the green earth died, 
As cottage lamps, expiring, one by one, 
In the dim glades, when midnight hath begun 
To hush all sound.— But silent on its height. 
The snow-mass, full of death, while ages run 
Their oomse, may slumber, bathed in rosy light. 
Till some rash voice or step disturb its brooding 
might. 



IX. 
So were they roused— th' invading step had past 
Their cabin-thresholds, and the k>wly door, 
Which weU had stood against the FdhnwiDd's(3) 

blast, 
Could bar Oppression from their homes no more, 
—Why, what had she to do where all things 

wore 
Wild Grandeur's impress ? — In the storm's free 

way. 
How dared the lift her pageant crest before 
Th' enduring and magnificent array 
Of sovereign Alps, that winged their eagles with 

the day? 

X. 

This might not long be borne— the tameless hills 
Have voices from the cave and cataract swelling, 
Fraught with His name, whose awful presence 

fills 
Their deep bne places, and forever telling 
That He hath made man fireo I— and they whose 

dwelling 
Was on those ancient fiMtnesses^ gave ear; 
The weight of sufleranoe from their hearts re- 
pelling, 
They rose — the forester, the mountaineer — 
Oh ! what hath earth more strong than the good 
peasant^spearl 

XI. 
Sacred be Gratli's field-4heir vigil keeping 
Through many a blue and stany summer-night. 
There, while the sons of happier lands were 

sleeping, 
Had those brave Switms met; and in the sight 
Of the just God, who pours forth burning might 
To gird the oppressed, had given their deep 

thoughts way, 
4nd braced their spirits for the patriot-light, 
With lovely images of home, that lay 
Bowered 'midst the rustling pines, or by the tor- 

rent^pray. 

XU. 
Now had endorsnee reached its bounds !— They 



With courage set in each bright earnest eye, 
The day, the signal, and the hour to name, 
When they should gather on their hills to die, 
Or shake Uie Glaciers with their joyous cry 
For the land's freedom. — ^'Twas a scene cook 

bining 
All glory in itself— the solemn sky. 
The stars, the waves their softened Ught enshrin- 
ing, 
And Man's high soul supreme o'er mighty Natcm 
shining. 
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XIII. 

Calmly they ttood, and with collected mien, 
Breathing their Boub in Toices firm but tow, 
As if the apirit of the hour and acene, 
With the wood's whisper, and the wage's sweet 

flow, 
Had tempered in their thoughtful hearts the 

gtow 
Of all indignant feeKng. To the breath 
Of Dorian flute, and lyre-note soft and slow, 
E*en thus, of old, tho Spartan from its aheath 
Drew his devoted sword, and girt himself ibr death. 

XIV. 

And three, that seemed as chieftains of the band. 
Were gathered in the midst on that tone shore 
By Uri's lake-a father of the land,(3) 
One on his brow the silent record wore 
Of many days, whose shadows had passed o'er 
His path amongst the hiUs, and quenched the 

dreams 
Of youth with sorrow.— Yet from memory's tore 
StiU his life's evening drew its loveliest gleams. 
For he had walked with Qod, beside the nionntain 

streams. 

XV. 

And his gray hairs, in happier timei^ might well 
To their last pillow silently have gone. 
As melts a wreath of snow. — But who shall tell 
How life may task the spirit? — He was one, 
Who from its morn a freeman's work had done, 
And reaped his harvest, and his vintage pressed. 
Fearless of wrong ; — and now, at set of sun. 
He bowed not to his years, for on the breast 
Of a still chainless land, he deemed it much to rest 

XVL 

But for such holy rest strong hands must toil. 
Strong hearts endure ! — By that pale elder's side, 
Stood one that seemed a monarch of the soil. 
Serene and stately in his manhood's pride, 
Wemer,(4) the brave and true ! — If men have 

died, 
ThlTir hearths and shrines inviolate to keep, 
He was a mate for such.— The voice, that cried 
Within his breast, " Arise!'* came still and deep 
From his &r home, that smiled, e'en then, in moon- 
light stoepw 

XVII. 

It was a home to die for 1 — as it rose. 
Through its vine-foliage sending forth a sound 
Of mirthful childhood, o'er the green repose 
And laughing sunshine of the pastures round ; 
And be whose life to that sweet spot was bound, 
Raised unto Heaven a glad, yet thooghtful eje. 
And nthas free step firmer on the gnHmd, 



When o'er his soul ifes metodies^went by, 
As through some Alpme pass, a breeze of Italy. 

XVIII. 

But who was he, that on his hunting-spear 
Leaned vrith a prouder and more fiery bearingi 
— His was a brow for tyrant-hearu to fear, 
Within the shadow of its dark locks wearing 
That which they may not tame— a 8ou| declaring 
War against earth's oppressors.— 'Midst that 

throng. 
Of other mould he seemed, and toftier daring, 
One whose blood swept high impulses atong, 
On^ that should pass, and leave a name for war- 
like song, 

XIX. 

A memory on the mountains ! — one to stand. 
When the hills echoed with the deepening swell 
Of hostik trumpets, foremost for the land, 
And in some rock-defile, or savage dell, 
Array her peasftnt-chiklren to repel 
Th' invader, sending arrows for his chains ! 
Ay, one to fold around him, as he fell, 
Her banner with a smile — for through his veins 
The joy of danger flowed, as torrents to the plains. 

XX. 

There was at times a wildness in the light 
Of his quick-flashing eye ; a something, bom 
Of the free Alps, and beautifuUy bright, 
And proud, and tameless, laughing fear to scorn ! 
It well might be!— Young £mi's(6) step had 

worn 
The mantling snows on their most regal steeps, 
And tracked the lynx above the ctouds of mom, 
And followed where the flying chamois leaps 
Across the dark-blue rifts, th' unfathomed gtoder- 
deeps. 

XXI. 

He was a creature of the Alpine sky, 
A being, whose bright spirit had been fod 
Ididst the crowned heights with joy and liberty, 
And thoughts of power.— He knew each path 

which led 
To the rock's treasure caves, whose ciystals shed 
Soft light o'er secret fount^ns. — At the tone 
Of his loud horn, the LammerOeyer(6) had 

spread 
A startled wing; for oft that peal had blown 
Where the free cataract's voioe was wont to sound 



XXII. 
Hh step had tracked the wasle^ hto soul had 



The 



solitiides-UB voioe had toU 
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Of wrongs to call down HeaTen.(7>— That tale 

was heard 
In Hasli's dales, and where th3 shepherds fold 
Their flocks in dark ravine and craggy hold 
On the bleak Oberland ; and where the light 
Of Day's last footstep bathes in burning gold 
Great Righi's di^bj and where Mount Pilate's 

height 
Casts o'er his glassy lake the dariuess of his might. 

XXIII. 

Not was it heard in vain. — There all things 

press 
High thoughts on man. The fisarless hunter 

passed, 
And, from the bosom of the wilderness, 
There leapt a spirit and a power to cast 
The weight of bondage down— and bright and 

fast, . . 

As the clear waters, joyously and free, 
Burst from the desert rock, it rushed, at last, 
Through the far valleys ; till the patriotrthree 
Thus with their brethren stood, beside the Forest 

Sea.(8) 

XXIV. 

They linked their hands, — ^they pledged their 

stainless faith. 
In the dread presence of attesting Heaven— 7 
They bound' their hearts to suffering and to 

death. 
With the severe and solemn transport given 
To bless such vows.— How man had striven. 
How man might strive, and vainly strive, they 

knew. 
And called upon their God, whose arm had riven 
The crest of many a tyrant, since He blew 
The foaming sea-wave on, and Egypt's might o'er- 

threw. 

XXV. 

They knelt, and rose in strength. — The valleys 

lay 
Still in their dimness, but the peaks which darted 
Into the bright mid-air, had caught from day 
A flush of fire, when those true Switzers parted, 
EUu:h to his glen or forest, steadfast-hearted, 
And full of hope. Not many suns had worn 
Their setting glory, ere from slumber started 
Ten thousand voices, of the mountains bom — 
So &r was heard the blast of Freedom's echoing 

homi 

XXVI. 

The ice-vaults trembled, when that peal came 

rending 
The firoxen stillness which around them hung ; 
From cMto cliflfthe avalanche descending. 
Gave answer, till the sky's blue hoUows rang ; 



And the flame-signals through the midnight 
sprung, 

From the Surennen rocks like banners stream- 
ing 

To the far Seelisberg; whence light was flung 

On Grutli's field, till all the red lake gleaming 
Shone out, a meteor-heaven in its wild splendour 
seeming. 

XXVII. 

And the winds tossed each summit's blazing 

crest, 
As a host's plumage ; and the giant pines, 
Felled whete they waved o'er crag and eagle's 

nest. 
Heaped up the flames. The cbuds grow fiery 

signs, 
As o'er a city's burning towers and shrines 
Reddening the distance. Wine-cups, crowned 

and bright. 
In Werner's dwelling flowed ; through leafless 

vines 
From Walter's hearth streamed forth the festivo 

light, 
And Emi's blind old siro gave thanks to Heaven 

that night 

XXVIII. 

Then, on the silence of the snows there lay 
A Sabbath's quiet sunshine, — and its bell 
Filled the hushed air awhile,' with lonely sway; 
For the stream's voice was chained by Winter's 

spell. 
The deep wood-sounds had ceased. — But Tock 

and dell 
Rung forth, ere long, when strains of jubilee 
Pealed from the mountain-churohes, with a-swell 
Of praise to Him who stills the raging sea, — 
For now the strife was closed, the glorious Alps 
free. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 99, col. 1. 

^The Senn'0 wild horn. 

Senn, the name given to a herdsman among the 
Swiss Aips. 

Note 2, page 100, col. 3. 

AgtliM the Fdhnwind'f btac 

Fohnwind, the South-east wind, which fre- 
quently lays waste the country before it. 

Note 3, page 101, col. 1. 

A iklher of the land. 

Walter Furst, the father-in-law of Tell. 

Note 4, page 101, ool. 1. 
Warner, the taiftTe and true! Ac. 
Werner Stauflfacher, who had been urged by his 
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wife to rocise and unite his countrymen for the de- 
lireranoe of Switzeriand. 

Note 5, page 101, col. 2. 
Y oung Erni'/i step had woro, Ac 
Emi, Arnold MelchthaL 

Note 6, page 101, col. 2. 

TbA L&nuner'Gejrar had spnadi Ac. 

The L&mmer^jleyer, the largest kind of Alpine 
eaj^. 



Note 7, page 102, col. 1. 
Of wrongs to call down Heaven, Ac 
The eyes of hia aged father bad heen put out, by 
the orders of the Austrian Grovemor. 

Note 8, page 102, col. 1. 
^Beside the FomtpSea. 

Forest-Sea. The Lake of the Four Cantons is 
frequently so called. 



rfir ite0t0ra(tfon of tfie iSBitvfm at Utt to XtKls. 



Italia, Italia I O tu cui feo la Sone 
Done infelice di bcUezza, onde hai 
Fuoeeta dole d' inflniii guai, 
Che 'n fronie scriui per sran doella porta ; 

Deh, fooBl tu men bella, o almen piQ forte. 

FiUcaja. 



(( But the joy of discovery was ahort, and the 
triumph of taste transitory. The French, who in 
every invasion have been the scourge of Italy, and 
have rivalled or rather surpassed the rapacity of 
the Gtoths and Vandals, laid their sacrilegious 
hands on the unparalleled collection of the Vatican, 
tore its masterpieces from their pedestals, and drag- 
ging them from their temples of marble, transport- 
ed them to Pans, and consigned them to the dull 
sullen halls, or rather stables, of the Louvre." — 
Edbt ace's Gaaneal Tour through Italy^ voL ii 
p. 60. 



Land of departed fiune ! whose elaasie plains 
Have proudly echoed to immortal strains ; 
Whose hallowed soil hath given the great and brave. 
Day-stars of life, a birth-place and a grave ; 
Home of the Arts ! where glory's fiuled smile 
Sheds lingering light o'er many a mouldering pile ; 
Proud vrreck of vanished power, of splendour fled, 
Majestic temple of the mighty dead ! 
Whose grandeur, yet contending with decay. 
Gleams through the twilight of thy glorious day; 
Though dimmed thy brightness, riveted thy chain, 
Yet, fidlen Italy ! rejoice again ! 
Lost, lovely realm I once mora 't is thine to gaze 
On the rich relics of sublimer days. 

Awake, ye Muses of Etrurian shades, 
Or sacred Tivoli's romantic glades ; 
Wake, ye that slumber in the boweiy gloom, 
Where the wild ivy riudows Virgil's tomb; 
Or ye, whose voice, by Sorga's lonely wave, 
Swelled the deep echoes of the fountain's cave, 
Or thrilled the soul in Tasso^s numbers high, 
Those magic stnins of love and chivalry ; 
If yet by classic streams ye fondly rove, 
Hannting the myrtle-vale, the laurel-grove; 



Oh ! rouse once more the daring soul of song, 
Seize with bold hand the harp, forgot so long, 
And hail, with wonted pride, those works revered, 
Hallowed by time, by absence more endeared. 
And breathe to those the strain, whose warrior- 
might, 
Each danger stemmed, prevailed in every fight ; 
Souls of unyielding power, to storms inured, 
Sublimed by peril, and by toil matured. 
Sing of that leader, whose ascendant mind 
Could rouse the slumbering spirit of mankind ; 
Whose banners tracked the vanquished Eagle's 

flight 
O'er many a plain, and dark Sierra's height; 
Who bade onoe more the wild, heroic lay 
Record the deeds of Roncesvalles' day ; 
Who,through each mountain-pass of rock and snow, 
An Alpme huntsman, chased the fear-struck foe ; 
Waved his proud standard to the bakny gales^ 
Rich Languedoc ! that fan thy glowing vales, 
And 'mid those scenes renewed th' achievements 

high. 
Bequeathed to fame by England's ancestry. 
Yet, when the storm seemed hushed, the conflict 
past. 
One strife remained — the mightiest and the last ! 
Nerved for the struggle, in that fateful hour, 
Untamed Ambition summoned all his power; 
Vengeance and Pride, to frenzy roused, vi^re there. 
And the stem might of resolute Despair. 
Isle of the free! 'twas then thychampionsstood, 
Breasting unmoved the combat's wildest flood, 
Sunbeam of Battle, then thy spirit shone, 
Glowed in each breast, and sunk vrith Ufe alone. 
Oh hearts devoted I whose illustrious doom, 
Ghkve there at onoe your triumph and your tomb, 
Ye, firm and faithful, in th' ordeal tried 
Of that dread strife, by Freedom sanctified; 
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Shrined, not entombed, ye rest in sacred earth, 
Hallowed by deeds of more than mortal worth. 
What though to mark where sleeps heroic dust, 
No sculptured trophy rise, or breathing bust, 
Yours, on the scene where valor's race was run, 
A prouder sepulchre — ^the field ye won ! 
There every mead, each cabin's lowly name. 
Shall live a watch-word blended with your fame ; 
And well may flowers suffice those graves to crown, 
That ask no urn to blazon their renown. 
There shall the bard in future ages tread. 
And bless each wreath that blossoms o'er the dead ; 
Revere each tree whose sheltering branches wave 
O'er the low mounds, the altars of the brave ; 
Pause o'er each warrior's grass-grown bed, and hear, 
In every breeze, some name to glory dear, 
And as the shades of twilight close around, 
With martial pageants people all the ground. 
Thither unborn descendants of the slain. 
Shall throng, as pilgrims to some holy fane, 
While as they trace each spot, whoee records tell 
Where fought their fathers, and prevailed, and fell, 
Warm in their souls shall loftiest feelings glow, 
Claiming proud kindred with the dust below 1 
And many an age shall see the brave repair, 
To learn the hero's bright devotion there. 

And well, Ausonia ! may thai field of fame. 
From thee one song of echoing triumph claim. 
Land of the lyre ! 'twas there th' avenging sword 
Won the bright treasures to thy fanes restored ; 
Those precious trophies o'er thy realms that throw 
A veil of radiance, hiding half thy wo. 
And bid the stranger for awhile forget 
How deep thy fall, and deem thee glorious- yet. 

Yes ! fair creations, to perfection wrought, ' 
Embodied visions of ascending thought ! 
Forms of sublimity ! by Genius traced, 
In tints that vindicate adoring taste ; 
Whose bright originals, to earth unknown, 
Live in the spheres encircling GHory's throne ; 
Models of art, to deathless &me consigned, 
Stamped with the high-bom majesty of mind ; 
Yes, matchless works! your presence shall restore 
One beam of splendour to your native shore, 
And her sad scenes of lost renown illnme, 
As the bright sunset gilds some hero's tomb. 

Oh 1 ne'er in other climes, though many an eye 
Dwelt on your charms in beaming ecstacy ; 
Ne'er wbb it yours to bid the soul expand 
With thoughts so mighty, dreams so boldly grand, 
As in that realm, where eabh faint breeze's moan 
Seems a low dirge for glorious ages gone; 
Where 'mid the ruined shrines of many a vale, 
E'en Desolation tells a haughty tale, 
And seaice a fountain ffews, a rock ascends. 
But its proud name with song eternal blends! 

Yes! in those soene^ whereevery ancient stream, 
Bids memoiy kindle o'er some lofly theme ; 



Where every mfirbie deeds of fiune reconls. 
Each ruin tells of Earth's departed lords; 
And the deep tones of inspiration swell, 
From each wild olive-wood and Alpine dell ; 
Where heroes slumber, on their battle plains, 
'Mid prostrate altars, and deserted fanes. 
And Fancy communes, in eai^ lonely spot. 
With shades of those who ne'er shall be forgot ; 
There was your iiome,and thereyour powerimprest, 
With tenfold awe, the pilgrim's glowing breast; 
And as the wind's deep thrills, and mystic sighs, 
Wake the wild harp to loftiest harmonies, 
Thus at your influence, starting from repose. 
Thought, Feeling, Fancy, into grandeur rose. 

Fair Florence I Gtueen of Arno's lovely vale I 
Justice and Truth indignant heard thy tale, 
And sternly smiled in retribution's hour, 
To wrest thy treasures from the Spoiler's power. 
Too long the spirits of thy noble dead 
Mourned o'er the domes they reared in ages fled. 
Those classic scenes their pride so richly graced, 
Temple of genius, palaces of t^ste, 
Too long, with sad and desolated mien, 
Revealed where conquest's lawless track had been; 
Refl of each form with brighter life imbued, 
Lonely they firowned, a desert solitude. 
Florence ! th' Oppressors noon of pride is o'er, 
Rise in thy pomp again, and weep no mora 1 
As one, who, starting at the dawn of day 
From dark illusions, phantoms of dismay, 
With transport hei^tened by those ills of night, 
Hails the rich glories of expanding light; 
E'en thus awakening from thy dreams of wo, 
While Heaven's own hues in radiancy round thea 

glow, 
With wanner ecstacy 't is thine to trace 
E^h tint of beauty, and each line of gtaoe ; 
More bright, more prized, more precious, since 

deplored 
As loved, lost relics, ne'er to be restored, 
Thy grief as hopeless as the tear-drop shed 
By fond affection bending o'er the dead. 
Athens of Italy 1 once more are thine 
Those matchless gems of Art's ezhaustless mine. 
For thee bright Qenius darts his living beam, 
Warm o'er thy shrines the tints of Glory stream, 
And forms august as natives of the sky, 
Rise round each fitne in faultless majesty, 
So chastely perfect, so serenely grand. 
They seem creations of no mortal hand. 

Ye, at whose voice fair Art, with eagle glance, 
Burst in full <piendor from her death-like trance ; 
Whose raUying call bade slumbering nations wake, 
And daring Intellect his bondage break ; 
Beneadi whoee eye the Lords of song arose. 
And snatched the Tuscan lyre fiom long repose, 
And bade its pealing eneigies lesoond. 
With power electric, thioogh the reafasDs around ; 
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Oh ! high in thought, magnifioexit in xml I 
Born to inspire, enlighten, and control ; 
Cosmo, Lorenaol Tiew your reign once more, 
The ihiine where nattone mingle to adore ! 
Again th' Enthuaiaat there, with ardent gaie, 
Shall hail the mighty of departed days : 
Those Bovereign spirits, whose commanding mind 
Seems in the marble's breathing mould enshrined; 
Still, with ascendant power, the world to awe, 
Still the deep homage of the heart to draw ; 
To breathe some spell of holiness around. 
Bid all the scene be consecrated ground, 
And from the stone, by Inspiration wrought, 
Dart the pure lightnings of exalted thought 

There thou, fair ofispring of immortal Mind! 
Love's radiant Goddess, Idol of mankind! 
Onoe the bright object of Devotion's tow, 
Shalt cUun horn taste a kindred wonhip now. 
Oh! who can tell what beams of heavenly light 
FlMhed o'er the sculptor's intellectual sight, 
How ipany a glimpse, revealed to him akme, 
Made brighter beii^ nobler worlds his own ; . 
Ere, like some vision sent the earth to bless, 
Bunt into life thy pomp of loveliness ! 

Young Oenius there, while dwells his kindling 
eye 
On finms, instinct with bright divinity. 
While new-bom powers, dilating in his heart, 
Embrace the full magnificence of Art ; 
From scenes by Raphael's gifted hand arrayed, 
Froifi dreams of heaven, by Angefc) portrayed; 
From each fair work of Grecian skill sublime, 
Sealed with perfection, * sanctified by time ;' 
Shall catch a kindred glow, and proudly feel 
His spirit bum with emulative i«J, 
Buoyant with loftier hopes *his soul shall rise. 
Imbued at once with nobler energies; 
O'er life's dim scenes on rapid pinion soar. 
And woridfl of visionary grace explore, 
Till his bold hand give glory's day-dreams birth, 
And with new wonders charm admiring earth. 

Venice, exult! and o'er thy moonlight seas. 
Swell with gay strains eacli Adriatic breeze ! 
What though k>ng fled those years of martial fame, 
That shed romantic lustre o'er thy name; 
Though to the winds thy streamers idly (day. 
And the wild waves another Gtoeen obey; 
Though quenched the spirit of tliine ancient race, 
And power and freedom scarce have left a trace ; 
Yet stin shall Art her splendours round thee cast, 
And gild the wreck of yean fbf ever past 
Again thy fanes may boast a Titian's dyes, 
Whose clear, soft brilliance emulates thy skies. 
And scenes that glow in coloring's richest Uoom, 
With life's warm flush Palladian halls illume. 
From thy rich dome again th' unrivalled steed 
Starts to existence, rushes into speed, 
Still for Lynppus claims the wreath of fame,. 
Panting with udor, vivified with flame. 



Proud Racen of the Sun I to fimcy's thought, 
Burning with spirit, from his esMnce caught, 
No mortal birth ye seem — ^but formed to bear 
Heaven's car of triumph through the reahns of air ; 
Toxange uncurbed the pathless fields of spacer 
The winds your rivals in the gloriotts race; 
Tnverse empyreal spheres with buoyant feet, 
Free as the aephyr, as the shot star fleet ; 
And waft through worlds unknown the vital ray, 
The flamQthat wakes creations into day. 
Creatures of fire and ether! vringed with light, 
To track the regions of the Infinite i 
From purer elements whose life was drawn, 
Sprung from the sunbeam, o£&pring of the dawn. 
What yean on yean, in silence gliding by, 
Have spared those forms of perfect symmetry I 
Moukled by Art to dignify alone 
Her own bright deity's resplendent throne^ 
Since first her skill their fiery grace bestowed. 
Meet for such lofty fate, such high abode, 
How many a race, whose tales of glory seem 
An echo's voice — the music of a dream. 
Whose records fiaebly from oblivion save 
A few bright traces of the wise and brave ; 
How many a state, whose pillared strength sub- 
lime. 

Defied the storms of war, the wavee of time, 
Towering o'er earth majestic and alone, 
Fortress of power — ^has flourished and is gone I 
And they, from clime to clime by conquest home, 
Each fleeting triumph destined to adom. 
They, that of powen and kingdoms lost and won. 
Have seen the noontide and the setting sun. 
Consummate still in every grace ramain. 
As o'er their heads had ages rolled in vain I 
Ages, victorious, in their oeaselesB flight, 
O'er countless monuments of earthly might I 
While she, from fair Byzantium's lost domain, 
Who bora those treasures to her ocean-ieign, 
'Midst the blue deep, who reared her ialand- 

throne. 

And called th' infinitude of waves her own ; 
Venice the proud, the Regent of the sea, 
Welcomes in chains the trophies of the free ! 

And thou, whose Eagle's towering plnmo un- 
furled, 
Once cast its shadow o^er a vassal worid, 
Eternal city! round wllose Curule throne 
The k>rds of nations knelt in ages lk>wn ; 
Thou, whose Augustan yean have left to time 
Immortal records of their glorious prime : 
When deathless bards, thine olive-shades among, 
Swelled the high raptures of heroic song; 
Fair, fidlen empress I raise thy languid head 
From the cold altan of th' illustrious dead, 
And once again, with fond delight, survey 
The proud memorials of thy noblest day. 

Lol whdre thy sons, oh Rome! a godlike train, 
In imaged majesty return again! 
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Bards, chieftaina, monarcha, tower with mien aa- 

guat, 
O'er scenes that shrine their venerable dust 
Those forms, those features, luminous with soul, 
Still o'er thy chUdren eeera to claim control ; 
With awful grace arrest the pilgrim's glance, 
Bind his rapt soul in elevating trance. 
And bid the past, to fancy's ardent eyes, 
From time's dim sepulchre in glory rise. 

Souls of the lofty! whose undying names, 
Rouse the young bosom still to noblest aims ; 
Oh ! with your images could fato restore 
Your own high spirit to your sons once more ; 
Patriots and heroes ! could those flames return, 
That bade your hearts with freedom's ardours bum; 
Then firom the sacred ashes of the first, 
Might a new Rome in phmnix-grandeur burst I 
With one bright glance dispel th' horizon's gloom, 
With one loud call wake Empire from the tomb ; 
Bind round her brows her own triumphal crown, 
Lift her dread ^gis with majestic frown, 
Unchain h^r Eagle's wing, and .guide his flight, 
To batho its plumage in the fount of light. 

Vain dream ! degraded Rome! thy noon is o'er, 
Once lost, thy spirit shall revive no more. 
It sleeps with those, the sons of other days, 
Who fixed on thee the world's adoring gaze ; 
Those, blest to live, while yet thy star was high, 
More blest, ere darkness quenched its beam, to diel 

Yet, though thy faithless tutelary powers, 
Have fled thy shrines, left desolate thy towers, 
Still, still to thee shall nations bend their way, 
Revered in ruin, sovereign in decay I 
Oh ! what can realms, in fame's full zenith, boast. 
To mateh the relics of thy splendour lost! 
By Tiber's waves, on each illustrious hill. 
Genius and Taste shall love to wander still. 
For there has Art survived an empire's doom. 
And reared her throne o'er Latium's trophied tomb; 
She from the dust recalls the brave and free, ' 
Peopling each scene with beings worthy thee ! 

Oh I ne'^r nt^ain may War, with lightningHBtroke, 
Rend its last honours from the shattered oak! 
Long be those works, revered by ages, thine, 
To lend one triumph to thy dim decline. 

Bright with stern beauty, breathing wrathful 
fire 
In all the grandeur of celestial ire» 
Once more thine own, th' immortal Archer's form, 
Sheds radiance round, with more than Being warm! 
Oh ! who could view, nor deem that perfect frame, 
A living temple of ethereal flame 1 
Lord of the day-star ! how may words portray 
Of thy chaste glory one reflected rayl 
Whate'er the soul could dream, the hand could 

trace. 
Of regal dignity, and heavenly grace ; 
Each purer efliuence of the fair and bright, 
Whose fitful gleams have broke on mortal sight ; 



Each bold idea, borrowed from the sky, 
To vest th' embodied form of deity; 
All, all in thee ennobled and refined, 
Breathe and enchant, transcendantly combined I 
Son of Elysium ! years and ages gone 
Have bowed, in speechless homage, at thy throiie, 
And days unborn, and nations yet to be, 
Shall gaze, absorbed in ecstacy, on thee ! 
And thou, triumphant wreck,(i) e'en yet sub- 
lime. 
Disputed trophy, claimed by Art and Time^ 
Hail to that scene again, where Gienius cauj^t 
From thee its fervours of diviner thought ! 
Where he, th' inspired one, whose gigantic mind 
Lived in some sphere, to him alone assigned ; 
Who from the past, the future, and th' unseen, 
Could call up forms of more than earthly mien ; 
Unrivalled Angelo, on thee would gaze, 
Till his full soul imbibed perfection's bkie ! 
And who but he, that Prince of Art, might dare 
Thy sovereign greatness view withput despair? 
Emblem of Rome! from power's meridian hurled. 
Yet claiming still the homage of the world. . 
What hadst thou been, eie barbarous hands de- 
faced 
The work of wonder, idolized by taste? 
Oh! worthy still of some divine abode. 
Mould of a conquerer 1(2) ruin of a god ! 
Still, like some broken gero, whose quenchless 

beam. 
From each bright fragment pours Us vital stream, 
'Tis thine, by fate unconquered, to dispense 
From every part, some ray of excellence ! 
E'en yet, informed with essence from on high, 
Thine is no trace of frail mortality ! 
Within that frame a purer being glows, 
Through viewless veins a brighter current flows; 
Filled with immortal life each muscle swells, 
In every line supernal grandeur dwells. 

Consummate work ! the noblest and the last. 
Of Ghwcian Freedom,(3) ere her reign was past 
Nurse of the mighty, she, while lingering still 
Her mantle flowed o'er many a classic hill. 
Ere yet her voice its parting accents breathed, 
A Hero's image to the world bequeathed; 
Enshrined in thee th' imperishable ray. 
Of high-souled Grenius, fostered by her sway, 
And bade thee teach, to ages yet unborn, 
What lofty dreams were hers — ^who never shall re- 
turn ! 
And mark yon group, transfixed with many a 
throe. 
Sealed with the image of eternal wo: 
With fearful truth, terrific power, exprest, 
Thy pangs, Laocoon, agonize the breast, 
And the stern combat picture to mankind. 
Of sufiering nature, and enduring mind. 
Oh, mighty conflict! though his pains intense 
Distend each nerve, and dart thiough eveiy sense , 
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Though fixed on him, his children's sappliant eyes 
Implore the aid avenging fate denies ; 
Though, with the giant-snake in fruitless strife, 
Heaves every muscle with convulsive life, 
And in each limb Existence writhes, trolled 
'Mid the dread circles of the veiiomed foldj 
Yet the strong spirit lives — and not a cry 
Shall own the might of Nature's agony! 
That furrowed brow unconquered soul reveals, 
That patient eye to angry Heaven appeals, 
That struggling bosom concentrates its breath, 
Nor yields one moan to torture or to death !(4) 

Sublimest triumph of intrepid Art! 
With speechless horror to congeal the heart. 
To freeze each pulse, and dart through every vein 
Cold thrills of fear, keen sympathies of pain ; 
Yet teach the spirit how its lofty power 
May brave the pangs of fate's severest hour. 

Turn from such conflicts, and enraptured gaze 
On scenes where Painting all her skill displays: 
Landscapes, by colouring drest in richer dyes, 
More mellowed sunshine, more unclouded skies ; 
Or dreams of bliss, to dying Martyrs given, 
Descending Seraphs robed in beams of heaven. 
Oh ! sovereign Masters of the Pencil's might. 
Its depth of shadow, and its bUze of light, 
Ye, whose bold thought, disdaining every bound, 
Expbred the worlds above, below, around. 
Children of Italy! who stand alone, 
And onapproached, 'midst regions all your own ; 
What 8cei\e8, what beings blest your, favoured 

sight, 
Severely grand, unutterably bright ! 
Triumphant spirits ! your exulting eye 
Could meet the noontide of eternity. 
And gaze untired, undaunted, uncontrolled 
On all that Fancy trembles to behold. 
Bright on your view such forms their splendour 
shed, 
As burst on Prophet-bards in ages fled : 
Forms that to trace, no hand but yours might dare, 
Darkly sublime, or exquisitely fair, 
These o'er the walls your magic skill arrayed, 
Glow in rich sunshine, gleam through melting 

shade, 
Float in light grace, in awful greatness tower, 
And breathe and move, the records of your power. 
Inspired of Heaven ! what heightened pomp ye cast, 
O'er all the deathless trophies of the past ! 
Round many a marble fane and classic dome, 
Asserting still the majesty of Rome; 
Round' many a work that bids the world believe 
What Grecian Art could image and achieve ; 
Again, creative minds, your visions throw 
Life's chastened warmth, and Beauty's mellowest 

glow, 
And when the mom's bright beams and mantiing 

dyes 
Pour the rich lustre of Ausonian skies. 



Or evening suns illume, with purple smile. 
The Parian altar, and the pillared aisle, 
Then as the full, or softened radiance falls. 
On Angel-groups that hover o'er the walls, 
Well may those Temples, where your hand has 

shed 
Light o'er the tomb, existence round the dead, 
Seem hke some World, so perfect and so fair, 
That nought of earth should find admittance there. 
Some sphere, where Beings, to mankind unknown. 
Dwell in the brightness of their pomp, alone ! 

Hence, ye vain fictions, fancy's erring theme, 
Gods of illusion ! phantoms of a dream ! 
Frail, powerless idols of departed time, 
Fables of song, delusive, though sublime ! 
To loftier tasks has Roman Art assigned 
Her matchless pencil, and her mighty mind ! 
From brighter streams her vast ideas flowed, 
With purer fire her ardent spirit glowed. 
To her 't was given in fancy to explore 
The land of miracles, the holiest shore ; 
That realm where first the light of life was sent. 
The loved, the punished, of th' Omnipotent ! 
O'er Judah's hills her thoughts inspired would 

stray. 
Through Jordan's valleys trace their lonely way, 
By SUoa's brook, or Almotana's(5) deep. 
Chained in dead silence, and unbroken sleep; 
Scenes whose cleft rocks, and blasted deserts, tell 
Where passed th' Eternal, where his anger fell! 
Where oft his voice the words of fate revealed. 
Swelled in the whiriwind, in the thunder pealed, 
Or heard by prophets in some palmy vale. 
Breathed 'still small' whispers on the midnight 

gale. 
There dwelt her spirit — ^thero her hand portrayed, 
'Mid the lone wilderness or cedar-shade, 
Ethereal forms, with awful missions fraught, 
Or Patriarch-seers, absorbed in sacred thought, 
Bards, in high converse with the world of rest. 
Saints of the earth, and spirits of the blest. 
But chief to Him, the Conqueror of the grave, 
Who lived to guide us, and who died to save; 
Him, at whose glance the powers of evil fled, 
And soul returned to animate the dead ; 
Whom the waves owned — and sunk beneath his 

eye, 
Awed by one accent of Divinity; 
To Him she gave her meditative hours, 
Hallowed her thoughts, and sanctified her powers. 
O'er the bright scenes sublime repose she threw. 
As all around the Godhead's presence knew. 
And robed the Holy One's benignant mien 
In beaming mercy, majesty serene. 
Oh ! mark, where Raphael's pure and perfect 

line 
Portrays that form ineflfably divine 1(6) 
Where with transcendant skill his hand has shed 
DijQfufiive sunbeams round the Saviour's head; 
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Each heaven-iSumined lineament imbued 
With all the fulnesB of faaatitudei 
And traced the sainted gioupi whose mortal nght 
Sinka overpowered by that excess of light ! 

Graie on that scene, and own the might of Art, 
By truth inspired to elevate the heart! 
To bid the soul ezultingly possess, 
Of all her powers a heightened consciouanefls, 
And strong in hope, anticipate the 4&7} 
The last of liie, the first of freedom's ray; 
To realize, in some unclouded sphere, 
Those pictured glories feebly imaged here ! 
Dim, cold Inflections from her native sky, 
Faint effluence of " the Day-«pring fiom on high !" 



NOTES. 



Note 1, page 106, col. 2. 

The Belvidere Torso, the fiivourite study of 
Michael Angela^ and of many other distinguished 
artists. 

Note 3, page 106, col. 3. 

"Claoiqu^ cette statue d'Heicnle ait 6U mal- 
trait6e et mutil6e d'une manidre Strange, se trou- 
vant sans tdte, sans bras, et sans jambes, elle est 
cependant encore un chef-d'oeuvre auz yeuz des 
connoisseurs ; et ceux qui savent percer dans les 
mystdres de Fart, se U repr6sentent dans toute sa 
beaut6. L*aitiste, en voulant repr^senter Hercule^ 
a form6 un corps id^al au-deseus de la nature. 
*** Get Hercule paioit done id tel qu'il dut 6tre, 
lorsque, purifi6 par le feu des foiblessesde I'huma- 
nit6, il obtint rimmortalit6, et prit place auprds 
des dieux. II est repr6sent6 sans aucun booin 
de nourriture et de rf.paration de forces. Les 
veines y sont.toutes invisibles.*' — Wtnekelmannf 
BiUoire de PArt ehcz UsAneieTU^ torn, U, p. 348. 



Note 3, page 106, col. 3. 

"Le Torso d'Hereale paroit un des demieni 
ouvrages parfaits que I'art ait produit en Qrdoe, 
avant la perte de sa liberty. Car aprds que la 
Grdce Alt r^duite en province Romaine, Phistoin 
ne &it mention d'aucun artisle c^Idbre de cetta 
nation, jusqu'aux temps du Triumvirat Rbmain." 
Wtnckelmann, ibid. torn. u. p. 250, 

Note 4, page 107, ooL 1. 

" It is not, in the same manner, in the agonized 
timbs, or in the convulsed muscles of the Laocoon, 
that the secret grace of its composition resides; it 
is in the majestic air of the head, which has not 
yielded to tuffering^ and in the deep serenity of 
the forehead, which seems to be still ntperior to 
all its afflictions^ andjBignificant of a mind that can 
not be subdued." — Alliaon^a Eseaye^ voZ. ii, p. 400. 

Laocoon nous offine le spectacle de la natove 
humaine dans la plus grande douleur dont elle 
soit susceptible, sous I'image dliomme qui t&ehe 
de rassembler contre elle toute la force dePespiit 
Tandis que Texc^s de la soufirance enfle les mus- 
cles, ct tire violemment les neifs, le courage se 
montre sur le front gonfl6 : la pottrine s'61eve avec 
peine par la n6cessit6 de la respiration, qui est 
^galement contrainte par le silence que la force de 
Tame impose k la douleur qu'elle voudroit ^toaffier. 
♦ ♦ ♦ Son air est plaintif, et non ciiard. ♦ ♦ • • 
IFtncifceZmann, ibid, torn, ii. p. 814. 

Note 5, page 107, coL 3. 

Almotana. The name given by the Aiabe to 
the Dead Sea. 

Note 6, page 107, col. 3. 

The Transfiguratbn, thought to be so perfect a 
specimen of art, that, in honour of Raphael, it was 
carried before Us body to the grave. 
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a^jileis »nn fl^i»UtvU Sbttntu. 



Le Maure ne k venge pas poroc que sa colore 
dure encore, mais parce que la vengeance seule 
peut ^carter de sa t^te le poids d'mfiimie dont il 
est accabI6. — 11 se venge, parce qu'ases yeux il 
n'y a qu'une ame basse qui paisae paidonner les 
afironta; et il nourrit sa rancune, parce que 8*11 la 
eenUut s'^teindre, il croiroit avec elle, avoir perdu 
une vertn. Sibmondi, 



The events with which the following tale Is in- 
terwoven are related in the "Historia de las Guer- 
ras.Civiles de Granada." They, occurred in the 
Teign of Abb Abdeli or Abdali^ the last Moorish 
king of that city, called by the Spaniards El Rey 
Chico. The conquest of Ghranada, by Ferdinand 
and Isabella, is said, by some historians, to have 
been greatly facilitated by the Abencerrages, 
whose defection was the result of the repeated in- 
juries they had received from the king at the 
instigation of the Zegris. One of the most beau- 
tiful halls of the Alhambra is pointed out as the 
scene where so many of the former celebrated 
tribe were massacred', and it still retains their 
name, being called the " Sala de los Abencerra- 
ges." Many of the most interesting old Spanish 
ballads relate to the events of this chivalrous and 
romantic period. 



THE ABENCERRAGE. 

CANTO I. 

Lonely and still are now thy marble halls, 
Thou fair Alhambra! there the feast is o'er; 

And with the murmur of thy fountain-falls, 
Blend the wild notes of minstrelsy no more. 

Hushed are the voices, that, in years gone by, 
Have mourned, exulted, menaced, through thy 
towers ; 

Within thy pillared courts the grass waves high, 
And all uncultured bloom thy fiiiry bowers. 

Unheeded there the flowering myrtle blows, 
Through tall arcades unmarked the sunbeam ' 
smiles, [ 

And many a tint of softened brilliance throws 
O'er fretted walls, and shming peristyles. ' 

And well might Fancy deem thy fabrics lone, | 
So vast, so silent, and so wildly ialr, 
17 



Some charmed abode of beings all unknown, 
Powerful and viewless, children of the air. 

For there no footstep treads th* enchanted ground, 
There not a sound the deep repose pervades, 

Save winds and founts diffusing freshness round, 
Through the light domes and graceful colon- 
nades. 

Far other tones have swelled those courts ak>ng, 
In days romance yet fondly loves to trace; 

The claah of arms, the voice of choral song, 
The revels, coml^ats, of a vanished race. 

And yet awhile, a^t Fancy's potent call. 
Shall rise that race, the chivalrous, the bold 1 

Peopling once more each fair, forsaken hall. 
With stately forms, the knights and chiefs of old. 

— The sun declines — ^upon Nevada's height 
There dwells a mellow flush of rosy light ; 
Each soaring pinnacle of mountain snow 
Smiles in the richness of that parting glow, 
And Darro's wave reflects each passing dyo 
That melts and mingles in th' empurpled sky. 
Fragrance, exhaled from rose and citron bower, 
Blends with the dewy freshness of the hour : 
Hushed are the winits, and Nature seems to sleep 
In light and stillness ; wood, and tower, and steep, 
Are dyed with tints of glory, only given 
To the rich evening of a southern heaven ; 
Tints of the sun, whose bright farewell is fraught 
With all that art hath dreamt, but never caught. 
— Yes, Nature sleeps; but not with her at rest 
The fiery passions of the human breast. 
Hark! from th' Alhambra's towers what stormy 

sound, 
Elach moment deepening, wildly swells around I 
Those are no tumults of a festal throng, 
Not the light zambra,(l) nor the choral song : 
The combat rages — 't b the^hout of war, 
'Tis the loud clash of shield and scymetar/^ 
Withm the haH of Lions,(2) where the rays 
Of eve, yet lingering, on the fountain blaze ; 
There, girt and guarded by hb Zegri bands, 
And stem in wrath, the Moorish monarch stands ; 
There the strife centres — swords around him wave ; 
There bleed the fallen, there contend the brave, 
While echoing domes return the battle-cry, 
" Revenge and freedom ! let the tyrant die !" 
And onward rushing, and prevailing still. 
Court, hall, and tower the flense avengers fill. 

But first and bravest of that gallant train, 
Where foes are mightiest, charging ne'er in vain ; 
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In hiB red huid the sabie glancing bright, 
His dark eye flashing with a fiercer light, 
Ardent, untired, scarce conscious that he bleeds, 
His Aben-Zurrahs(3) there young Hamet leads ; 
While swells his voice that wild acclaim on high, 
" Revenge and freedom I let the tyrant die 1" 

Yes, trace the footsteps of the warrior's wrath, 
By helm and corselet shattered in his path; 
And by the thickest harvest of the slain. 
And by the marble's deepest crimson stain : 
Search through the serried fight, where loudest 

cries 
From triumph, anguish, or despair arise ; 
And brightest where the shivering falchions glare, 
And where the ground ia reddest — he is there. 
Yes, that young man, amidst the Zegri host, 
Hath well avenged a sire, a brother, lost 
They perished — not as heroes should have died, 
On the red field in victory's hour of pride. 
In all the glow and sunshine of their fame, 
And proudly smiling as the death-pang came : 
Oh ! had they thtis expired, a warrior's tear 
Hod flowed, almost in triumph, o'er their bier. 
For thus alone the brave should weep for those, 
Who brightly pass in glory to repose. 
— Not such their fate — a tyrant's stern command 
Doomed them to fall by some ignoble hand, 
As, with the flower of all their -high-born race,' 
Summoned Abdallah's royal feast to grace, 
Fearless in heart, no dream of danger nigh. 
They sought the banquet's gilded hall — to die. 
Betrayed, unarmed, they fell — the fountain wave 
Flowed crimson with the life-blood of the brave, 
Till far the fearful tidings of their fate 
Through the wide city rung from gate to gate. 
And of that lineage each surviving son 
Rushed to the scene where vengeance might be 
won. 

For this young Hamet mingles in the strife. 
Leader of battle, prodigal of life, 
Urging his followers, till their foes, beset, 
Stand faint and breathless, but undaunted yet 
Brave Abcn-Zurrahs, on ! one efllbrt more. 
Yours u the triumph, and the conflict o'er. 

But lo ! descending o'er the darkened hall, 
The twilight shadows fast and deeply fall, 
Nor yet the strife hath ceased — though scarce they 

know, 
Through that thick gloom , the brother from the foe ; 
Till the moon rises with her cloudless ray. 
The peaceful moon, and gives them light to slay. 

Where lurks Abdallah?— 'midst his yielding train 
They seek the guilty monarch, but in vain ; 
He lies not numbered with the valiant dead, 
His champions round him have not vainly bled ; 
But when the twilight spread her shadowy veil. 
And his last warriors found each effort fail, 
In wild despair he fled — a trusti^l few, 
Kindred in crime, arc still in danger true ; 



And o'er the scene of many a martial deed, 
Thq yega's(4) green expanse, his flying fiwtsteps 

lead. 
He passed th' Alhambra's calm and lovely bowers, 
Where slept the glistening leaves and folded flowers 
In dew and starlight — there, trom groc and cave 
Gushed in wild music many a sparkling wave ; 
There, on each breeze, the breath of fragrance rose, 
And all was freshness, beauty, and repose. 

But thou, dark monarch ; in thy bosom reign 
Storms that, once roused, shall never sleep again. 
Oh ! vainly bright u Nature in the course """^ 
Of him who flies from terror or remorse ! 
A spell is round him which obscures her bloom. 
And dims her skies with shadows of the tomb ; 
There smiles' no Paradise on earth so fair, 
But guilt will raise avenging phantoms there. 
Abdallah heeds not though the light gale roves 
Fraught with rich odour, stolen from orange-groveSi 
Hears not the sound from wood and brook that rise, 
Wild notes of Nature's vesper melodies ; 
Marks not, how lovely, on the mountain's head, 
Moonlight and snow their mingling lustre spread ; 
But urges onward, till his weary band. 
Worn with their toil, a moment's pause demand. 
He stops, and turning, on Granada's fiines 
In silence gazing, fixed awhile remains ; 
In stem, deep silence — o'er his feverish brow. 
And burning cheek, pure breezes freshly blow, 
But waft, in fitful murmurs, from afar, 
Sounds, indistinctly fearful, — as of war. 
What meteor bursts, with sudden blaze, on high, 
O'er the blue clearness of the starry skyi 
Awful it rises like some Greiiie-form, 
Seen 'midst the redness of the desert storm,(5) 
Magnificently dread — above, below, 
Spreads the wild splendour of its deepening glow. 
Lo ! from th' Alhambra's towers the vivid glare 
Streams through the still transparence of the air ; 
Avenging crowds have lit the mighty pyre. 
Which feeds that waving pjrramid of fire ; 
And dome and- minaret, river, wood, and height. 
From dim perspective start to ruddy light. 

Oh Heaven ! the anguish of AbdallahV soul. 
The rage, though fruitless, yet beyond controul 1 
Yet must he coase to gaze, and raving fly 
For life — such life as makes it bliss to die ! 
On yon green height, the mosque, but half revealed 
Through cypress-groves, a safe retreat may yield. 
Thither his steps are bent — ^yet oft he turns, 
Watching that fearful beacon as it bums. 
But paler grow the sinking flames at last. 
Flickering they fade, their crimson light is- past, 
And spiry va|K>urs, rising o'er the scene, 
Mark where the terrors of their wrath have been. 
And now his feet have reached that lonely pile^ 
Where grief and terror may repose awhile ; 
Embowered it stands, 'midst wood and cliflTori high. 
Through the gray rucks a torrent sparkling nigh ; 
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He hails the scene where every care should 
And aU>-except the heiurt he brings — ^is peace. 

There k deep stillness in those halls of state, 
Where the loud cries of conflict rung so late ; 
Stillness like that, when fierce the Kanudn's blast 
Hath o'er the dwellings of the desert pasBed.(6) 
Fearful the calni — nor voice, nor step, nor breath, 
Disturbs that scene of beauty and of death : 
Those vaulted roofs re-echo not a sound, 
Save the wild gush of waters — miirmuring round. 
In ceaseless melodies of plaintive tone, 
Through tohambers peopled by the dead alone.' 
O'er the mosaic floors, with carnage red, 
Breastplate and shield, and cloven helm are spread 
In mingled fragments — glittering to the light 
Of yon sttU moon, whose rays, yet softly bright, 
Their streaming lustre tremulously shed, 
And smile, in placid beauty, o'er the dead: 
O'er features, where the fiery spirits trace, 
E'en death, itself is powerless to eflface. 
O'er those who, flushed with ardent youth, awoke. 
When glowing room in bloom and radiance broke, 
Nor dreamt how near the dark and frozen sleep, 
Which hears not Glory call, nor. Anguish weep, 
In the low silent house, the narrow spot, 
Home o( fiirgetfulness — and soon fozgot. 

But slowly fade the stars — ^the night is o'er — 
Mom beams on those who hail her light no more; 
Slumberers, who ne'er shall wake on earth again, 
Mourners, who , called the loved, the lost, in 

vain. 
Yet smiles the day— -oh ! not for mortal tear 
Doth Nature deviate from her calm career, 
Nor is the earth less laughing or l^ss fair, 
Though braking hearts her gladness may not 

share. 
O'er the cold um the beam of summer glows^ 
O'er fields of blood the zephyr freshly blows ; 
Bright irfiines the sun, though all be dark below. 
And skies arch cloudless o'er a world of wo. 
And flowers renewed in spring's gieen pathway 

bloom. 
Alike to grace the banquet and the tomb. 

Within Granada's walls the funeral rite 
Attends that day of lov^eliness and light; 
And many a chief, with dirges and with tears, 
Is gathered to the brave of other years: 
And Hamet, as beneath the cypress-shade 
ilis martyred brother and his sire are'faid. 
Feels every deep resolve, and burning thought 
Of ampler vengeance, e'en to passion wrought; 
Yet is the hour afar — and he must brood 
O'er those dark dreams awhile in solitude. 
, Tumult and rage are hushed — another day 
In still solemni^ hath passed away. 
In that deep slumber of exhausted wrath, 
The calm that follows ^ the tempest's path. 

And now Abdallah leaves yon peaceful fane. 
His ravaged city traversing again. 



No sound of gladneas his approach preoedei^ 
No splendid pageant the procession leads; 
Where'er he moves the silent streets along, 
Broods a stern quiet o'er the sullen throng; 
No voice is heard — but in each altered eye. 
Once brightly beaming when his steps were nigh, 
And in each look of those whose love hath fled 
From all on earth to slumber with the dead, 
Those, by his guilt made desolate, and thrown 
On the bleak wilderness of life alone. 
In youth's quick glance of scarce dissembled rage. 
And the pale mien of calmly-mournful age, 
May well be read a dark and fearful tale 
Of thought that ill th' indignant heart can veil. 
And passion, like the hushed vokano's power. 
That waits in stillness its appointed hour. 

No more the clarion, from Granada's walls 
Heard o'er the Vega, to the tourney calls; 
No more her graceful daughters, throned on highi 
Bend o'er the lists the darkly radiant eye; 
Silence and gloom her palaces o'erspread, 
And song is hushed, and pageantry is fled. 
— Weep, fated dty I o'er thy heroes weep- 
Low in the dust the sons of glory sleep; 
Furled are their banners in the lonely hall, 
Their trophied shields hang mouldering on the 

wall, 
Wildly their chargers range the pastures o'er. 
Their voice in battle shall be heard no more ; 
And they, who still thy tyrants wrath survive^ 
Whom he hath wronged too deeply to foigive. 
That race, of lineage high, of worth approved. 
The chivalrous, the princely, the beloved; 
Thine Aben-Zurrahs— they no more shall wield 
In thy proud cause the conquering lance and 

shield : 
Condemned to bid the cherished scenes farewell 
Where the loved ashes of their fathers dwell, 
And far o'er foreign plains, as exiles, roara, 
Their land the desert, and the grave their home. 
Yet there is one shall see that race depart, 
In deep, though silent, agony of heart ; 
One whose dark fate must be to mourn alone, 
Unseen her sorrows, and their cause unknown, 
And veil her heart, and teach her cheek to weai 
That smile, in which the spirit hath no share; 
like the bright beams that shed their firuitless 

glow 
O'er the cold solitude of Alpine snow. 

Soft, fresh, and silent, is the midnight hour, 
And the yoimg Zayda seeks her lonely bower; 
That Zegri maid, within whose gentle mind 
One name is deeply, secretly enshrined. 
That name in vain stern Reason would eflhce, 
Hamet! 'tis thine, thou foe to all her race! 
And yet not hers in bitterness to prove 
The sleepless pangs of unrequited love ; 
Pangs, which the rose of wasted youth consume 
And make the heart of all delight the tomb, 
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Check the free spirit in its eagle-flight, 
And the spring-morn of early genius blight; 
Not such her grief— though now she wakes to 

weep, 
While tearless eyes enjoy the boney-dews of 

sleep.(7) 
A step treads lightly through the citron-shade, 
Lightly but by the rustling leaves betrayed-^ 
Doth her young hero seek that well known spot, 
Scene of past hours that ne'er may be forgot *? 
'Tis he — ^but changed that eye whose glance of 

fire 
Could, like a sunbeam, hope and joy insjnre, 
As, luminous with youth', with ardour fraught, 
It spoke of glory to the inmost thought; 
Thence the bright spirit's eloquence hath fled, 
And in its wild expression may be read 
Stem thoughts and fierce resoWes — now veiled in 

shade, 
And now in characters of fire portrayed. 
Changed e'n his voice — as thus its mournful tone 
Wakes in her heart each feeling of his own, 
" Zayda, my doom is fixed-*another day, 
And the wronged exile shall be far away ; 
Far from the scenes where still his heart must be, 
His home of youth, and, more than all — ^from 

thee. 
Oh I what a doud hath gathered o'er my k>t. 
Since laM we met on this fair tranquil spot I 
Lovely as then, the soft and silent hour, 
And not a rose hath faded from thy bower; 
But I — my hopes the tempest hath o'erthrown, 
And changed my heoxt, to all but thee alone. 
Farewell, high thoughts! inspiring hopes of praise, 
Heroic visions of my early days! 
In me the glories of my race must end, 
The exile hath no country to defend I 
£*en in life's mom, my dreams of pride are o'er, 
Youth's buoyant spirit wakes for me no more, 
And one wild feeling in my altered breast 
Broods darkly o'er the ruins of the rest. 
Yet fear not thou — ^to thee, in good or ill, 
The heart, so stemly tried, is faithful still I 
But when my steps are distant, and my name 
Thou hcar'st no longer in the song of fame, 
When Time steals on, in silence to eflface 
Of cariy love each pure and sacred trace. 
Causing our sorrows and our hopes to seem 
But as the moonlight pictures of a dream, 
Still shall thy soul be with me, in the tmth 
And all the fervor of afiection's youth 1 
— If such thy love, one beam of heaven shall play 
In lonely beauty, o'er thy wanderer's way." 

"Ask not, if such my love! oh! trust the mind 
To grief so long, so silently resigned ! 
Let llie light spirit, ne'er by sorrow taught 
The pure arnl lofty constancy of tlioiight, 
Its fleeting trials eager to forget, 
Rise with clastic ixiwer o'er each regret ! 



Fostered in tears, our young aflfection grew, 
And I have learned to suffer -and be troe. 
Deem not my love a frail ephemeral flower. 
Nursed by soft sunshine and the bahny shoinfer; 
No! 'tis the child of tempests, and defies. 
And meets unchanged, the anger of the skies ! 
Too well I feel, with grief's prophetic heart, 
That ne'er to meet in happier days, we pait. 
We part ! and e'en this agonizing hour, 
When Love first feds his own o'erwhelming 

power, 
Shall soon to Memory's fixed and tearful eye 
Seem almost happiness — ^for thou wert nigh I 
Yes! when this heart in solitude shall bleed, 
As days (o dajrs all wearily succeed, 
Whpn doomed to weep in loneliness, 'twill be 
Almost like rapture to have wept with thee. 

" But thou, my Hamet, thou canst yet bestow 
All that of joy my blighted lot can know, 
Oh ! be thou still the high-souled and the brave, 
To whom my first and fondest vows I gave. 
In thy proud fame's untarnished beauty still 
The lofty visions of my youth fulfil, 
So shall it sooth me 'midst my heart's despair, 
To hold undimmed one glorious image there V 

" Zayda, my best-beloved I my words too wdl, 
Too soon, thy bright illusions must dispel ; 
Yet must my soul to thee unveiled be shown. 
And all its dreams and all its passions known. 
Thou shalt not be deceived — ^for pure as heaven 
Is thy young love, in faith and fervour given. 
I said my heart was changed — ^and would thy 

thought 

Explore the rain by thy kindred wrought, ■ 
In fancy trace the land whose towere and fanes, 
Crashed by the earthquake, strew its ravaged 

plains, 

And such that heart — where desolation's hand 
Hath blighted all that once was fair or grand I 
But Vengeance, fixed upon her burning throne, 
Sits 'midst the wreck in silence and alone. 
And I, in stem devotion at her shrine. 
Each softer feding, but my love, resign. 
— Yes ! they whose spuits all my thoughts controul, 
Who held dread converse with my thrilling soul ; 
They, the betrayed, the sacrificed, the brave. 
Who fill a blood-stained and untimely grave, 
Must be avenged ! and pity and remorse, 
In that stem cause, are banished from my course. 
Zayda, thou tremblcst— and thy gentle breast 
Shrinks from the passions that destroy my rest ; 
Yet shall thy form, in many a stormy hour, 
Pass brightly o'er my soul with softening power, 
And, oft recalled, thy voice beguile my lot. 
Like some sweet lay, once heard, and ne'er forgot 

" But the ni:xl»t wanes — the hours tooswiflly fly, 
Tlie bitter moment of farewell draws nigh, 
Yet, loved one ! woep not thus — ^in joy or pain. 
Oh I trust thy Hamet, we shall meet again ! 
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Y«8, we shall meet ! and haply smile at laat 
On all the cbuds and confficts of the past. 
On that fair vision teach thy thoughts to dwell, 
Nor deem these mingling tears out last farewell!" 
Is the voice hushed, whoee loved, ezpreaaive tone, 
Thrilled to her heart, and doth she weep alone? 
Alone she weepe — that hour of parting o'er — 
When shall the pang it leaves he felt no morel 
The gale breathes light, and fans her bosom fair, 
Showering the dewy rose-leaves o'er her hair; 
But ne'er for her shall dwell reviving power, 
In balmy dew, soft breeze, or fragrant flower, 
To wake once more that cahn^ serene delight, 
The soul's young bloom, which passion's breath 

could blight ; 
The smiling stillness of life's morning hour, 
Ere yet the day-star bums in alt his power. 
Meanwhile through gioveaof deep luxuriant shade, 
In the rich foliage of the sooth arrayed, 
Hamet, ere dawns the eaflieet blush of day, 
Bendfl to the vale of tombs hi« pennve way. 
Fair is that scene where palm and cypress wave 
On high o'er many an Aben-Zurrah's grave, 
Lonely and fair — ^its fresh and glittering leaves, 
With, the young myrtle there the lauiel weaves, 
To canopy the dead — ^nor wanting there 
Flowen to the turf, nor fragrance to the air, 
Nor wood-bird's note, nor fall of plaitative stream, 
Wild music, soothing to the mourner's dream. 
There sleep the chiefs of ^Id— their combats o'er, 
The voice of glory thrills their hearts no more I 
Unheard by them th' awakening clarion blows ; 
The sons of war at length in peace repose. 
No martial note is in the gale that sighs, 
Where proud their trophied sepulchres arise, 
'Mid founts, and ahades, and flowen of- brightest 

bloom, 
Ai^ in his native vale, some shepherd's tomb. 
There, where the trees their thickest foliage 

spread 
Dark a'er that silent valley of the dead. 
Where two £ur pillan rise, embowered and lone, 
Not yet vrith ivy dad, with moss o'ergrown. 
Young Hamet kneels — while thus his vows are 

poured, 
The fearful vows that consecrate his sword. 
— ** Spirit of him, who first within my mind 
Each feftier aim, each nobler thought enshrined. 
And taught my steps the line of light to trace. 
Left by the glorious fttheiB of my race. 
Hear thou my voice— for thine is with me still, 
In every dzeam its tones my bosom thrill. 
In the deep calm of midnight they are near, 
'Midst busy throngs they vibrate on my ear,' 
Still muimuiing * vengeance 1' — nor in vain the 

call. 
Few, few shall triumph in a hero's &11 1 
Cold as thine own to gknry and to fame. 
Within my heart there lives one, only aim. 



There, till th' oppressor for thy fate atone, 
Concentring every thought, it reigns alone. 
1 will not weep — ^revenge, not grief, must be. 
And blood, not tears, an offering meet for thee; 
But the dark hour of stern delight will come, 
And thou shalt triumph, warrior ! in thy tomb. 

" Thou, too, my brother ! thou art pascied away. 
Without thy fame, in life's fair dawning day. 
Son of the brave 1 of thee no trace will shine 
In the proud annals of thy lofty line, 
Nor shall thy deeds be breatliless in the lays 
That hold communion with the after-days. 
Yet by the wreaths thou mighl'st have nobly won, 
Hadst thou but lived till rose thy noontide sun. 
By glory loat, I swear, by hope betrayed, 
Thy fate shall amply, dearly, ba repaid ; 
War with thy foes I deem a holy strife, 
And to avenge thy death, devote my life. 

" Hear ye my vows, oh spirits of the slain ! 
Hear and be with me on the battle plain ! 
At noon, at midnight still around me bide, 
Rise on my dreams, and tell me how ye died !" 



CANTO IL 



Ch'i 



^h ! ben pro^de tl CIcIa, 
fi per delitU msl lieto non i 



AlfiBfL 



Fair land ! of chivalry the old domain, 
Land of the vine and olive, lovely Spain ! 
Though not for thee with classic shores to vie 
In charms that fix th' enthusiast's pensive eye. 
Yet hast thou scenes of beauty, richly fraught 
With all that wakes the glow of lofty thought ; 
Fountains, and vales, and rocks, whose ancient 

name 
High deeds have raised to mingle with their fame. 
Those scenes are peaceful now: the citron blows^ 
Wild spreads the m3rTtle, where the brave repose. 
No sound of battle swells on Douro's shore, 
And banners wave on Ebro's banks lio more. 
Btiit who, unmoved, unawed, shall coldly tread 
Thy fields that sepulchre the mighty dead? 
Blest be that soil ! where England's heroes shara 
The grave of chiefs, for ages slumbering there ; 
Whoso names are glorious in romantic lays, 
The wild, sweet chronicles of elder days, 
By goatherd lone, and rude serrano sung, 
The cypress dells, and vin^-clad rocks among. 
How oft those rocks have echoed to the tale 
Of knights who fell in Ronoesvalles' vale; 
Of him, renowned in old heroic lore, 
First of the brave, the gallant Campeador; 
Of those, the famed in song, who proudly died. 
When " Rio Verde'' rolled a crimson tide ; 
Or that high name, by Oarcilaso's might, 
On the green Vega won in singfe fight.(8) 
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Round fair Granada, deepening from aiar, 
O'er that green Vega rose the din of war. 
At mom or eve no more the sunbeama shone 
O'er a calm scene in pastoral beauty lone ; ■ 
On helm and corslet tremulous they glanced, 
On shield and spear in quiveiing lustre danced, 
Far as the sight by clear Xenil could rove, 
Tents rose around, and banners glanced above, 
And steeds in goreous trappings, armour bright 
With gold, reflecting every tint of light, 
And many a floating plume, and blazoned shield,. 
Diffoied romantic splendour o'er the field. 

Then swell those sounds that bid the life-blood 
start 
Swift to the mantling cheek, and beating heart. 
The clang of echoing steel, the charger's neigh. 
The measured tread of hosts in war's array; 
And oh ! that music, whose exulting breath 
Speaks but of glory on the road to death ; 
In whose wild voice there dwells inspiring power 
To wake the stormy joy of danger's hour, 
To nerve the arm, the spirit to sustain. 
Rouse from despondence, and support in pain ; 
And, 'midst the deepening tumults of the strife, 
Teach every pulse to thrill with more than life. 

High o'er the camp, in many a broidered fold, 
Floats to the wind a standard rich with gold : 
There, imaged on the cross, his form appears. 
Who drank for man the bitter cup of tears '?(9) 
His form, whose word recalled the spirit, fled. 
Now borne by hosts to guide them o'er the dead ! 
O'er yon Mr walls to plant the cross on high, 
Spain hath sent forth her flower of chivalry. 
Fired with that ardor, which, in days of yore, 
To Syrian plains the bold crusaders bore ; 
Ehile with lofty hope, with martial zeal, 
They come, the gallant children of Castile; 
The proud, the calmly dignified: — and there 
Ebro'adark sons with haughty mien repair. 
And those who guide the fiery steed of war 
f*rom yon rich province of the western atar.(lO) 

But thou, conspicuous 'midst the glittering 
scene. 
Stem grandeur stamped upon thy princely mien ; 
Known by the foreign garb, the silvery vest. 
The snow-white charger, and the azure cre8t,(ir) 
Young Aben-Zurrah !' 'midst that host of foes. 
Why shines thy helm, thy Moorish lance 1 Die-. 

close! 
Why rise the tents where dwell thy kindred train. 
Oh son of Afric, midst the sons of Spain 1 
Uast thou with these thy nation's fall conspired. 
Apostate chief! by hope of vengeance fired *? 
How art thou changed ! Still first in every "fight, 
Hamet the Moor! Castile's devoted knight! 
There dwelk a fiery lustre in thine eye. 
But not the light tluit shone in days gone by; 
There is wild ardour in thy look and tone, 
But not tho soul's expression once thine own, 



Nor aught like peace within. Yet who shall say 
What secret thoughts thine inmost heart may 

sway 7 
No eye but Heaven's may pierce that curtained 

breast, 
Whose joys and griefii alike are unexprest 

There hath been combat on the tented plain ; 
The Vega's turf is red with many a stain. 
And rent and trampled, banner, crest, and shield. 
Tell of a fierce and well-contested field; 
But all is peaceful now — thewert is bright 
With the rich splendor of departing light ; 
Mulhacen's peak, half lost amidst the sky, 
Glows like a purple evening-cloud on high. 
And tints, that mock the pencil's art, o'erspread 
Th' eternal snow that' crowns Veleta's head,(12) 
While the warm sunset o'er the landscape throws 
A solemn beauty, and a deep repose. 
Closed ai^ the toils and tumults of the day. 
And Hamet wanders from the camp away. 
In silent musings rapt :— the slaughtered brave 
Lie thickly strewn by Darro's rippling wave. 
Soft fail the dews — ^but other drops have dyed 
The scented shrubs that fringe the river side, 
Beneath whose shade, as ebbing life retired. 
The wounded sought a shelter— and expired .(13) 
Lonely, and k)st in thoughts of other days. 
By the bright windings of the stream he strays. 
Till, more remote from battle's ravaged scene. 
All is repose, and solitude serene. 
There, 'neath an olive's ancient shade reclined, 
Whose rustling foliage waves in eyening's wind, 
The harassed warrior, yielding to the power, 
The mild, sweet influence of the tranquil hour, 
Feels, by degrees, a long-foigotten calm 
Shed o'er his troubled soul unwonted balm ; 
His wrongs, his woes, his dark and dubbus lot, 
The past, the future, are awhile forgot; 
And Hope, scarce owned, yet stealing o'er faia 

breast, 
Half dares to whisper, *' Thou shalt yet be blest!" 
Such his vague musings — but a plaintive sound 
Breaks on the deep and solemn stillness round ; 
A low half-striflcd moan, that seems to rise 
From life and death's contending agonies. 
He turns: Who shares with him that lonely 

shade? 
— A youthful warrior on his death-bed laid. 
All rent and stained his broidered Moorish vest. 
The corselet shattered on his bleeding breast ! 
In his cold hand the broken falchion strained. 
With life's last force convulsively retained ; 
His plumage soiled with dust, with crimson dyed, 
And the red lance, in fragments, by his side ; 
He lies forsaken — ^pillowed on his shield, 
His helmet raised, his lineaments revealed. 
Pale is that quivering lip, and vanished now 
The light 6noe throned on that oonunandiiig 

brow; 
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And o'er that fading eye, atill upward caat, 
The shades of death are gathering dark and fast. 
Yet, as yon rising moon her light serene 
Sheds the pale olive's waving boughs between, 
Too well can Hamet's conscious heart retrace, 
Though changed thus fearfully, that pallid face, 
Whose eveiy feature to his soul conveys 
Some bitter thought of long-departed days. 

'* Oh ! is it thus," he cries, " we meet at last 'J 
Friend of my soul, in years for ever past I 
Hath &te but led me hither to behold 
The last dread straggle, ere that heart is cold, 
Receive thy latest agonizing breath. 
And, with vain pity, soothe the pangs of death? 
Yet let me bear thee hende — ^while life remains, 
E'en though thus fiseUy circling through thy veins, 
Some healing balm thy sense may still revive, 
Hope is not lost,— >and Osmyn yet may live ! 
And Uest were he, whose timely care should save 
A heart so noble, e'en from glory's grave." 

Roused by those accents, from his lowly bed, 
The dying warrior faintly lifts his head; 
O'er Hamet's mien, with vague, uncertaiti gaze. 
His doubtful glance awhile bewildered strays; 
Till, by degrees, a smile of proud disdain 
Lights up those features late convulsed with pain; 
A quivering radiance flashes from his eye, 
That seems too pure, too full of soul, to die ; 
And the mind's grandeur in its parting hour 
Looks from that brow with more than wonted pow- 
er. 

" Away!" he cries, in accents of commaTid, 
And proudly waves his cold and trembling hand, 
'* Apostate, hence! my soul shall soon be free, 
E'en now it soars, disdaining aid from thee: 
^Tis not for thee to close the fading eyes 
Of him who faithful to his country dies ; 
Not for thy hand to raise the drooping head 
Of him who sinks to rest on glory's bed. 
Soon shall these pangs be closed, this conflict o'er. 
And worlds he mine where thou canst nev^ soar : 
Be thine existence with a blighted name. 
Mine the bright death which seals a warrior's 
fame!" 

The glow hath vanished from his cheek — ^his eye 
Hath lost that beam of parting energy; 
Frozen and fixed it seems—his- brow is chill ; 
One struggle more, — that noble heart is still. 
Departed warrior ! were thy mortal throes. 
Were thy last pangs, ere nature found repose, 
More keen, more bitter, than th' envenomed dart 
Thy dying words have left in Hamet's heart! 
TViy pangs were transient ; his shall sleep no more 
Till life's delirious dream itself is o'er; 
But thou shalt rest in glory, and thy grave 
Be the pure altar of the patriot brave. 
Oh, what a change that little hour hath wrought 
In the high spirit, and unbending thought t 



Yet, from himself each keen regret to hide, 
Still Hamet struggles with indignant pride ; 
While his soul rises gathering. all its force, 
To meet ^he fearfiil conflict with remorse. 

To. thee, at length, whose artless love hath been 
His own, unchanged, tlirough many a stormy 

scene; 
Zayda! to thee his heart for refuge flies; 
Thou still art fidthful to affection's ties. 
Yes! let the worid upbraid, let foes contemn, 
Thy gentle breast the tide will firmly stem; 
And soon thy smile, and soft consoling voice. 
Shall bid his troubled soul again rejoice. 

Within Ghranada's walls are hearts and hands, 
Whose aid in secret Hamet yet commands ; 
Nor hard the task, at some propitious hour, 
To win his silent way to Zayda's bower, 
When night and peace are brooding o'er the world. 
When mute the clarions, and tlie banners furled. 
That hour is come — and o'er the arms he bears 
A wandering fakir's garb the phieftain wears: 
Disguise that ill from piercing eye could hide 
The lofty port, and glance of martial pride ; 
But night befriends — through paths' obscure be 

passed, 
And hailed the lone and lovely scene at last ; 
Young Zayda's chosen haunt, the fair alcove. 
The sparkling fountain and the orange grove; 
Calm in the moonlight smiles the still retreat, 
As formed alone for happy hearts to meet. 
For happy hearts 1 — ^not such is hers, who thero 
Bends o'er her lute, with dark, unbraided hair; 
That maid df Zegri race, whose eye, whose mien, 
Tell that despair her bosom's guest hath been. 
So lost in thought she seems, the warrior's feet 
Unheard approach her solitary seat. 
Till his known accents every sense restore — 
" My own loved Zayda! do we meet once morel" 

She starts, she turns — the lightnin^f of surprise, 
Of sudden rapture, flashes from her e fes 
But that is fleeting — it is past— and now 
Far other meaning darkens o'er her brow; 
Changed is her aspect, and her tones severe — 
*' Hence, Aben-Zurrah! death surrounds thee 
here!" 

"Zayda! what means that glance,' unlike thine 
own? 
What mean those words, and that unwonted tone ? 
I will not deem thee changed — ^but in thy face, 
It is not joy, it is not love, I trace! 
It was not thus in other days we met: 
Hath tune, hath absence taught thee to forget 7 
Oh! speak once more — these rising doubts dispel- 
One smile of tenderness, and all is well !" 

"Not thus we met in other days!"i— oh no! 
Thou wert iiot, warrior, then thy country's foe! 
Those days are past — we ne'er shall meet again 
With hearts all warmth, all confidence, as then. 
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But thy dark aotd no gentler feelings sway. 
Leader of hostile bands I away, away ! 
On in thy path of triampli and of power, 
Nor panse to raise from earth a blighted flower." 

** And thou too changed ! thine early vow forgot ! 
This, this alone, was wanting to my lotl 
Exiled and scorned, of every tie bereft, 
Thy love, the desert's lonely fount, was left ; 
And thou, my soul's laQt hope, its lingering beam, 
Thou, the good angel of each brighter dream, 
Wert all the barrenness of life possest. 
To wake one soft affection in my breast! 
That vision ended — fate hath nought in store, 
Of joy or sorrow, e'er to touch me more, 
(hif Tiegn maid! to scenes of sunshine fly, 
From the stem pupil of adversity I 
And now to hope, to confidence adieu ! . 
If thou art faithless, who shall e'er be true T' 

" Hamet! oh wrong me not ! — I too could speak 
Of sorrows^trace them on my faded cheek, 
In the sunk eye, and in the wasted form. 
That tell the heart hath nursed a canker-worm ! 
But words were idle — ^read my sufferings there. 
Where grief is stamped on all that one was fair. 

" Oh, weit thou still what once I fondly deemed. 
All that thy mien expressed, thy spirit seemed, 
My love had been devotion — till in death 
Thy name had trembled on my latest breath. 
But not the chief who leads a lawless band, 
To crush the altars of his native land ; 
Th' apostate son of heroes, whose disgrace 
Hath stained the trophies of a glorious rac0 ; 
Not him I loved — ^but one whose yovthful name 
Was pure and radiant in unsullied fiune. 
Hadst thou but died, ero yet dishonour's cloud 
O'er that young name had gathered as a shroud, 
I then had mourned thee proudly — and my grief 
In its own loftiness had found relief; 
A noble sorrow, cherished to the last. 
When every meaner wo had long been past. 
Yes! let afiection weep — no common tear 
She sheds, when bending o'er a hero's bier. 
Ijct Nature mourn the dead — a grief like this, 
To pangs that rend mi/ bosom had been bliss !" 

" High-minded maid! the time admits not now 
To plead my cause, to vindicate my vow. 
That vow, too dread, too solemn to recall. 
Hath urged me onward, haply to my fall. 
Yet this believe — ^no meaner aim inspires 
My soul, no dream of poor ambition fires. 
No! every hope of power, of triumph, fled, 
Behold me but th' avenger of the dead! 
One whose changed heart no tie, no kindtod 

knows, 
And in thy love alone hath sought repose. 
Zayda wilt thou this stem accuser be 1 
False to his country, he is true to thee! 
Oh, hear me yet!--if Hamet e'er was dear, 
By our first vows, our young affection hear! 



Soon must this fair and royal city fall, 
Soon shall the cross be planted on her wall ; 
Then who can tell what tides of blood may flow, 
While her fanes echo to the shriekn of wo 1 
Fly, fly with me^ and let me bear thee far 
From horrors thrbnging in the path of war: 
Fly! and repose in safety— till the blast 
Hath made a desert in its course— and past !" 
"Thou that wilt triumph when the hour is 
come. 
Hastened by thee to seal thy country's doom. 
With thee from scenes of death shall Zayda fly 
To peace and safety 7 — Woman too can die 1 
And die exulting, though unknown to fame, 
In all the stainless beauty of her name ! 
Be mine unmurmuring, undismayed to share 
The fate my kindred and my sire must bear. • 
And deem thou not my feeble heart shall fiql. 
When the clouds gather, and the blasts assail ; 
Thou hast hut known me ero the trying hour 
Called into life my spirit's latent power; 
But I have energies that idly slep^ 
While withering o'er my silent woes I wept, 
And now, when hope and happiness are fled, - 
My soul IB firm — ^for what remains to dread 1 
Who shall have power to suffer and to bear. 
If strength and courage dwell not with Despair 1" 

" Hamet, farewell ! — retrace thy path again, 
To join thy brethren on the tented plain. 
There wave and wood, in mingling murmurs, tell. 
How, in far qther cause, thy fathers fell! 
Yes ! on that soil hath Glory's footstep been, 
Names unfoigotten consecrate the scene I 
Dwell not the souls of heroes round thee there, . 
Whose voices call thee in the whispering air) 
Unheard, in vain, they call — their fallen son 
Hath stained the name those mighty spirits woo, 
And to the hatred of the brave and firee 
Bequeathed his own, through ages yet to be !" 

Still as she spoke, th' enthusiast's kindling eye 
Was lighted up with inborn majesty. 
While her fair form and youthful features caught 
All the proud grandeur of heroic thought, 
Severely beauteous :(14) awe-stmck and amazed, 
Jn silent trance awhile the warrior gazed 
As on some lofty vision — ^for she seemed 
One all inspired— each look with glory beamed, 
While brightly bursting through its doud of woes. 
Her soul at once in all its light arose. 
Oh! ne'er had Hamet deemed there dwelt en- 
shrined, 

In form so fragile, that unoonquered mind. 
And fixed, as by some high enchantment, there 
He stood — till wonder yielding to despair. 

The dream is vanished— daughter of my foes! 
Reft of each hope the lonely wanderer goes. 
Thy words have pierced his soul— ^yet deem thoa 

not 
Thou oouldst be once adored, and e'er forgot ! 
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O fimiied of happier love ! heroic maid ! 
In grief sublime, in danger undiamayed. 
Farewell, and be thou blest I^all words were vain 
For him who ne'er may view that form again; 
Him, whose sole thought, resembling bliss, must be, 
He hath been loved, once fondly loved, by thee !" 

And is the warrior gone 7 — doth Zayda hear 
His parting fix)tBtep, and without a tear 1 
Thou weep'st not, lofty maid !^yet who can tell 
What secret pangs within thy heart may dwell 1 
TViey feel not least, the firm, the high in soul, 
Who best each feeling's agony controul. 
Yes ! we may judge the measure of the grief 
Which finds in Misery's eloquence relief; 
But who shall pierce those depths of silent wo. 
Whence breathes no language, whence no tears 

may flow 7 
The pangs that many a noble breast hath proved, 
Scorning itself that thus it could be moved.7 
He, He alone, the inmost heart who knows, 
Views all its weakness, pities all its throes. 
He who hath mercy when mankind contemn, 
Beholding anguish — all unknown to them. 

Fair city! thou, that Imidst thy stately fanes 
And gilded minarets, towering o'er the plains, 
In eastern grandeur proudly dost arise 
Beneath thy canopy of deep-blue skies, 
While streams, that bear thee treasures m their 

wave,(15) 
Thy citron-groves and myrtle-gardens lave; 
Mourn ! for thy doom is fixed — the days of fear 
Of chaij(i% of wrath, of bitterness, are near ! 
Within, around thee are the trophieil graves 
Of kings and chiefr— their chiklren shall be slaves. 
Fair are thy halls, thy domes majestic swell. 
But there a nice that reared them not shall dwell; 
For 'midst thy counsels Discord still presides, 
Degenerate fear thy wavering monarch guides, 
Last of a line whose regal spirit flown 
Hath to their ofispring but bequeathed a throne, 
Without one generous thought, or feeling high. 
To teach his soul how kings should live and die. 

A voice resounds within Granada's wall, 
The hearts of warriors echo to its call.(16) 
Whose are those tones with power electric fraught,' 
To reach the source of pure, exalted thought 7 

See on a fortress-tower, with beckoning hand, 
A form, majestic as a prophet, stand ! 
His mien is all impassioned — and his eye 
Filled with a Kght whose founts^ is on high ; 
Wild on the gale his silvery tresses flow. 
And inspiration beams upon his brow, 
While, thronging round him, breathless thousands 

gaze, 
As on some mighty seer of elder days. 

" Saw ye the banners of Castile displayed, 
The helmets glittering, and the Une arrayed 7 
Heard ye the march of steel-clad hosts 7" he cries, 
** Children of conquerors ! in your strength arise ! 



O high-bom tribes ! oh names unstained by fear ! 
Azarques, Zegiis, Almoradis, hear!(17) 
Be every feud forgotten, and your hands 
Dyed with no blood but that of hostile bands.(18) 
Wake, princes of the landi the hour is come, 
And the red sabre must decide your doom^ 
Where b that spirit which prevailed of yore, 
When Tarik's bands o'erspread the western 

shore 7(19) 
When the long combat raged on Xeres' plain,(90) 
And Afnc's tecbir swelled through yielding 

Spain 1(21) 
Is the lance broken, is the shield decayed. 
The warrior's arm unstrung, his heart dismayed, 
Shall no high spirit of ascendant worth 
Arise to lead the sons of Islam forth 7 
To guard the regions where our fathers' blood 
Hath bathed each plain, and mingled with each 

flood. 
Where long their dust hath blended with the soil 
Won by their swords, made fertile by their toil 7 

" O ye sierras of eternal snow ! 
Ye streams that by the tombs of heroes flow, 
Woods, fountains, rocks, of Spain { ye saw their 

might 

In many a fierce and unforgotten fight ! 
Shall ye behold their k)st, degenerate race, 
Dwell 'midst your scenes in fettera and disgrace 7 
With each memorial of the past around, ' 
Each mighty monument of days renowned 7 
May this indignant heart ere then be cold. 
This frame be gathered to its kindred mould I 
And the last life-drop cireling through my veins 
Have tinged a soil untainted yet by chains ! 

" And yet one struggle ere our doom is sealed, 
One mighty efibrt, one deciding field ! 
If vain each hope, we still have choice to be, . 
In life the fettered, or in death the free 1" 
Still while he speaks, each gallant heart heats 
high, 
And ardour flashes firom each kindling eye; 
Youth, manhood, age, as if inspired, have caught 
The glow of lofty hope and daring thought, 
And all is hushed around — as every sense 
Dwelt on the tones of that wild eloquence. 

But when his voice hath ceased, th' impetuous 
cry 
Of eager thousands burst at once on high ; 
Rampart, and rock, and fortress, ring around, 
And fair Alhambra's inmost halls resound. 
" Lead us, O chieftain ! lead us to the strife. 
To fame in death, or liberty m life !" ' 
O seal of noble hearts ! in vain displayed ! 
High feeling wasted I generous hope betrayed I 
Now, while the burning spirit of the brave 
Is roused to energies that yet might save. 
E'en now, enthusiasts ! while ye rush to claim 
Your glorious trial on the field of fame, 
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Yoar king hath yielded ! Valoar's dream is o'c.r ;(22) 
Power, wealth, and fieedom, are your own no 

more; 
And for your children's portion, but remains 
That bitter heritage — the stranger's chains. 



CANTO III. 



FennoBri al fin U oor che balzd tanta 

IppoUto PindemorUB. 



Heroes of elder days ! untaught to yield, 
Who bled for Spain on many an ancient field, 
Ye, that around the oaken cross of yore (23) 
Stood firm and fearless on Asturia's shore. 
And with your spirit, ne'er to be subdued, 
Hallowed the wild Cantabrian solitude ; 
Rejoice amidst your dwellings of repose. 
In the last chastening of your Moslem foes ! 
Rejoice ! — for Spain, arising in her strength. 
Hath burst the remnant of their yoke at length ; 
And they in turn the cup of wo must drain, 
And bathe their fetters with their tears in vain. 
And thou, the warrior bom in happy fumr,{2i) 
Valencia's lord, whose name alone was power, 
Theme of a thousand songs in days gone by, 
Conqueror of Kings-! exult, O Cid I on high. 
For still 'twas thine to guard thy country!s weal. 
In life, in death, the watcher for Castile 1 

Thou in that hour when Mauritania's bands 
Rushed from their palmy groves and burning landa^ 
E'en in, the realm of spirits didst retain 
A patriot's vigilance, remembering Spain !(25) 
Then, at deep midnight, rose the mighty sound. 
By Leon heard, in shuddering awe profound. 
As through her echoing streets in dread array. 
Beings, once mortal, held their viewless way; 
Voices, from worlds we know not — and the tread 
Of marching hosts, the armies of the dead. 
Thou and thy buried chieftains — ^from the grave 
Then did thy summons rouse a king to save. 
And join thy warriore with unearthly might 
To aid the rescue in Tolosa's fight. 
Those days are past — the crescent on thy shore, 
O realm of evening ! sets, to rise no more.(26) 
What banner streams afar from Vela's tower 7(27) 
The cross, bright ensign of Iberia's power I 
What the glad shout of each exulting voice 1 
" Castile and Arragon ! rejoice, rejoice !" 
Yielding free entrance to victorious foes. 
The Moorish city sees her gates unclose. 
And Spain's proud host, with pennon, shield, and 

lance. 
Through her bng streets in knightly garb advance. 

Oh ! ne'er in lofty dreams hath Fancy's eye 
Dwelt on a scene of statelier pageantry. 
At joust or tourney, theme of poet's lore, 
High masque, or solemti festival of yore. 



The gilded cupolas, that proudly rise 
O'erarched by ctoudless and cerulean skies, 
Tall minarets, shining mosques, barbaric towen. 
Fountains, and palaces, and cjrpress bowen ; 
And they, the splendid and triumphant throng. 
With hebnets glittering as they move along. 
With broidered scarf, and gem-bestudded mail, 
And graceful plumage streaming on the gale ; 
Shielcb, gold-embossed, and pennons floating far, 
And all the gorgeous blazoruy of war. 
All brightened by the rich transparent hues 
That southern suns o'er heaven and earth diflnse ; 
Blend in one scene of glory, formed to throw 
O'er memory's page a never-fading glow. 
And there too, foremost 'midst the conquering brave, 
Your aamre plumes, O Aben-Zurrahs ! wave. 
There Hamet moves ; the chief whose lofty port 
Seems nor approach to shun, nor praise to court, 
Calm, stern, collected — ^yet within his breast 
Is there no pang, no struggle unconfest? 
If such there be, it still must dwell unseen. 
Nor cloud a triumph with a sufferer's mien. 

Hear'st thou the solemn, yet exulting sound, 
Of the' deep anthem floating &r around 1 
The choral voices to the skies that raise 
The full majestic harmony of praise ? 
Lo ! where surrounded by their princely train, 
They come, the sovereigns of rejoicing Spain, 
Borne on their trophied car — ^lo ! bursting thence 
A blaze of chivalrous magnificence ! 

Onward their slow and stately course they bend 
To where th' Alhambra's ancient towers ascend, 
Reared and adorned by Moorish kings of yore, 
Whose lost descendants there shall dwell no more. 

They reach those towers — irregularly vast 
And rude they seem, in mould barbaric cast :(28) 
They enter — to their wondering sight is given 
A genii palace — an Arabian heaven !(29) 
A scene by magic raised, so strange, so fair. 
Its form and colours seem alike of air. 
Here by sweet orange-boughs, half shaded o'er, 
The deep clear bath reveals its marble floor. 
Its mai^n fringed with flowers, whose glowing 

hues 

The calm transparence of its waves suflfuse. 
There, round the court, where Moorish arches bend, 
Afirial columns, richly decked, ascend ; 
Unlike the models of each classic race. 
Of Doric grandeur, or Corinthian grace. 
But answering well each vision that portrays 
Arabian splendour to the poet's gaze : 
Wild, wondrous, brilliant, all — a mingling glow 
Of rainbow-tints, above, around, below ; 
Bright-streaming from the many-tinctUred veins. 
Of precious marble — and the vivid stains 
Of rich mosaics o'er the light ai^ade. 
In gay festoons and feiry knots displayed. 

On through th' enchanted realm, that only t 
Meet for the radiant creatures of our dreams, 
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The royal oonquenxFB pass — while etill their sight 
On some new wonder dwelln with fresh delight. 
Here the eye roves through slender colonades, 
O'er bowery terraces and myrtle shades, 
Dark olive-woods beyond, and far on high 
The vast sierra, mingling with the sky. 
There, scattering far around their diamond spray, 
Clear streams from founts of alabaster play, 
Through pillared halls, where, exquisitely wrought, 
Rich arabesques, with glittering foUage fraught. 
Surmount each fretted arch, and lend the scene 
A wild, romantic, oriental mien : 
While many a verse from eastern baids of old, 
Borders the waU in characters of gold.(30) 
Here Moslem luxury, in her own domain, 
Hath held for ages her voluptuous reign 
'Midst gorgeous domes, where soon shall silence 

brood, 
And all be lone — a splendid solitude. 
Now wake their echoes to a thousand songs, 
From mingling voices of exulting throngs ; 
Tambour, and flute, and atabal, are theie,(31) 
And joyous clarions pealing on the air, 
While every hall resounds, " Granada won ! 
Granada ! for Castile and Arragon !"(32) 
'Tie night — ^from dome and tower, in dazzling 



The festal lamps innumerably blaze ;(33) 
Through long arcades their quivering lustre gleams, 
From every lattice tremulously streams, 
'Midst orange-gardens pUys on fount and rill, 
And gilds the waves of Darro and Xenil ; 
Red flame the torches on each miaaret's height,' 
And shines each street an avenue of light ; 
And midnight feasts are held, and music's voice 
Through the long night still summons to rejoice. 

Yet there, while all would seem to heedless eye 
One blaze of pomp, one burst of revelry. 
Are hearts unsoothed by those delusive hours, 
Galled by the chain, though decked awhile with 

flowera ; 
Stem passions working in th' indignant breast. 
Deep pangs untold, high feelings unexprest. 
Heroic spirits, unsubmitting yet. 
Vengeance, and keen remorse, and vain regret. 

From yon proud height, whose olive-shaded brow 
Commands the wide luxuriant plains below, 
Who lingering gazes o'er the lovely scene, 
Anguish and shame contending in his mien 1 
He, who, of heroes and of kings the son. 
Hath lived to lose whate'er his fathen won. 
Whose doubts and fears his people's fate have 

sealed; 
Wavering alike in counsel and in field ; 
Weak, timid ruler of the wise and brave, 
Still a fierce tyrant or a yielding slave. 

Far from these vine-clad hilhi and azure skies^ 
To Afrks's wikis the myal exile flie8,(34) 



Yet pauses on his way, to weep in vain, 
O'er all he never must behold again. 
Fair spreads the scene around — ^for him too fair, 
Each glowing charm but deepens his despair. 
The Vega's meads, the city's glittering spires. 
The okl majestk: polaoe of his sires. 
The gay pavilions, and retired alcoves. 
Bosomed in citron and pomegranate groves ; 
Towei^rested rocks, and streams that wind in 

light, 
All in one moment bursting on his sight 
Speak to his soul of glory's vanished years. 
And wake the sourde of unavailing tears. 
— Weepest thou Abdallahl-Thou dost well to 

weep, 
O feeble heart 1 o'er all thou couldst not keep 
Well do a woman's tears befit the eye 
Of him who knew not, as a man, to die.(35) 

The gale sighs mournfully through Zayda's bow- 
er, 
The hand is gone that nursed each infant flower. 
No voice, no step, is in her father's halls. 
Mute are the echoes of their marble walls; 
No stranger enten at the. chieftain's gate. 
But all is hushed, and void, and desolate. 

There, through each tower and solitary shade, 
In vain doth Hamet seek the Zegri maid ; 
Her grove is silent, her pavilion lone. 
Her lute forsaken, and her doom unknown ; 
And through the scene she loved, unheeded flows 
The stream whose musk lulled her to repose. 

But oh ! to him, whose self-accusing thought 
Whispers 't was he that desolation wrought ; 
He who his country and his faith betrayed, 
And lent Castile revengeful, powerful aid ; 
A voice of sorrow swells in every gale. 
Each wave,. low rippling, tells a mournful tale ; 
And as the shrubs, untended, unoonfined, 
In wild exuberance, rustle to the wind, . 
Each leaf hath language to his Startled sense. 
And seems to murmur-^'* Thou hast driven her 

hence !" 
And well he feels to trace her flight were vain, 
^ Where hath lost love been once recalled again 1 
In her pure breast, so long by anguish torn. 
His name can rpuse no feeling now but scorn. 
O bitter hour! when fint the shuddering heart 
Wakes to behold the void within — and start! 
To feel its own abandonment, and brood 
O'er the chill bosom's depth of solitude. 
The stormy passions that in Hamet's breast 
Have swayed so bng, so fiercely, are at rest ; 
Th' avenger's task is closed :(36)— he finds too 

late. 
It hath not changed his feelings, but his fate 
His was a lofty spirit, turned aside 
From its bright path by woes, and wrongs, and 
pride; 



Digitized by 



Google 



190 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



And onward, in Us new tumultuous coune, 
Borne with too rapid and intense a force 
To pause one moment, in the dread career, 
And ask — if such could be its native sphere. 
Now are those days of wild delirium o'er, 
Their fears and hopes etcite his soul no more \ 
The feverish energies of passion close, 
And his heart sinks in desolate repose. 
Turns sickening from the world, yet shrinks not 

less 
From its own deep and utter loneliness. 

There is a sound of voices on the air, 
A flash of armour in the sunbeam's glare, 
'Midst the wild Alpuxarras -,(37) there, on high. 
Where mountain-snows are mingling with the 

Aj, 
A few brave tribes, with spirit yet unbroke, 
Have fled indignant from the Spaniard's yoke. 

O ye dread scenes, where Nature dwells alone, 
Severely glorious on her craggy throne ; 
Ye citadeU of rock, gigantic forms. 
Veiled by the mists, and girdled by Uie storms. 
Ravines, and glens, and deep-resounding caves, 
That hold communion with the torrent-waves ; 
And ye, th' unstained and everlasting snows. 
That dwell above in bright and still repose ; 
To you, in every clime, in every age, 
Far from the tyrant's or the conqueror's rage. 
Hath Freedom led her sons : — untired to keep 
Her fearless vigils on the harrfen steep. 
She like the mountain eagle still delights 
To gaze exulting from unconquered heights, 
IfLnd build her eyrie in defiance proud. 
To dare the wind and mingle with the cloud. 

Now her deep voice, the soul's awakener, swells, 
Wild Alpuxarras, through your inmost d^lls. 
There, the dark glens and lonely rocks among. 
As at the clarion's call, her children throng. 
She with enduring strength hath nerved each 

frame. 
And made each heart the temple of her flame, 
Her own resisting spirit, which shall glow 
Unquenchably, surviving all below. 

There high-bom maids, that mored upon the 
earth, 
More like bright creatures of atrial birth, 
Nurslings of palaces, have fled to share 
The fate of brothers and of sires ; to bear. 
All undismayed, privation and distress. 
And smile, the roses of the wilderness. 
And mothers with their infants, there to dwell 
In the deep forest or the cavern cell, 
And rear their offspring 'midst the rocks, to be. 
If now no more the mighty, still the free. 

And 'midst that band of veterans, o'er whose 
head 
Sorrows and years their mingled snow have shed : 
They saw thy glory, they have wept thy fidl, 
O royal cityl and the wreck of all 



They loved and hallowed most :— doth aught re- 
main 
For these to prove of happiness or pain 1 
Life's cup is drained — earth fades before their eye 
Their task is closing — they have but to die. 
Ask ye, why fled they hitherT— that their doom 
Might lie to sink unfettered to the tomb. 
And youth, in all its pride of strength is thci«; 
And buoyancy of spirit, formed to dare 
And suffer all things, — fallen on evil days, 
Yet darting o'er the world an ardent gaze, 
As on th' arena, where its powers may find 
Full scope to strive for glory with mankind. 

Such are the tenants of the mountain-hold. 
The high in heart, unconquered, uncontrolled; 
By day the huntsman of the wild— by night, 
Unwearied guardians of the watch-fire's light. 
They from their bleak, majestic home have caught 
A sterner tone of unsubmitting thought, 
While all around them bids the soul arise, 
To blend with Nature's dread sublimities. 
— But these are lofly dreams, and must not be 
Where tyranny is hear: — ^the bended knee. 
The eye, whose glance no inborn grandeur fires. 
And the tamed heart, are tributes she requires; 
Nor must the dwellers of the rock look down 
On regal conquerors and defy their frown. 
What warrior-band is toiling to explore 
The mountain-pass, with pine-wood shadowed 

o'er! 
Startling with martial sound each rude recess. 
Where the deep echo slept in loneliness. 
These are the sons of Spain ! — Your foes are near : 
Oh, exiles of the wild sierra! hear! 
Hear! wake! arise! and from your inmost caves^ 
Pour like the torrent in its might of waves! 

Who leads th' invaders on 7 — his features bear 
The deep- worn traces of a calm despair; 
Yet his dark brow is haughty — and his eye 
Speaks of a soul that asks not sympathy. 
'Tis he! 'tis he again! th' apostate chief; 
He comes in all the sternness of his grief. 
He comes, but changed in heart, no more to wield 
Falchion for proud Castile in battle-field. 
Against his country's children — though he leads 
Castilian bands again to hostile deeds : 
His hope is but from ceaseless pangs to fly, 
To rush upon the Moslem spears and die. 
So shall remorse and love thy heart release, 
Which dares not dream of joy, but sighs for peace. 
The mountain-echoes are awake — a sound 
Of strife is ringing through the rocks around. 
Within the steep defile that winds between 
ClifiSi piled on cliffs, a dark, terrific scene, 
There Moorish exile and Castilian knight 
Are wildly mingling in the serried fight. 
Red fiows the foaming streamlet of the glen, 
Whose bright transparence nei'er was stained till 
then; 
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While swell the war-note and the daah of tfpeaxm 
To the bleak dwellings of the mountaineen, 
Where thy sad daughters, lost Granadal wait, 
In diead suspense, the tidings of their fate. 
But be, — ^whoee spirit, panting £>r its rest, 
Would fain each sword concentrate in his breast — 
Who, where a spear is pointed, or a lance 
Aimed at another's breast, wovild still advance — 
Courts death in vain; each weapon glances by, 
As if for him 't were bliss too great to die. 
Yes, Aben-Zurrah! there are deeper woes 
Reserved for thee ere Nature's last repose; 
Thou knowest not yet what vengeance fate can 

wreak, 
Nor all the heart can suffer ere it break. 
Doubtful and long the strife, and bravely fell 
The sons 6f battle in that narrow dell; 
Youth in its light of beauty there hath past, 
And age, the weary, found repose at last ; 
Till few and faint the Moslem tribes recoil, 
Borne down by numbers and overpowered by toil. 
Dispersed, disheartened, through the pass they fly, 
Pierce the deep wood, or mount the cliff on high: 
While Hamet's band in wonder gaze, nor dare 
Track o'er their disy path the footsteps of de- 
spair. 
Yet he to whom each danger hath become 
A dark delight, and every wild a home. 
Still urges >onward — undismayed to tread 
Where life's fend lovers would recoil with dread; 
But fear is for the happy — they may shrink 
From the steep precipice, or torrent's brink; 
They to whom earth is paradise — ^their doom 
Lends no stem courage to approach the tomb: 
Not such his lot, whd, schooled by fate severe, 
Were but too blest if aught remained to fear.(38) 
Up the rude crags, whose giant-masses throw 
Eternal shadows o'er the glen below; 
And by the fall whose many-tinctured spray 
Half in a mist of radiance veils its way. 
He holds his venturous track : — supported now 
By some o'erhanging pine or ilex bough ; 
Now by some jutting stone that seems to dwell 
Half in mid-air, as balanced by a spell: 
Now hath his footstep gained the summit's head, 
A level span, with emerald verdure spread, 
A fairy circle — there the heath-flowers rise, 
And the rock-rose unnoticed blooms and dies; 
And brightly plays the stream, ere yet its tide 
In foam and thunder cleave the mountain side; 
But all is wild beyond — and Hamet's eye 
Roves o'er a world of rude sublimity. 
That dell L^eneath, where e'en at noon of day 
Earth's chartered guest, the sunbeam, scarce can 

stray . 
Around, untrodden woods; and far above, 
Where mortal footstep ne'er may hope to rove, 
Bare granite cliffs, whose fixed, inherent dies 
Rival the tints that float o'er summer skies ;(39) 



And the pure glittering snow-realm, yet more high 
That seems a part of Heaven's eternity. 

There is no track ef man where Hamet stands, 
Pathless the scene as Lybia's desert sands; 
Yet on the calm, still air, a sound is heard 
Of distant voices, and the gathering-word 
Of Islam's tribes, now feint and feinter grown, 
Now but the lingering echo of a tone. 

That sound, whose cadence dies upon his ear, 
He follows, reckless if his bands are near. 
On by the rushing stream his way he bends, 
And through the mountain's forest zone ascends; 
Piercing the still and solitary shades 
Of ancient pines, and dark, luxuriant glades, 
Eternal twilight's reign: — ^those mazes past, 
The glowing sunbeams meet his eyes at last, 
And the lone wanderer now hath reached the 

source 
Whence the wave gushes, foaming on its coorae. 
But there he pauses — for the lonely scene 
Towers in such dread magnificence of mien, 
And, mingled oft with some wild eaglets cry, 
From rock-built eyrie rushing to the sky, 
So deep the solemn and majestic sound 
Of forests, and of waters murmuring round, 
That, rapt in wondering awe, his heart forgets 
Its fleeting struggles, and its vain regrets. 
— What earthly feeling unabashed can dwell 
In Nature's mighty presence*? — 'midst the swell 
Of everiasting hills, the roar of floods, 
And frown of rocks, and pomp of waving woods? 
These their own grandeur on the soul impress, 
And bid each passion feel its nothingness. 

'Midst the vast marble cliffs, a lofly cave 
Rears its broad arch beside the rushing wave; 
Shadowed by giant oaks, and rude, and lone, 
It seems the temple of some power unknown, 
Where earthly being may not dare intrude 
To pierce the secrets of the solitude. 
Yet thence at intervals a voice of wail 
Is rising, vrild and sdemn, on the gale^ 
Did thy heart thrill, O Hamet, at the tonel 
Came it not o'er thee as a spirit's moan? 
As some loved sound that long from earth.had fled, 
The unforgotten accents of the dead 1 
E'en thus it rose— -and springhig from his trance 
His eager footsteps to the sound advance. 
He mounts the cliffs, he gains the cavern floor; 
Its dark green nxMs with blood is sprinkled o'er: 
He rushes on — arid lo! where Zayda rends 
Her locks, as o'er her slaughtered sire she bends 
Lost in despair; — ^yet as a step draws nigh, 
Disturbing sorrow's lonely sanctity, 
She lifts her head, and all subdued by grief. 
Views with a wild, sad smile, the once-loved chief; 
While rove her thoughts, unconscious of the past, 
And every wo forgetting — ^but the last. 

"Gom'stthou to weep vrith mel — ^fer I am left 
Alone on earth, of every tie bereft 
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Low lies the warrior on his blood-stained bier; 
His child may call, but he no more shall hear ! 
He sleeps — but never shall those eyes unclose ; 
'Twas not my voice that lulled him to repose, 
Nor can it break his slumbers. — Dost thou mourn ? 
And is thy heart, like mine, with anguish tornl 
Weep, and my soul a joy in grief shall know, 
That o'er his grave my tears with Hamet's flow!" 

But scarce her voice had breathed that well- 
known name, 
When swiftly rushing o'er her spirit, came 
Each dark remembrance ; by affliction's power 
AwhUe effaced In that o'erwhelming hour. 
To wake with tenfold strength , — 'twas then her 

eye 
Resumed its light, her mien its majesty, 
And o'er her wasted cheek a burning glow 
Spreads, while her lips' indignant accents flow. 

" Away ! I dream— oh, how hath sorrows might 
Bowed down my soul and quenched its native light, 
That I should thus forget! and bid thy tear 
With mine be mingled o'er a father's bier I 
Did he not perish, haply by thy hand, 
In the last combat with thy ruthless band ] 
The mom beheld that conflict of despair : — 
'Twas then he fell— he fell !— and thou weit there ! 
Thou! who thy country's children hast pursued 
To their last refuge midst these mountains rude. 
Was it for this I loved thee V- Thou hart taught 
My soul all grief, all bitterness of thought: 
'T will soon be past— I bow to Heaven's decree, 
Which bade each pang be ministered by thee." 

*' I had not deemed that aught remained below 
For me to prove of yet untasted woj 
But thus to meet thee, Zayda! can impart 
One more, one keener agony of heart 
Oh, hear me yet ! — I would have died to save 
My foe, but still thy father, from the grave; 
But in the fierce confusion of the strife, 
In my own stem despair and scorn of life, 
Bome wildly on, I saw not, knew not aught, i 

Save that to perish there in vain I sought. 
And Iqt me she^re thy sorrows — ^hadstthou known 
All I have felt in silence and alone, ' 

E'en thou might'st then relent, and deem at last 
A grief like mine might expiate all the past ! 

" But oh I for thee, the loved and precious flower, 
So fondly reared in luxury's guarded bower, 
From every danger, every storm secured, 
How hast thmi suffered! what hast thou endured! 
Daughter of palaces! and can it be 
That this bleak desert is a home for thee ! 
Thdse rocks thy dwelling! thou, who ehouldst 

have known 
Of fife the sunbeam and the smile alon^l 
Oh, yet forgive!— be all my guilt forgot, 
Nor bid me leave thee to so rude a lotP' 

" That lot is fixed ; 't werft fruitless to repine, 
Still must a gulf divide my fate from thine. 



I jnay forgive— but not at will the heart 
Can bid its dark remembn^ices depart. 
No, Hamet, no!— too deeply these are traced. 
Yet the hour comes when ail shall be efiSioed t 
Not long on earth, not long, shall Zayda keep 
Her lonely vigils o*er the grave to weep : 
E'en now prophetic of.iny eariy doom, 
Speaks to my soul a presage of the tomb; 
And ne'er in vain did hopeless mourner feel 
That deep forebodihg o'er the bosom steal I 
Soon shall I slumber calmly by the side 
Of him for whom 1 lived and would have died ; 
Till then, one thought shall sooth my orphan lot, 
In pain and peril — I forsook him not. , 

" And now, fiirewell ! — behold the sunmier-day 
Is passing, like the dreams of life, away. 
Soon will the tribe of him who sleeps draw nigh, 
With the last rites his bier to sanctify. 
Oh, yet in time, awayl — 'twere not my prayer 
Could move their hearts a foe like thee to spore I 
This hour they come — and dost thou scom to fly7 
Save me that one last pang — to see thee die I" 

E'en while she speaks is heard their echoing 
tread; 
Onward they move, the kindred of the dead, 
They reach the cave — ^they enter — slow their pace. 
And calm, deep sadness marks each mourner's fkce, 
And all is hushed — till he who seems to wait 
In silent, stem devotedness, his fate. 
Hath met their glance — then grief to fury turns; 
Each mien is changed, each eye indignant bums, 
And voices rise, and swords have left their sheath; 
Blood must atone for blood, and death for death ! 
They close around him :^ofty still his mien, 
His cheek unaltered, and his brow serene. 
Unheard, or heard in vain, is Zayda's cry; 
Fruitless her prayer, unmarked her agony. 
But as his foremost foes their weapons bend 
Against the fife he seeks not to defend. 
Wildly she darts between— each feeling past, 
Save strong affection, which prevails at last 
Oh ! not in vain its daritig — ^for the blow 
Aimed at his heart hath bade her life-Uood flow 
And she hath sunk a martyr on the breast. 
Where, in that hour, her head may calmly rest, 
For he is saved : — behold the Zegri band, 
Pale with dismay and grief, around her stand ; 
While, every thought of hate and wengetatce o'er. 
They weep for her who soon shall weep no more. 
She, she alone is calm : a &ding smile. 
Like sunset, passes o'er her cheek the whUe; 
And in her eye, ere yet it closes, dwell 
Those last feint rays, the parting soul's farewelL 
" Now is the conflict past, and I have proved 
How well, how deeply thou hast been beloved I 
Yes! in an hour like this 'twere vain to hide 
The heart so long and so severely tried : 
Still to thy naxne that heart hath fondly thrilled, 
But stener duties calied— and were fulfilled : 
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Am I blest I^To every holier tie 
My life was ikithful,->and for thee I die I 
Nor shall the loVe so purified be vain ; 
Severed on earth, we yet shall meet again. 
Farewell '—And ye, at Zayda's dying prayer, 
Spare him, my kindred tribe ! forgive and spare I 
Oh ! be his guilt forgotten in his woes, 
While I, beside my sire, in peace repose." 

Now fade? her cheek, her voice hath sunk, and 
death 
Sits in her eye, and struggles in her breath. 
One pang — 'tis past — ^her task on earth is done, 
And the pure spirit to its rest hath flown. 
But he for whom she died— Oh ! who may paint 
The grief, to which all other woes were &int7 
There is no power in language to impart 
The deeper pangs, the ordeals of the heart, 
By the dread Searcher of the soul surveyed ; 
These have no words — ^nor are by words por- 
trayed. 

A dirge is rising on the mountain-air, 
Whose fitful swells its plaintive murmurs bear 
Far o*er the Alpuxarras ; — wild its tone. 
And rocks and caverns echo " Thou art gone !" 

" Daughter of heroes ! thou art gone 
To share his tomb who gave thee birth j 

Peace to the bvely spirit flown ! 
It was not formed for earth. 

Thou wert a sunbeam in thy race, 

Which brightly past, and left no trace. 

" But calmly sleep I— for thou art free, 
And hands unchained thy topib shall raise. 

Sleep ! they are closed at length for thee, 
Life's few and evil days 1 

Nor shalt thou watch, with tearful eye, 

The lingering death of liberty. 

<* Flower of the desert ! thou thy bloom 

Didst early to the storm resign : 
We bear it still — and dark their doom 

Who can not weep for thine 1 
For us, whose every hope is fled. 
The time is past to mouqi the dead. 

" The days have been, when o*er thy bier 
Far other strains than these had flowed ; 

Now, as a home from grief and fear. 
We hail thy dark abode ! 

We who but linger to bequeath 

Our sons the choice of chains or death. 

« Thou art with those, the firee, the brave, 

The mighty of departed years; 
And for the slumberers of the grave 

Our fate hath left no tears. 
Though loved and lost, to weep were vain 
For thee, who ne'er shalt weep again. 



" Have we not seen, despoiled by foes, . 

The land our fathers won of yore 1 
And is there yet a pang for those 

Who gaze on thv no moreT 
Oh, that like them 'twere ours to rest ! 
Daughter of heroes ! thou art blest !" 

A few short years, and in the lonely cave 
Where sleeps the Zegri maid, is Hamet's grave. 
Severed in life, united in the tomb- 
Such, of the hearts that loved so well, the doom I 
Their dirge, of woods and waves th' eternal moan; 
Their sepulchre, the pine-clad rocks alone. 
And oft beside the midnight watch-fire's blaze, 
Amidst those rocks, in long departed days 
(When Freedom fled, to hold, sequestered there, 
The stem and lofty councils of despair), 
Some exiled Moor, a warrior of the wild. 
Who the lone hours with mournful strains be- 
guiled. 
Hath taught his mountain-home the tale of those 
Who thus have suffered, and who thus repose. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 109, coL 3. 
Not the light lambra. 
Zambra, a Moorish dance. 

Note 9, page 109, col. 3. 
Within the hall of Lions. 
The hall of Lions was the principal one of the 
Alhambra, and ^as so called from twelve sculptur- 
ed lions, which supported an alabaster basin in 
the centre. 

Note 3, page 109, col. 3. 

His Aben-Zuffahs there young Hamet leads. 

Aben-Zumths; the name thus written is taken 

from the translation of an Arabic MS. given in 

the 3d volume of Bourgoanne's Travels through 

Spain. ^ 

Note4, pagellO,col. 3. 
The Vega's green expanse. 
The Vega, the plain surrounding Granada, the 
scene of frequent actk>ns between the Moors and 
Christians. 

Note 5, page 110, col. 3. 
Seen 'midnt the rednesi of the desert storm. 
An extreme redness in the sky is the presage of 
the Simoom. — See Bruce'a TraheU, 

Note 6, page 111, col. 1. 

Stinnen lilce that, when fierce the Kamsin'i blast 
iy»th cfet the dwellings of tlie deasit paaaod. 
Of the Kamsin, a hot south wind, common in 
Egypt we have the foUowing aooount in Volney's 
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Travels: " Thew winds an known in Egypt by 
the general n^une of the winds of fifty days, be- 
cause they prevail more frequently in the fifty days 
preceding and following the equinox. They are 
mentioned by travellers under the name of the 
poisonous winds, or hot winds of the desert : their 
heat is so excessive, that it is difficult to form any 
idea of its violence without having experienced it. 
When they begin to blow, the sky, at other times 
so clear in this climate, becomes dark and heavy ; 
the sun loses his splendour, and appears of a violet 
oobur ; the air is not cloudy, but gray and thick, 
and is filled with a subtile dust, which penetrates 
every where : respiration becomes short and diffi- 
cult, the skin parched and dry, the lungs are con- 
tracted and painful, and the body consumed with 
internal heat. In vain is coolness sought for; 
marble, iron, water, though the sun no longer ap- 
pears, are hot : the streets are deserted, and a dead 
silence appears every where. The natives of towns 
and villages shut themselves up. in their houses, 
and those of the deserts in tents, or holes dug in 
the earth, where thdy wait the termination of this 
heat, which generally lasts three days. Wo to the 
traveller whom it surprises remote from shelter : he 
must aviffer all its dreadful effects, which are some- 
times mortal." 

Note 7, page 112, col. 1. 
While tearleoB eyea enjoy the honey^dewsof deep. 
" Enjoy the honey-heavy-dew of slumber."— 
Shakspeare. 

Note 8, page 113, col. 2. 

On the green Vega won in single fight 

Garcilaso de la Vega derived his surname from 

a single combat (in which he was the victor) with 

a Moor, on the Vega of Granada. 

Note 9, page 114, col 1. 
Who drank for man the bitter cup of tean. 
" El Rey D. Fernando bolvio a la Vega, y puso 
Bu Real a la vista de Huecar, aveynte y seys dias- 
del mes de Abril, adonde fu6 fortificado de todo lo 
necessario; poniendo el Christiano todasugente 
en esquadron, con todas sus vanderas tendidas, y 
su Real EsUndarte, el qual llevava por divisa un 
Christo crucificado."— His^oria de la Guerraa Cir 
viles de Granada. 

Note 10, page 114, col. 1. 

From yon rich province of the western star. 

Andalusia signifies, in Arabic, the region of the 

evening or of the wests in a word, tho Besperia 

of the Greeks.— See CaHri. Bibliot. Arabico- 

Hispana^ and Oibbon*8 Decline and FaU^ 4*0. 

Note 11, page 114, col. 1. 
TlM mow-white charger, and the azure cresL 
" Los AbencerragessalieroncoQsuacostumbrada 



librea azul y blanca, todos llenos de ricos tezidos 
de plata, las plumas de U misma color; en 808 
adargas, su acostumbrada divisa, salvages que 
desquixalavan leonee, y otroe un mundo que lo 
deshasia un selvage con nn bas^n." — ChierroB 
Civilesde Granada. 

Note 12, page 114, col. 2. 
Hi' eternal snow that crowns Veleta^ head. 
The lofUest heights of the Sierra Nevada are 
those called Mulhaoen and Picacho de Veleta. 

Note 13, page 114, col. 2. 
The wounded sought a shelter— and expired 
It is known to be a frequent circumstaiice in bat- 
tle, that the dying and the wounded drag them- 
selves, as it were mechanically, to the shelter which 
may be afforded by any bush or thicket on the field. 

Note 14, page 116, col. 2. 
Severely beanteoua 
" Severe in youthful hetMiy.^^^MUton. 

Note 15j page 117, col. 1. 

While streamer that bear thee treasures in their wave. 

Granada stands upon two hills, separated by the 
Darre. The Genii runs under the walls. The 
Darro is said to carry with its stream small parti- 
cles of gold, and the Genii, of diver. When 
Charles V. came to Ghnmada with the Empress 
Isabella, the dty presented him with a crown made 
of gold, which had been collected from the Dano. — 
See Bourgoanne^s and other Travels, 

Note 16, page 117, col. 1. 
The hearts of wanlon echo to its call 
" At this period^ while the inhabitants of Ghna- 
nada were sunk in indolence, one .of those men, 
whose natural and impaBsioned eloquence has some- 
times aroused a people to deeds of heroism, raised 
his voice, in the midst of the city, and awakened 
the inhabitants from their lethargy. Tv^nty thou- 
sand enthudasts, ranged under his banners, were 
prepared to sally forth, with the fury of despera- 
tion, to attack the besiegers, when Abo Abdeli, 
more afraid of his subjects than of the enemy, re- 
solved immediately to capitulate, and made terms 
with the Christians, by which it was agreed that 
the Moors should be allowed the fne exercise of 
their religion and. laws; should be permittedi if 
they thought proper, to depart unmolested with 
their effects to Africa*, and that he himself, if he 
remained in Spain, should retaui an extensive es- 
tate, with houses and slaves, or be granted an equi- 
valent in money if he preferred retiring to Barba- 
ry."— See Jacot^a TraveU in Spain. 

Note 17, page 117, col. 2. 
AnurqufiB, Zegria, Almoiadis, hear! 
Azaiques, Z^gris, Almoradis, difiS;rent tribes of 
the Moors of Granada, all of high distinction. 



Digitized by 



Google 



TALES AND HISTORIC SCENES. 



18b 



Note 18, page 117, col. 9. 
I>^ Willi DO Mood Irac that of hniUle landiL 
The conquest of Granada was greatly fiicilitated 
hj the civil dissentions which, at this period, pre- 
'vailed in the city. Several of the Mporiali tribes, 
Inflaenced by private feuds, were fully prepared 
for suhmiflsion to the Spaniards ; others had em- 
braeed the cauee of Muley el Zagal, the uncle and 
competitor for the throne of AbdaUah (or Abo 
Abdeli), and all was jealousy and animodty. 

Note 19, page 117, ool.d. 
When Tutk'a baods o'enpnad the weotem ahon. 
Tarik, the first leader of the Moors and Arabs 
into Spain— ^* The Saracens landed at the pillar 
or point of Europe: the corrupt and familiar ap- 
pellation of Gibraltar (Gebel al Tarik) describes 
the mountain of Tarik, and the intrenchments of 
his camp were the fint outline of those fortifica- 
tions, which, in the hi^ds of our countrymen, 
have resisted the art and power of the House of 
Bourbon. The adjacent governors informed the 
oooit of Toledo jf the descent and progress of the 
Arabs; and the defeat of his lieutenant, Exleco, 
who had b^n commanded to seize and bind the 
presumptuous strangers, first admonished Roderic 
of the magnitude of the danger. At the royal 
summons, the dukes and counts, the bishops and 
DoUes of the Grothic monarchy, assembled at the 
head of their IbUowen; and the title of king of the 
Romans, which is employed by an Arabic histo- 
rian, may be excused by the ckwe acuity of lan- 
guage, leligimi, and manners between the nations 
of Spain."— (TJUon's Decline, and Fall^ <fc. vol. 
ix. pp. 473, 473. 

Notea0,pagell7,col. 2. 
Whon ihe long eombst xaged on Xera^ plain. 
"In the neighbourhood of Cadiz, the town of 
Xeres has been illustrated by the encounter which 
determined the fiiteof the kingdofaa: the stream of 
the Guadalete, which fidls into the bay, divided 
the two camps, and marked the advancing and 
retreating skirmishes of three successive days. 
On the fourth day, the two armies joined a more 
serious and decisive issue." "Notwithstanding 
the valour of the Saracens, they fainted under the 
weight of multitudes, and the plain of Xeres was 
overspread with sixteen thousand of their dead 

bodies. ' My brethren,' said Tarik to his surviv- i to the royal monastery of St. Isidro, and there Was 
iDg oompanbns, * the enemy is before you, the sea ' a great knocking at the gate thereof, and they 
is behind; whither would ye flyl Follow your ge- j called to a priest who was keeping vigils in the 
neral ; I am resolved either to lose my life, or to i church, and told him, that the captains of the army 
tramf^ on the prostrate king of the Romans.' whom he heard were the Cid Ruydiez, and Count 
Besides thersaource of despair, he obnfided in the Ferran Ghknzalez, and that they came there to call 
aecret eorrespondence and nocturnal interviews of up King E)on Ferrandathe Great, who lay buried 
Count Julian with the sons and' the brother of in that church, that he might go with them to d»> 
Witiza. The two princes, and the aiehbishop liver Spain. And on the monrow that great battle 
18 



of Toledo^ occupied the most important poet: their 
wett-timed defection broke the ranks of the Chr»- 
tians; each warrior was prompted hy fear or wm- 
pidon to consult his personal safety; and the 
remains of the Gothic army were scattered or de- 
stroyed in the flight and pursuit of the three fol- 
bwing days."— CK66on*» Dedine and Pall, 4^, 
voL ix. pp. 473, 474. 

Note 21, page 117, cd. 2. 
And Afric'S tecbirsweUed through yielcttiv Spalo. 

The tednr, the shout of onset used by the Sar»- 
cens in battle. 

Note22, page 118, col. 1. 
Tour king hath Tielded f Valour^ dnam n o'er. 
The tenrors occasioned by this sudden excite- 
ment of popular feeling seem even to have aoccJe- 
rated Abo Abdeli's capitulation. "AterradoAbo 
Abdeli oon el alboroto, y temiendo no aer ya el 
Dueno de un puebk> amotinado^ se apiesuro a 
oonduir una capituladon, la menosdura que podia 
obtener en tan urgentes circunstancias, y ofredo 
entregar a Granada el dia seis de Enero.''— Poseos 
en Granada, vol. L p. 298. 

Note 23, page 118, col. 1. 

Te, that around the oakeu croa of Tore. 

The oaken croas, carried by Palagius in battle. 

Note 24, page 118, col. 1. 
And thou, the mirlor bon in happj hour. 
See Southey's Chronicle of the Cid, in which 
that warrior is frequently styled, " he who wot bom 
in happy hour J* 

Note 25, page 118, col. 1. 

Pan In the realm of spiihs dUi* reialo 
A patrlol^fl vigilanoe, remeinberliig Bpabil 

Moreover, when the Bdiramamolin brought 
over iifem Afirica, against King Don Alphonso, 
the eighth of that name, the mightiest power of 
the nusbcUevers that had ever been brought against 
Spain, since the destruction of the kings of the 
Goths, the Cid Campeador remembered his coun- 
try in that great danger; fer the night before the 
battle was fought at the Navas de Tolosa, in the 
dead of the night, a mighty sound was heard in 
the whole city of Leon, as if it were the tramp of 
a great army passing through ; and it passed on 
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of the Navas d6 Tolon was fought, wherein nxty 
thowHtnd of the misbelieven were fllaia, which 
was one of the greatest and nobleat battles ever won 
over the Moon."— iSbu/A^« Chromde qftht Od. 

Note 26, page 118, coll. 

Oredmof ereniogf 

The name of Andalusia, the region qfevetung 

or qftheWMt, was applied by the Arabs, not only 

to the province to called, but to the whole penin- 



Note 27, page 118, col. 1. 
What taanner atnsiDS aiar from Velars towerl 
"En eito dia, para siempra memorable, los 
estandartes de la Cruz, de St. lago, y el de los 
Reyes de Castilla se tremdaron sobfe la tone mas 
alta, Uamada de la Vela; y on exercito proster- 
nado, inundandose en lagrimas de goso y recono- 
dmiento, asistio al mas glorioeo de los espectacu- 
\tm." — Paeeoei^ Oranada^ vol i. p. 999. 

Note 28, page 118, col. 2. 

Tboy reach thoae towen— irregulailj Taat, 
And rude they aeeip^ in mould baiteric cast 

Swinburne, after describing the noble palace 
built by Charles V. in the precincts of the Alham- 
bra, thus proceeds: "Adjoining (to the north) 
stands ahuge heap of as ugly buildings as can weU( 
be seen, all huddled together, seemingly without* 
the least intention of forming one habitation out 
of them. The walls are entirely unomamented, 
all gravel and pebbles, daubed over with plaster by 
a very coane hand; yet this is the palace of the 
Moorish kings of Granada, indisputably the most 
curious place within that exists in Spain, perhaps 
in Europe. In many countries you may see excel- 
lent modem as well as ancient architecture, both 
entire and in ruins; but nothin^^ to be met with 
any vdiere else can convey an idea of this edifice, 
except you take it from the decorations of an 
opera, or the tales of the genii." — Sioinlmme*9 
7Vaoe2t through Spain, 

Note 29, page 118, col. 2. 
A genii palace— an Arabian heaven. 
'* Passing round the .comer of the emperor's 
palace, you are admitted at a plain unomamented 
door, in a comer. On my first visit, I confess, I 
was struck with amazement as I stept over the 
threshold, to find myself on a sudden transported 
into a species of fairy land. The first place you come 
to is the court called the Communa, or del Metuear^ 
that is, the common baths: an oblong square, with 
a deep basin of clear water in the middle; two 
flights of marble steps leading down to the botr 
torn; on each side a parterre of flowers, and a row 
of orangO'trees. Round the oourtTuns a peristyle 
paved vM'Ji marUe; the arches boar upon very 



slight pillars, in proportions and style different 
from aill the regular orders- of architecture. Th0 
ceilings and walls are incrastated with firetwoik in 
stucco^ so minute and intricate, that the most 
patient draughtsman would find it difiicult to fol- 
bw it, unless he made himself master of the j;eDft- 
ral ^]ajL** — Surihbume^e TVaveZs in Spain. 

Note 30, page 119, col. 1. 
Borden the walla in chancteia of gold. 
The walls and cornices of the Alhambra are 
covered with inscriptiohs in Arabic charactera. 
" In examining this abode of magnificence," says 
Bourgoanne, " the observer is every moment 
astonished at the new and interesting mixture of 
architecture and poetry. The palace of the Al- 
hambra may be called a collection of fbgitive 
pieces; and vt^atever duration these may haye, 
time, with which eveiy thing passes away, has 
too much contribution to confirm to them thai 
title."— See Bourgoanne^e Travels in Spain, 

Note 31, page 119, col. 1. 
Tambour, and flute^ and atabal, are thenu 
Atabal, a kind of Moorish drum. 



Note 32, page 119, col. 1. 
Gianadal forGaatfleandAxnigool 
" Y ansi entraron en la ciudad, y subieron al 
Alhambra, y endma de la torn de Comares tan 
famosa se levanto la senal de la Santa Cruz, j 
luego el real estandaite de los dos Christianos 
reyes. Y al pnnto los reyes de armas, k grandee 
hoses dizieron, 'Qranadal Granada 1 porsu ma- 
gestad, y por la reyna. su muger.' La serenissima 
reyna D. Isabel que vio la senal de la Santa Cruz 
sobre la hermosa torn de Comares, y el su estan- 
darte real con ella, se hincd de RodiUas, y did in- 
finitas gracias a Dios por la victoria que le avia 
dado contra aquella gran ciudad. La musica real 
de la capilla del rey lu^o a canto de oigano cantS 
Te Deum laudamus. Fu6 tan grande el plazer 
que todos Uoravan. Luego del Alhambra sonaron 
mil instrumentos de musica de belicas trompetas. 
Los Moras amigos del rey, que querian ser Chri»- 
tianos, cuya cabeza era el valeroso Mu9a, tomaron 
mil dulzaynas y anafiles, aonando grande raydo de 
atambores por toda la ciudad." — Historia de lae 
Querraa Civilee de Granada. 

Note33, page 119, cd. I. 
The festal kmpa Innomenblj blase. 
"Los cavalleros Moras que avemos dicho, 
aquella noche jugaron galanamente akancias y 
canas. Andava Granada aquella noche con tanta 
alegria, y con tantas luminarias, que pareda qu« 
se ardia la tierra.** — Uieloria de lae Chterrae Ci- 
vHee de Granada, 
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Swinbonie, in hu Tntvels through Spain, in 
the yean 1775 and 1776, mentiona that the anni- 
▼enaxy of the eunender of Ghanada to Ferdinand 
and IiabeUa was still observed in the city as a 
great festival and day of rejoicing; and that the 
populace on that .occasion paid an annual visit to 
the Moorish palace. 

Note 34, page 119, ooLl. 

To Afric'f wilds the n^al ezUs ffioi 
*' Los Gromeles todps se passaron en Africa, y el 
Rey Chico con ellos, que no quiso estar en Espana, 
y en Africa le mataron lo Moros de aquellas partes, 
poique perdid a Ghranada." — Chiemu CivikB de 
Ctranada, 

Note 35, page 119, col. 3. 
Of him who kntirnot, ■■ a man to die. 
Abo Abdeli, upon leaving Granada, after its 
conquest by Fer^and and Isabella, stopped on 
the hill of Padul to take a last look of his city and 
palace. Overcome by the sight, he burst into 
tean, and was thus reproached by his mother, the 
Sultaness Ayxa : " Thou dost well to weep, like 
a woman, over the loss of that kingdom which 
thou knewest not how to defend and die for like a 



nite rocks m the mountains of the Beigstrasse. 
" The nearer we approached these mountains, the 
more we had occasion to admire the various tints 
of their granites. Sometimes the precipices were 
' of a faint pink, then of a deep red, a dull purple, or 
a blush approaching to liUu:, and sometimes gleams 
of a pale y^ow mingled with the low shrubs that 
grew upon their sides. The day was cloudless 
and bright, and we were too near these heights to 
be deceived by the illusions of atrial colouring ; 
the real hues of their features were as beautiful, as 
their magnitude was sublime." 



THE WIDOW OP CRESCENTIUS. 



** L' onge peat hrinr ea uo 
nent encore ia tfile levte." 



lei fleon qui Ufla- 
Mad.di8UML 



Note 36, page 119, od. 2. 

Th' aTenger^ task \m dond. 

'^ El rey mandd, que si quedevan Zegris, que no 

vivieasen en Granada, por la maldad que hizieron 

contra loe Abencerrages."— CTuerros CivUea de 

Chunada, 

Note 37, page 190, coL 1. 
Illd* the wild Alpuzsma 
" The Alpuxarras are so lofty that the coast of 
Barfaary, and the cities of Tangier and Ceuta, are 
discovered from their summits; they are about 
seventeen leagues in length, from Veles Malaga 
to Almeria, and eleven in breadth, and abound 
with fruit trees of great beauty and prodigious size. 
In these mountains the wretched remains of the 
Moon took iefiige.'»— Botir^oonne'* Travelt in 
Spain. 

Note 38, page 131, col. 1. 

Wen but too ble« If anght niDBliMd to fcar. 
"PlAt k Dieu que je craignisse !"— ilndro- 
maque. 

Note 39, page 121, col. 1. 

Rival the tints that flott o^er mmmer ddea 

Mrs. Radcfifie, in her journey along the banks 

ol the Rhinei thus describes theootors of the grsr 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

" In the reign of Otho III. Emperor of Germa- 
ny, the Romans, excited by their Consul, Cres- 
oentius, who ardently desired to restore the ancient 
glory of the republic, made a bold attempt to shake 
off Uie Saxon yoke, and the authority of the Popes^ 
whose vices rendered them objects of universal 
contempt. The Consul was besieged by Otho ' in 
the Mole of Hadrian, which, long afterwards, con- 
tinued to be called the Tower of Cresoentios. Otho, 
after many unavailing attacks upon his fortreas, at 
last entered into negotiations; and pledging his 
imperial word to respect the life of Crescentins, 
and the rights of the Roman citi»ns^ the unfortu- 
nate leader was betrayed into his power, and im- 
mediately beheaded, with many of his partisans. 
Stephania, his widow, concealing her affliction aiid 
her resentments ibr the insults to which she had 
been exposed, secretly resolved to revenge her hus- 
band and henwlf On the return of Otho from a 
pilgrimage to Mount Gargano, which, perhaps, a 
feeling of remorae had induced him to undertake, 
she found means to be introduced to him, and lo 
gain his confidence; and a poison administered by 
her was soon afterwards the cause of his painfid 
death."— See Sitmondi, Hitiory qf iAe JUalian 
Jiepubliea, vol. i. 



PART I. 

'MiDQT Tivofi*s luxuriant gia4ei^ 
Biightrfeaming fidb, and oliva shades, 
Where dwelt, in days departed kmg, 
The sons of battle and of song. 
No tree, no shrub itt foliage rean, 
But o'er the wrecks of other yean, 
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Templee and domes, which long have been 
The soil of that enchanted scene. 

Then the wild fig-tree and the vine 
O'er Hadrian's mouldering villa twine ;(1) 
The cypress, in funereal grace, 
(Jeurps the vanished column's place ; 
O'er fidlen shrine, and ruined fineie, 
Tiie wall-flower rustles in the breexe; 
Acanthus-leaves the marble hide, 
They once adorned in sculptured pride ; 
And nature hath resumed her throne 
O'er the vast works of ages flown. 

Was it for this that many a pile, 
Fade of Ilissus and of Nile, 
To Anio's banks the image lent 
Of each imperial monument 1(2) 
Kow Athens weeps her shattered fanes, 
Thy temples, Elgypt, strew thy plains ; 
And the proud fabrics Hadrian reared 
From Tibur's vale have disappeared. 
We need no prescient sibyl there 
The doom of grandeur to declare ; 
Each stone, where weeds and ivy climb, 
Reveals some oracle of Time ; 
Each relic utters Fate's decree, 
The future as the past shall be. 

Halls of the dead I in Tibur's vale, 
Who now shall tell your lofty talel 
Whd trace the high patrician's dome, 
The bard's retreat, the hero's home? 
When moss-clad wrecks alone record, 
There dwelt the world's departed lord t 
In scenes where verdure's rich array 
Still sheds young beauty o'er decay, 
And sunshine, on each glowing hill, 
'Midst ruins flinds a dwelling stilL 

Sunk is thy palace, but thy tomb, 
Hadriaii ! hath shared a prouder doom,(3) 
Though vanished ^rith the days of old 
Its pillars of Corinthian mould ; 
And the fidr forms by sculpture wrought, ^ 
Each bodying some immortal thought, 
Which o'er that temple of the dead. 
Serene, but solemn beauty shed. 
Have found, like gloiy's self, a grave 
In tune's abyss or Tiber's wave :(4) 
Yet dreams more lofty, and more ftdr. 
Than art's bold hand hath imaged e'er. 
High thoughts of many a mighty mind. 
Expanding when all else declined. 
In tv^^ight years, when onlyHhey 
Recalled the radiance passed away, 
Have made that ancient pile their home 
Foztiess of freedom and <^ Rome. 

There he, who strove, in evil days, 
Again to kindle glory's rays, 
Whose spirit sought a paUi of light. 
For those dim ages far too bright. 



Crescentins long maintained the strife, 

Which closed but with its martyr's life. 

And left th' imperial tomb a name, 

A heritage of holier feme. 

There ckwed De Brescia's mission high, 

From thence the patriot came to die :(5) 

And thou, whose Roman soul the last, 

Spoke with thte voice of ages past,(6) ' 

Whose thoughts so long from earth had fled, 

To mingle v^ith the glorious dead, 

That 'midst the world's degenerate race 

They vainly sought a dwelling-place, 

Within that house of death didst brood 

O'er visions to thy ruin wooed. 

Yet worthy of a brighter lot, 

Rienzi ! be thy faults forgot ! 

For thou, when all around thee lay 

Chained in the slumbers of decay ; 

So sunk each heart, that mortal eye ' 

Had scarce a tear for liberty ; 

Alone, amidst the darkness there, 

Couldst gaze on Rome — ^yet not despair !(7) 

'Tu mom, and Nature's richest dyes 
Are floating o'er Italian skies ; 
Tints of transparent lustre shine 
Along the snow-clad Appenine ; 
The clouds have left Soracte's height, 
And yellow Tibdr winds in light. 
Where tombs and feUen fanes have strewed 
The wide Campagna's solitude. 
'T is amidst the scene to trace 
Those relics of a vanished race; 
Yet o'er the ravaged path of time, ' 
Such glory sheds that brilliant dime, 
Where nature still, though empires fell. 
Holds her triumphal festival ; 
E'en Desolation wears a smile. 
Where skies and sunbeams laugh the while; 
And Heaven's own light, Earth's richest bloom, 
Array the ruin and the tomb. 

But she, who fiom yon convent tower 
Breathes the pure freshness of the hour; 
She, whose rich flow" of raven hair 
Streams wildly on the morning air ; 
Heeds not how fair the scene below, 
Robed in Italia's brightest glow, 
Though throned 'midst Latium's classic plaim^ 
Th' Eternal City's towers and fanes. 
And they, the Pleiades of earth. 
The seven proud hills of EmpireV birth. 
Lie spread beneath : not now her glance 
Roves o'er that vast, sublime expanse ; 
Inspired, and bright with hope, 'tis thrown 
On Hadrian's massy tomb alone; 
There, from the storm, when Freedom fled, 
His faithful few Crescentius led I 
While she, his anxious bride, who now 
Bends o'er the scene her youthful brow. 
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Sought refuge in the hallowed fane, 
Which then could ihefcer, not in vain. 
But now the lofty atrife is o'er, 
And Liberty ahall weep no more. 
At length imperial Otho'a voice 
Bids her devoted sons rejoice; 
And he, who battled to restore 
The glories and the rights of yore, 
Whose accents, like the clarion's sound, 
Could hurst the dead repose aiound, 
Again his natire Rome shall see, 
The sceptred city of the free! 
And young Stephania waits the hour 
When leaves her lord his fortress tower, 
Her ardent heart with joy elate, 
That seems bqyond the reach of fiite ; 
Her mien, like creature from above, 
AH vivified vrith hope and kive. 

Fair is her form, and in her eye, 
Lives all the soul of Italy t 
A meaning lofty and inspired, 
As by her native day-star fired; 
Such vrild and high expressbn, fraught 
With glances of impassioned thought. 
As fancy sheds in visions bright 
O'er priestess of the God of Light I 
And the dark locks, that lend her face 
A youthful and luxuriant grace. 
Wave o'er her cheek, whose kindling dyes 
Seem finom the fire within id rise ; 
But deepened by the burning heaven 
To her own laxid of sunbeams given. 
Italian art that forvid gk>w 
Wouki o'er ideal beauty throw, 
And with such ardent life express 
Her high-wrought dreams of loveliness ;— > 
Dreams which, surviving Empire's ftdl 
The shade of gloiy still recall. 

But see,— the banner of the brave 
O'er Hadrian's tomb hath ceased to vrave. 
'T is bwered — and now Stephanta's eye 
Can well the martial train descry. 
Who, iBuing from that ancient dome, 
Pour through the crowded streets of Rome. 
Now tank her watch-tower on the height, 
With step as fabled wood-nymph's light, 
She flies — and swift her vray pursues 
Through the tone convent's avenues. 
Dark cyp r ess g roves, and fields o'enpread 
With records of the conquering dead. 
And paths which track a glowing waste, 
She traverses in breathless haste ; 
And by the tombs where dust is shrined. 
Once tenanted by tofliest mind, 
Still passing on, hath reached the gate 
Of Rome, the proud, the desolate ! 
Thronged an the streets, and, still renewed. 
Rush on the gathering multitude. 



Is it their high-souled chief to greet 
That thus the Roman thousands meetl 
With names that bid their thoughts ascend, 
Crescentius, thine in song to, blend ; 
And of triumphal days gone by 
Recall th' inspiring pageantry 1 
— There is an air of breathless dread, 
An eager glance, a hurrying tread ; 
And now a fearful silence round, 
And now a fitful murmuring sound, 
'Midst the pale crowds, that almost seem 
Phantoms of some tumultuous dream. 
Cluick is each step, and vriid each mien, 
Poltentous of some awful scene. 
Bride of Crescentius.! as the throng 
Bore thee with whelming force atong, 
How did thine anxious heart beat high. 
Till rose suspense to agony ! 
Too brief suspense, that soon shall ctose, 
And leave thy heart to deeper Woes. 

Who 'midst yon guarded precinct standi^ 
With fearless mien, but fettered hands ? 
The ministera of death are nigh, 
Yet a cafan grandeur lights his eye ; 
And in his glance there lives a mind, 
Which was not formed for chains to bind, 
But cast in such heroic mould 
As theirs, th' ascendant ones of old. 
Crescentius I freedom's daring son. 
Is this the guerdon thou hast won 1 
O worthy to have lived and died 
In the bright days of Latino's pride 1 
Thus must the beam of glory close, 
O'er the seven hills again that rose, 
When at thy voice, to bunt the yoke. 
The soul of Rome indignant woke 1 
Vain dream t the sacred shields are gone,(8) 
Sunk is the crovming city's throne :(9) 
Th' illusions, that around her cast 
Their guardian spells have tong been past(10) 
Thy life hath been a shot star's ray. 
Shed o'er her nudnight of decay ; 
Thy death at Freedom's ruined shrine 
Mu«t rivet every chain — ^but thine. 

Calm is his'aspect, and his eye 
Now fixed upon the deep blue sky, 
Now on those wrecks of age^ fled. 
Around in dewlation spread ; 
Areh, temple, column, worn and gray. 
Recording triumphs passed away ; 
Works of the mighty and the free. 
Whose steps on earth no more shall be, 
Though their bright course hath left a trace 
Nor years nor sorrows can efface. 

Why changes now the patriot's mien, 
Erewhile so toftily serene ? 
Thus can approaching death oontroul 
The might of that commanding soul 1 
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No ! — Heard ye not that thrilling ciy 

Which told of bitterest agony? 

JBe heard it, and, at once subdued, 

Hath sunk the hero's fortitude. 

2& heard it, and his heart too well 

Whence rose that voice of wo can tell; 

And 'midat the gazing throngs around 

One well known form his glance hath found ; 

One ibndly loving aiid beloved, 

In grief^ in peril, faithful proved. 

Yes, in the wildness of despair,^ 

She, his devoted bride is there. 

Pale, breathless, through the crowd she flies^ 

The light of frenzy in her eyes : 

But ere her arms can clasp the form 

Which life ere long must cease to warm ; 

Ere on his agonizing breast 

Her heart can heave, her head can rest; 

Checked in her course by ruthless hands, 

Mute, motionless, at once she stands ; 

With bloodless cheek and vacant glance, 

Frozen and fixed in horror's trance ; 

Spell-bound, as every sense were fled. 

And thought o'erwhelmed, and feeling dead. 

And the light waving of her hair, 

And veil, &r floatmg on the air, 

Alone, in that dread moment, show 

She is no sculptured form of wo. 

The scene of gridf and death u o'er, 
The patriot's heart shall throb no more : 
But hen — 80 vainly formed to prove 
The pure devotedness of love, 
And draw from fond afl^ction's eye 
All thought sublime, all feeling high ; 
When consciousness again shall wake, 
Hath now no refuge— but to break. 
The spirit long inured to pain 
May smile at fate in calm disdain ; 
Survive its darkest hour, and rise 
In more majestic energies. 
But in the gbw of vernal pride, 
If each warm hope at (mee hath died. 
Then sinks the mind, a blighted flower, 
Dead to the sunbeam and the shower ; 
A broken gem, whose inborn light 
Is scattered — ^ne'er to re-unite. 



PART 11. 

Hast thou a scene that is not spread 
With records of thy glory fleid? 
A monument that doth not tell 
The tale of liberty's fiirewell ? 
Italia 1 thou art but a grave. 
Where flowers luxuriate o'er the brave. 
And nature gives her treasures birth 
O'er all that hath been great on earth. 



Yet smile thy heavens as once they smiled. 

When thou weri Freedom's favoured child : 

Though fime and tomb alike are low, 

Time hath not dimmed thy sunbeam's gbw ; 

And robed in that exalting ray, 

Thou seem'st to triumph o'er decay; 

O yet, though by thy sorrows bent, 

In nature's pomp magnificent; 

What marvel if, when all was ket. 

Still on thy bright enchanted coast, 

Though many an omen warned him thenoe. 

Lingered the lord of eloquence !(1I) 

Still gazing on the bvely sky, 

Whose radience wooed hini--bat to die ; 

Like him who would not linger there. 

Where heaven, earth, ocean, all are fair 1 

Who 'midst thy glowing scenes could dwell, 

Nor bid awhile his griefii farewell 1 

Hath not thy pure and genial air 

Bahn for all sadness but despair ?(1S) 

No I there are pangs, whose deep-worn trace 

Not all thy magic can effitoe 1 

Hearts, by unkindness wrung, may learn 

The world and all its gifts to spurn ; 

Time may steial on with silent tread, 

And dry the tear that mourns the dead'; 

May change fond love, subdue regret 

And teach e'en vengeance to foiget ; . 

But thou, Remorse! there is no charm. 

Thy sting, avenger, to disarm 1 

Vain are bright suns and laughing skies, 

To sooth thy victim's agonies : 

The heart once made thy burning throne. 

Still, while it beats, is thine alone. 

In vain for Otho's joyless eye 
Smile the fair scenes of Italy, 
As through her landscapes' rich array 
Th' imperial pilgrim bends his way. 
Thy form, Cresoentius on -his sight 
Rises when nature laughs in Ught, 
Glides round him at the midnight hour, 
Is present in his festal bower, 
With awful voice and fmwning mien, 
By all but him unheard, unseen, 
Oh! thus to shadows of the grave 
Be every tyrant still a slave,4 

Where through GSargano's woody dells. 
O'er bendmg oaks the north-wind swells,(I3) 
A sainted hermit's lowly tomb 
Is bosomed in umbrageous gloom, 
In shades that saw him live and die 
Beneath their waving canopy. ^ 

'Twas his, as legends tell, to share 
The converse of immortals there ; 
Around that dweller of the wild 
There "bright appearances" have smiled,(U) 
And angel-wings, at eve, have been 
Gleaming the shadowy boughs between. 
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And oft from that eeclnded bower 
Hath breathed, at midnight's calmer hour, 
A swell of viewless harps, a sound 
Of warbled anthems pealing round. 
Oh, none but voices of the sky 
Might wake that.thrilling harmony, 
Whose tones, whose veiy echoes made 
An Eden of the lonely shada ! 

Years have gone by ; the hermit sleeps 
Amidst Graigano's woods and steeps I - 
Ivy and flowers have half o'ergrown 
And veiled hUi low, sepulchral stone : 
Yrt still the spot ii holy, still 
Celestial footsteps haunt the hill ; 
And oft the awe-struck mountaineifr 
Aftrial vesper-hymns may hear 
Around those forest-precincts float, 
Soft, solemn, cleAr,— but still remote. 
Oft will Affliction breathe her plaint 
To that rude shrine's departed saint, 
And deem that spirits of the blest 
There shed sweet influence o'er her breast 

And thither Otho now repairs, 
To sooth his soul with vows and prayers ; 
And if for him, on holy ground, 
The lost oue, Peace, may yet be found, 
'Midst rocks and forests, by the bed, 
Where calmly sleep the sainted dead, 
She dwells, remote from heedless eye, 
With Nature's lonely majesty. 

Vain, vai^i the search— his troubled breast 
No vow nor penance lulls to rest ; 
The weary pilgrimage is o'er 
The hopes that cheered it aro no more. 
Then i^nks his soul, and day by day, 
Youth's buoyant energies decay. 
The light of health his eye hath flown, 
The glow that tinged his cheek is gone. 
Joyless as one on whom is laid 
Some baleful spell that bids him fode, 
Extending 4ts mysterious power 
O'er every scene, o'er every hour; 
E'en thus he withers ; and to hufii 
Italians brilUant skies are dim. 
He withers— in that glorious clime 
Where Natun laughs in wcorfk of Time; 
And sunS) that shed on all below 
Their ftill and vivifying glow, 
From him alone their power withhold, 
And leave his heart in darkness cold. 
Earth blooms around him, heaven is fair, 
Be only seems to perish then. 

Yet sometimes will a transient smile 
Play o'er his faded cheek awhile, 
When breathes his minstrel-boy a strain 
Of power to lull all earthly pain; 
So wildly sweet, its notes might seem 
Th' ethoeal music of a dream, 



A spirit's voice from worlds unknown, 
Deep thrilling power in every tone 1 
Sweet is that lay, aud yet its flow 
Hath language only given to wo ; 
And if at times its wakening swell 
Some tale of glory seems to tell, 
Soon the proud notes of triumph die, 
Lost in a dirge's harmony: 
Oh I many a pang the heart hath provedi 
Hath deeply suffered, fondly loved. 
Ere the sad strain could catch from thence 
Such deep impassioned eloquence 1 
Yes ! gaze on him, that minstrel boy — 
He is no child of hope and joy; 
Though few his years, yet have they been 
Such as leave traces on the mien, 
And o'er the roees of our prime • 
Breathe other blights than those of time. 

Yet, seems his spirit wild And proud, 
By grief unsoflened and unbowed 
Oh ! there are sorrows which impart 
A sternness foreign to the heart. 
And rushing with an earthquake's power, 
That makes a desert in an hour ; 
Rouse the dread passions in their course, 
As tempest wake the billows' force ! — 
'Tis sad, on youthful Guido's face, 
The stamp of woes like these to trace. 
Oh ! where can ruins awe mankind 
Dark as the ruins of the mind 1 

His mien is lofty, but his gaze 
Too well a wandering soul betraye: 
His full, dark eye at times is bright 
With strange and momentary light, 
Whose quick uncertain flashes throw 
O'er his pale cheek a hectic glow : 
And oft his features and his air 
A shade of troubled mystery wear, 
A ghince of hurried wUdness, fraught 
With some un&thomable thought. 
Whate'er that thought, still unexpressed, 
Dwells the sad secret in his breast ; 
The pride his haughty brow reveals, 
All other passion well conceals. 
He breathes each wounded feeling's tone , 
In music's eloquence alone ; 
His soul's deep voice is only poured 
Through his full song and sweUing chord. 
He seeks no fnend, but shuns th,e train 
Of courtien with a proud disdain ; 
And, save when Qtho bids hfs lay 
Its half unearthly power essay. 
In hall or bower the heart to thriU, 
His haunts are wild and k>nely stiU. 
Fa^ distant from the heedless throng, 
He roves old Tiber's bankf along. 
Where Empire's desolate remains 
Lie scattered o'er the silent plains: 
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Or, lingering 'midrt each rained ihrine 
That strews the desert Pahitine, 
With moumfol, yet commanding mien, 
Like the sad Genius of the scene, 
Entranced in awful thought appears 
To commune with departed years. 
Or at the dead of night, when Rome * 
Seems of heroic shades the home ; 
When Tiber's murmuring Toioe recalls 
The mighty to their ancient halls ; 
When hushed is every meaner sound, 
And the deep moonlight-calm around 
Leaves to the solemn scene alone 
The majesty of ages flown ; 
A pilgrim to each hero's tomb, 
He wanders through the sacred gloom ; 
And 'midst those dwellings of decay, 
At times will breathe so sad a lay, 
So wild a grandeur in each tone, 
'Tis like a dirge for empires gonel 

Awake thy pealing harp again. 
But breathe a more exulting strain. 
Young Guide ! for awhile forgot 
Be the dark secrets of thy lot, 
And rouse th' inspiring soul of song 
Td speed the banquet's hour along !~ 
The feast is spread ; and music's call 
Is echoing through the royal hall. 
And banners wave, and trophies shine, 
O'er stately guests in glittering line ; 
And Otho seeks awhile to chase 
The thoughts he never can erase, 
And bid the voice, whose QiurmurB deep 
Rise like a spirit on his sleep, 
The still small voice of conscience die^ 
Lost in the din of revelry. 
On his pale brow dejection lowers. 
But that shall yield to festal hours; - 
A gloom is in his faded eye. 
But that from music's power shall fly: 
His wasted cheek is wan with care, 
But mirth shall spread fresh crimson tliere. 
Wake, Guido ! wake thy numbers high 
Strike the bold chord ezuMngly! 
And pour upon th' enraptured ear 
Such strains as warriors )ove to heart 
Let the rich mantling goblet flow, 
And banish ail resembling wo; 
And, if a thought intrude, of power 
To mar the bright convivial hour. 
Still must its influence lurk unseen, 
And cloud the heart— but not the mien! 

Away, vain dream !— on Otho's brow, 
Qtill durker lower the shadows now; 
Changed are bis features, now overspread 
With the cold paleness of the dead; 
Now crimsoned with a hectic dye. 
The burning flush of agony! 



His lip is quivering, and his breast 
I^eaves with convulsive pangs op p res s ed; 
Now his dim eye seems fixed and glazed. 
And now to heaven in anguish raised ; 
And as, with unavailing aid. 
Around him throng his guests dismayed. 
He sinks— while scarce his struggling breath 
Hath power to falter—'* This is death!" 

Then^rushed that haiJghty child of song 
DariL Guido, through the awe-struck throng; 
Filled with a strange delirious light, 
His kindling eye shone wildly bright, 
And on the sufierer's mien awhile 
Gazing with stern vindictive smile, 
A feverish glow of triumph dyed 
His burning c-heek, while thus hQ cried : — 
" Yes! these are death-pangs — on thy brow 
Is set the seal of vengeance now! 
Oh! well was mixed the deadly draught. 
And k>ng and deeply hast thou quaffed { 
And bitter as thy pangs may be. 
They are but guerdons meet from me! 
Yet, these are but a moment's throes, 
Howe'er intense, they soon shall close 
Soon shalt thou yield thy fleeting breath. 
My life hath been a lingering death ; 
Since one dark hour of wo and crime, 
A blood-spot on the page of time! 

" Deemest thou my mind of reason void 
It is not phrenzied,-^but destroyed ! 
Ay! view the wreck vrith shuddering thought,^ 
That work of ruin thou hast wrought ! 

" The secret of thy doom to tell, 
My name alone snflSoes well I 
Stephania I — once a hero's bride! 
Otho! thou knowest the rest— A« died. 
Yes! trusting to a monareh's word, 
The. Roman fell, untried, unheard! 
And thou, whose every pledge was vain. 
How covidAihmi trust in aught again 1 • 

" He died, and I was changed — ^my soul, 
A lonely wanderer, spumed control.' 
From peace, and light, and glory hurled, 
The outcast of a purer world, 
I saw each brighter hope o'erthrown, 
And lived for one dread task alone. 
The task is closed— fulfiUed the vow. 
The band of death is on thee now. 
Betrayer! in thy turn betrayed. 
The debt of blood shall soon be paid! 
Thine hour is come — the time hath been 
My heart had shrunk from such a scene 
That feeling long is past — my fate 
Hath made me stem as desolate. 

" Ye that around me shuddc^ng stand, 
Ye chiefii and princes of the land ! 
Moum ye a guilty monarch's doom? 
— Ye wept not o'er the patriot's tomb! 
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Be sleeps anhonared-^yet be mine 
To ebare bis low, neglected shrine. 
Hn soul with freedom finds a home, 
His gmw is that of gbry— Rome I 
Are not the great of old with her, 
That city of the sepolchiel 
Lead me to death! and let me share 
The alambem of the mighty there !" 
The day departs— that fearful day 
Fades in cahn loveliness away : 
From purple heavens its lingering beam 
Seems melting into Tiber's stream, 
And softly tinto each Roman bill 
With glowing light, as clear and still, 
As if, unstained by crime or wo, 
Its hours had passed in silent flow. 
The day seta tabnly— it hath been 
Marked vrith a strange and awful scene: 
One guilty bosom throbs no more. 
And Otho's pangs and life are o'er. 
And thou, ere yet another sun 
EUe burning race hath brightly run, 
Released from anguish by thy foes, 
Daughter (tf Rome! shalt find repose. — 
Yes! on thy country's lovely sky 
Fix yet oooe more thy parting eye I 
A few short hoorB--and all shall be 
The silent and the past for thee. 
Oh! thus with tempests of a day 
We struggle, and we pass away. 
Like the wild Inllows as they sweep 
Leaving no vestige on the deep ! 
And o'er thy dark and lowly bed 
The sons of future days shall tread, 
The pangs, the conflicts, of thy kyt. 
By them unknown, by thee forgot. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 198, ooL 1. 

CKer Hadrian's mouldering riUa tw|ne. 

J'6tais aI16 passer quelques joun seul h. Tivoli. 
Je parcourus les environs, et surtout oelles de la 
Villa Adriana. Surpris par la pluie au milieu* de 
ma course, je me r6fugiai dans les Salles des 
Therme* voisins du PeeUe (monumens de la 
'villa), sous un figuier qui strait renven6 le pan 
d'un mur en s'^levant. Dans un petit sak>n ooto- 
gone, ouvert devant md, nne vigne vierge avait 
perc^ la voilte de I'^difice, et son gros cep liase, 
rouge, et tortueuz, montait le long du mur comme 
on serpent Autour de moi, k travers les arcades 
des mines, s'ouvraient des points de vue sur la 
Campagne Romaine. Des buissons de sureau, 
remplissaient les salles descries oii venaient se 
refugier quelques merles solitaires. Les fragmens 
de mafonnerie etaient tapiBsds de feuiUes de sco- 



lopendre, dont la verdure satin^e so dcssinait 
comme un travail en mosaique sur la blaiicheur 
des marbres: 9a et la de hauts cypres rempla^aient 
les colonnes tombces dans ces palais de la Mort; 
Tacanthe sauvage rampait a leurs pieds, sur des 
debris, comme si la nature s'^tait plu a reproduire 
sur ces ehefs-d'oBuvre iputilds d'architecture, I'orna- 
ment de leur beaut6 passde." — Chaieaitbriand. 
Souvenirs tTItalie. 

Note 2, page 128, col. 1. 
Of each imperial monimient. 
The gardens and buildings of Hadrian's villa 
were copies of the most celebrated scenes and 
edifices in his dominions ; the Lycsum, the Aca* 
demia, the Pyrtaneum of Athens, the Temple of 
SerapiB at Alexandria, the Vale of Tempe, &c. 

Notes, page 128, col. 1. 
Bonk is thy palace, but thy tomb, 
Hadrian! Iiath ahued a prouder doom. 
The mausoleum of Hadrian, now the castle of 
St Angelo, was fint converted into a citadel by 
Belisarius, in his successful defence of Rome 
against the Ooths. " The lover of the arts," says 
GKbbon, " must read with a sigh, that the works 
of Praxiteles and Lysippus were torn from their 
lofty pedestals, and hurled-intb the ditch on the 
heads of the besiegen." He adds, in a note, that 
the celebrated Sleeping Faun of the Barbarini 
palace was found; in a mutilated state, when the 
ditch of St. Angelo was cleansed under Utban 
VIII. In the middle ages, the moles Hadriani 
was made a permanent fortress by the Roman 
government, and bastions, outworks, &c. were 
added to the original edifice, which bad been 
stripped of its marble covering, its Corinthian pil- 
lars, and the brazen cone w^hich crowned its sum- 
mit 

Nota4, page 128, coL L 

Bvn fbond, like gloryVi bM, a gnive, 

in time^ abysi^ or Tiber^ wavk 
"Les plus beaux' monumens des arts, les plus 
admirables statues ont 6t6s jet^es dans le Tibre, 
et Bont cach^es sous ses flpt^. Q.ui sait si, pour les 
chercher, on ne le d6toumera pas un jour de son 
lit? Mais quand on songe que. les chof-d'ceuvres 
du g6nie humain sont peutdtre la devant nous, et 
qu'un oeil plus per9ant les verrait a travers les 
ondes, Ton 6prouve je ne sais quelle 6motion qui 
renalt a RtHne sans cesse sous diverses formes, et 
feit trouver une soci6t6 pour U pens6e dans les 
objets physiques, muets partout aUleurs." — Mad. 
de Stail, 

Note 5, page 128, col. 3. 

There ckaed l)e Brescia't mlsrion high, 
Flrom thence the patikc came to die. 

Arnold de Biesda, the undaunted and eloquent 
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champion of Roman Jiberty, after unremitting 
efibrts to restore the ancient constitution of the 
republic, was put to death in the year 11^ by 
Adrian IV . This . event is thus described by 
Sismondi, Hiatoire dea RepuUUjuu Italiennea, 
▼ol. ii. pages 68 and 69. "Le prelect demeura 
dans le ch&teau Saint Ange avec son prisonnicr ; 
il le fit transporter un matin sur la place destin6e. 
aux executions, devant la Porte du Peuple. Ar- 
naud de Brescia, 61ev6 sur un bdcher, fut attach6 
a un poteau, en face du Corso. II pouvoit mesu- 
rer des yeux les trois longufis rues qui oboutis- 
soient devant son 6chafaud; elles font presqu' une 
moietS de Rome. C'est la qu'habitoient les 
hommes qu'O avoit si souvent appel^s a la biberte. 
lb reposoient encore en paix, ignorant le danger 
de leur 16gislateur. I^e tumulte de l'cx6cution et 
la flamme du b^cher r6veill&rent les Romains ; ils 
8*armdrent, ils aoooururent, mais trop tard ; et les 
cohortesdu pape repoussdrent, avec leurs lances, 
ceux qui, n'ayant pu sauver Amaud, vouloient du 
moins recueillir ses cendres comme de pr^cieuses 
reliques.'' 

Note6, pagel28, col.2. 
Spoke with tbe voice of ages pasL 
"Posterity will compare the virtues and failings 
of this extraordinary man ; but in a long period 
of anarchy and servitude the name of Rienzi has 
often been celebrated as the deliverer of his coun- 
try, and the last of the Roman patriots." — QibborCa 
Decline and FaU^ 4^, vol. xii. p. 363. 

Note 7, page 128, ooL 2. 
GouldBt gaie on Borne— yet not despair. 
"Le consul Terentios Varron avoit fui hon- 
teusement jusqu'a Venouse: cet honmie de la 
plus basse naiseance, n'avdt 6X6 61ev6 au consulat 
que pour mortifier la noblesse: mais le s^nat ne 
voulut pas jouir de oe malheureux triomphe ; il vit 
combien il 6toit n^cessaire qu'il s'attir&t dans oette 
occasion la confiance da peuple, il alia au-devant 
Varron, et le remerda de ce qu*il n^avoU peu 
d^aetperidelarejnMique" — MqiUeBquieu, Qrann 
deur et Decadence dea Romaina. 



Note 8, page 129, col. 2. 
ValndnamI the sacred ahields are gone. 
Of the sacred -bucklers, or ancUia of Rome, 
which were kept in the temple of Mars, Plutarch 
gives the following account *' In the eighth year 
of Numa's reign a pestilence prevailed in Italy; 
Rome also felt its ravages. While the people 
were greatly dejected, we are told that a brazeji 
buckler fell from heaven into the hands of Numa. 
Of this he gave a very wonderful account, re- 
ceived from Egeria and the Muses: that the buck- 
ler was sent down for the preservation of the city, 



and should be kept with great care: that eleven 
others should be made as like it as possible 
in size and fashion, in order that if any person 
were disposed to steal it, he might not be able to 
distinguish that which fell from heaven from the 
rest. He further declared, that the place, and the 
meadows about it, where he frequently conversed 
with the Muses, should be consecrated to those 
divinities ; and that the spring which watered the 
ground should be sacred to the use of the Vestal 
Virgins, daily to sprinkle and purify their temple. 
The immediate cessation of the pestilence is said 
to have confirmed the truth of this account" — 



Note 9, page 129, col.2. 

Bonk Ii the cn>wnhig city's throns. 

"Who hath taken counsel against Tyre, the 

crowning city^ whose merehants are princes, 

whose traffickers are the honourable of the earth?" 

— laaiahf chap, xxiii. 

Note 10, page 129, eol. 2. 
Their guardian spelta have long been pasL 
" Un m61ange bizarre de grandeur d'4me, et de 
foiblesse entroit d^ oette 6poque (I'onzidme sidcle) 
dans le caractdre des Romains. — Un mouvement 
g6n6reux vers les grandes choses faisoit place 
tout-srooup h. rabattement; ils passoient de la 
liberty la plus orageuse, a la servitude la plus 
avilissante. On auroit dit que les ruines tenoient 
ses habitaus dans les sentiment de leur impniset 
les portiques deserts de la capitale du monde, en- 
tresancej au milieu de oes monumens de leur 
domination pass^, les dtoyens ^prouvoient d'une 
manidre trop d6coutageante leur propre nullit6. 
Le nom des Romains qulls portoient ranimoit 
fr6quemment leur enthousiasme, comme il le ra- 
nime encore aujourd'hui ; mais bientot la vue de 
Rome, du Forum d6sert, des sept coUines de noo- 
veru rendues au p&turage des troupeaux, des tem« 
pies d6sol^, des monumens tombant en ruine, les 
ramenoit a sentir qu'ils n'6toient plus les Romains 
d'autrefois." — Siamondi. Hiatoire dea Repvb' 
liquea Italiennea^ vol. i. p. 172. 



Note 11, page 130, col. 2. 
lingered the lord of doquencel 
" As for Cicero, he was carried to Astyra, where, 
finding a vessel, he immediately went on board, 
coasted along to Circsum with a favourable wind. 
The pilots were preparing immediately to sail from 
thence, but whether it was that he feared the sea, 
or had not yet given up all hopes in CsBsar, he dis* 
embarked, and travelled a hundred furlongs on 
foot, as if Rome had been the place of his desti- 
nation. Repenting, however, afterwards, he left 
that road and made again for the sea. He passed 
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the night in the most perplexing and horrid thoughts; 
iosomnch, that he was sometimes inclined to go 
privately into Cesar's hoose and stab himself up- 
on the altar of his domestic gods, to bring the di- 
irine vengeance upon his betrayer. But he was 
deterred ftom this by the fear of torture. Other 
alternatives equally distressful presented them- 
selves. At last he put himself in the hands of hu 
servants, and ordered them to carry him by sea to 
Cajeta, where he had a delightful retreat in the 
summer, when the Etesian winds set in. There 
was a temjde of Apollo on that coast, from which 
a flight of crows came with great noise towards 
Cicero's vessel as it vras making land. They perch- 
ed on both sides the sail-yard, where some sat 
croaking, and others pecking the ends of the ropes. 
All looked upon this as an ill omeil ; yet Cicero 
went on shore, and, entering his house, lay down 
to repose himself. In the mean time a number of 
crows settled in the chamber-window, and croak- 
ed in the most doleful manner. One of them even 
entered it, and alighting on the bed, attempted, 
with its beak, to draw off the cbthes with which 
he had covered his face. On sight of this, the 
servants began to reproach themselves. ' Shall 
we,' said they, ' temain to be spectators of our 
master's morder? Shall we not protect him, so 
innocent and so great a sufferer as he is, when the 
brute creatures give him marks of their care and 
attention V Then, partly by entreaty, partly by 
foroe, th^ got him into his litter, and carried him 
towards the sea." — Plutarch. Life of Cicero. 

Note 12, page 190, col. 2. 

Balm fat an ndneas but despair 1 
" Now purer air 
Meets his approach, and to the heart inspires 
Yemal delight and joy, able to drive 
All sadness but despair."— ifi/ton. 

Note 13, page 130, coL 2. 
O'er bending oaks the mnxh-wind ewelta. 
Mount Ghirgano. " This ridge of mountains 
forms a very Urge promontory advancing into the 
Adriatic, and separated from the Apennines on 
the west by the plains of Lucera and San Seyero. 
We took a ride into the heart of the mountains 
through shady dellsand noble woods, which brought 
to our nunds the venerable groves that in ancient 
times bent with the loud winds sweejnng along the 
rugged sides of Garganus. 

'AqaUonlbw 
QoBfoeta Gaigani laborant, 
B( fottiB Tiduantur omL'— fforooe. 

" There is a respectable forest of evergreen and 
common oak, (nne, hornbeam, chestnut, and manna- 
ash. The sheltered valleys ar^ industriously cul- 
tivated, and seem to be blest with luxuriant vege- 
tation." — Smnbume^t TVaveJf. 



Note 14, page 130, col. 2. 
Than ** brigbt appeexanoes'* have aniled. 
" In yonder nether world where shall I seek 
His bright appearances, or fiwtstep tcdJoeT—MiUan. 



THE LAST BANaUET OF ANTONY 
AND CLEOPATRA. 



" Antont, concluding that he could not die more 
honourably than in battle, determined to attack 
Cssar at the same time both by sea and land. The 
night preceding the execution of this design, he 
ordered his servants at supper to render him their 
best services that evening, and fill^e wine round 
plentifully, for the day following they might belong 
to another master, whilst he lay extended on the 
ground, no longer of consequence either to them 
or to himself. His friends were affected, and wept 
to hear him talk thus ; which when he perceived, 
he encouraged them by assurances that his expec- 
tations of a glorious victory were at least equal to 
those of an honourable death. At the dead of 
night, when universal silence reigned through the 
city, a silence that was deepened by the awful 
thought of the ensuing day, on a sudden was heard 
the sound of musical instruments, and a noise which 
resembled the exclamations of Bacchanals. This 
tumultuous procession seemed to pass through the 
whole city, and tq go out at the gate which led to 
the enemy's camp. Those who reflected on tliis 
prodigy concludod that Bacchus, the god whom 
Antony affected to imitate, had then forsaken 
him." — Langhome^a Plutarch. 



Twi ke» had girt thee with their dread array, 

O stately Alexandria ! — ^yet the sound 
Of mirth and music, at the close of day, 

Swelled from thy splendid fabrics far around 
O'er camp and wave. Within the royal hall, 

In gay magnificence the feast was spread ; 
And, brightly streaming from the pictured wall, 

A thousand lamps their tranbling lustre shed 
O'er many a column rich with precious dyes, 
That tinge the marble's vein, 'neath Afric's burn- 
ing skies. 

And soft and clear that wavering radiance played 

O'er sculptured forms, that round the iHlb^ 
scene 
Calm and majestic rose, by art arrayed 

In godlike beauty, awfully serene. 
Oh ! how unlike the troubled guorts, reclined 

Round that luxurious board I — in every face, 
Some shadow from the tempest of the mind 

Rising by fits, the searching eye might trace, 
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Though vainly masked in smiles which are not 

mirth,. 
But the proud spirit's veil thrown o'er the woes of 

earth. 

Their brows ue hound with wreaths whose tran- 
sient bloom 

May still survive the wearers — and the rose 
Perchance may scarce be withered, when the tomb 

Receives the mighty to its dark repose ! 
The day must dawn on battle— and may set 

In death— but fill the mantling wine-cup high ! 
Despair is fearless, and the Fates e'en yet 

Lend her one hour for parting revelry. 
They who the empire of the world possessed, 
Would taste its joys again, ere all exchangedfor rest. 

Its joys 1 6h1 mark yon proud triumvir's mien, 

And read their annals on that brow of care ! 
'Midst pleasure's k>tus-bowera his stpps have been ; 

Earth's brightest pathway led him to despair. 
Trust not the glance that fain would yet inspire 

The buoyant energies of days gone by ; 
There is delusion in its meteor-fire, 

And all within is shame, is agony I 
Away ! the tear in bitterne&s may flow. 
But there are smiles whichbear astampof deeper wo. 

Thy cheek ii sunk, and faded as thy fame, 
O lost, devoted Roman ! yet thy brow 

To that ascendant and undying name. 
Pleads with stem Idftiness thy right e'en now. 

Thy glory is departed— but hath left 
A lingering light around theo— in decay 

Not less than kingly, though of all bereft. 
. Thou seem'st as empire had not passed away. 

Supreme in ruin ! teaching hearts elate, 

A deep, prophetic dread of still mysterious fate ! 

But thou, enchantress^iueen ! whose love hath 
made 

His desolation — thou art by his side, 
In all thy sovereignty of charms arrayed, 

To meet the storm with still unconquered pride. 
Imperial being ! e'en though many a stain 

Of error be upon thee, there u poWer 
In thy commanding nature, which shall reign 

O'er the stem genius of misfortune's hour 
And the dark beauty of thy troubled eye 
E'en now is all illumed with wild sublimity. 

.Thine aspect, all impassioned, wears a light 

Inspiring and msfnred — thy cheek a dye. 
Which rises not from jdy, but yet is bright 

With the deep glow of feverish energy. 
Pioud siren of the Nile ! thy glance is firaiught 

With an immortal fire — ^in every beam 
It darts, there kindles some heroic thought, 

But wild and awful as a sibyl's dream ; 



For thou with death hast communed, to attain 
Dread knowledge of the pangs that ransom firom 
thechain.(l) 

And the stem courage by such musings lent, 
■ Daughter of Afric ! o'er thy beauty throws 
The grandeur of a regal spirit, blent 

With all the majesty of mighty woes t 
While he, so fondly, fatally adored, 

Thy fallen Roman, gazes on thee yet, 
Till scarce the soul, that once exulting soared, 

Can deem the da^tar of its glory set ; 
Scarce his charmed heart believes that power can be 
In sovereign fate, o'er him, thus fondly loved by 
thee. 

But there is sadness in the eyes around, 

Which mark that mined leader, and survey 
His changeful mien, whence oft the gloom profound 

Strange triumph chases haughtily away. 
" Fill the bright goblet, warrior guests !" he <irie8, 

" duaff, ere we part, the generous nectar deep ! 
Ere sunset gild once more the western skies, 

Your chief, in cold forgctfulness, may sleep, 
While sounds of revel float o'er Ahore and sea, 
And the red bowl again is crowned — ^but not for 



" Yet weep not thus — the struggle is not o'er! 

O victors of Phillppi ! many a field 
Hath yielded palms to us :— one effort more, 

By one stem conflict must our doom be sealed ! 
Forget not, Romans 1 o'er a subject world 

How royally your eagle's wing hath spread, 
Though from his eyrie of dominion hurled. 

Now burst the tempest on his crested head ; 
Yet sovereign still, if banbhed from the sky, 
The sun's indignant bird, he must not droop— but 
die.** 

The feast is o'er. *T is night, the dead of night — 

Unbroken stillness broods o'er earth and deep; 
From Egypt's heaven of soft and starry light 

The moon looks cloudless o'er a world of sleep : 
For those who wait the morn's awakening beftms, 

The battle signal to decide their doom. 
Have sunk to feverish rest and troubled dreams; 

Rest, that shall soon be calmer in the tomb. 
Dreams, dark and ominous, but there to cease. 
When sleep the lords of war in solitude and peace. 

Wake, slumberers, wakel Hark! heard ye not a 
sound 
Of gathering tumult? — ^near and nearer still 
Its murmur swells. « Above, below, around, 
Bursts a strange chorus forth, confused and 
shrill. 
Wake, Alexandria! through thy streets the tread 
Of steps unseen is hurrying, and the note 
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Of pipe, and lyre, and trumpet, wild and dread, 

la heard upon the midnight air to float ; 
And TMcefi, clamoroua as in phrenzied mirth, 
Mingle their thousand tones which are not of the 
earth. 

These are no mortal sounds— their thrilling strain 
Hath more mysterious power, and birth more 

high; 
And the deep horror chilling every vein 

Owns them of stern terrific augury. 
Beings of worlds unknown ! ye pass away, 

O ye invinble and awful, throng ! 
Your echoing footsteps and resounding lay 

To Cesar's camp exulting move along. 
Thy gods fbrBske thee, Antony 1 the sky 
By that dread sign reveals— thy doom—" Despair 
anddie!"(3) 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 136, col. 2. 
Dread koowtodge of the pangB that nnsom from the chain. 

Cleopatra made a ooUection of poisonous drugs, 
and being desirous to know which was least pain- 
ful in the operation, she tried them on the capital 
convicts. Such poisons as were quick in their 
operation, she found to be attended with violent 
pain and convulsions ; such as were mildest were 
slow in their effect : she therefore applied herself 
to the examination of venomous ' creatures ; at 
length she found that the bite of the asp was the 
most eligible kind of death, for it brought on a 
gradual kind of lethargy. — See PltUarefL 

Noted, page 137, col 1. 

DeipalrandiUel 

*' To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And iaU thy ei%elesi sword; deqiaSr and die !" 
RiekardllL 



ALARIC IN ITALY. 



pedition which he already meditated against the 
continent of Africa. The straits of Rheginm and 
Messina are twelve miles in length, and, in the 
narrowest passage, about one mile and a halt 
broad ; and the fabulous monsters of the doep, the 
rocks of Scylla, and the whirlpool of Charybdis, 
could terrify none but the most timid and unskil- 
ful mariners : y^, as soon as the first divirion of 
the Goths had embarked, a sudden tempest arose, 
which sunk or scattered many of the transports: 
their courage was daunted by the terrora of a new 
element ; and the whole design was defeated by 
the premature death of Alaric, which fixed, afler 
a short illness, the fatal term of hii conquests 
The ferocious character of the barbarians wbm dis- 
played in the funeral of a hero, whose valor and 
fortune they celebrated with mournful applause. 
By the labour of a captive multitude they forcibly 
diverted the course of the Busentinus, a small river 
that washes the walls of Conaentia. The royal 
sepulchre, adorned with the splendid spoils and 
trophies of Rome, was constructed in the vacant 
bed; the waten were then restored to their natu- 
ral channel, 4md the secret spot, where the re- 
mains of Alaric had been deposited, was for ever 
concealed by the inhuman, massacre of the prison- 
ers who had been «mployed to execute the woric." 
— See The Decline and Fall of the Roman Em- 
pire, vd. V. p. 329. 



After describing the conquest of Ghreece and 
Italy by the German and Scythian hordes, united 
under the command of Alaric, the historian of 
** The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire," 
thus proceeds : — " Whether fame, or conquest, or 
riches, were the object of Alaric, he pursued that 
object with an indefatigable ardor, which could 
neither be quelled by adversity, nor satiated by 
success. No sooner had be reached the extreme 
land of Italy than he wai attracted by the neigh- 
bouring prospect of a fair and peaceful island. 
Yet even the posaeesbn of Sicily he ooosidered 
only as an intermediate step to the important ez-' 



Heard ye the Gk)thic trumpet's blast? 
The march of hosts, as Alaric passed? 
HLb steps have tracked that glorious clime^ 
The birth-place of heroic time; 
But he, in northern deserts bred. 
Spared not the living for the dead,(l) 
Nor heard the voice, whose pleading cries 
From temple and from tomb arise. 
He passed — the light of burning fanes 
Hath been his torch o'er Grredan plains ; 
And woke they not — ^the brave, the free/ 
To guard their own Thermopyla7 
And left they pot their silent dwelling. 
When Scythia's note of war was swelling 1 
No 1 where the bold Three Hundred slept. 
Sad freedom battled not — ^but wept I 
For nerveless then the Spartan's hand, 
And Thebes could rouse no Sacred Band; 
Nor one high soul from slumber broke. 
When Athens owned the northern yoke. 

But was there none for thee to dare 
The conflict, scorning to despair? 
O city of the seven proud hiUs! 
Whose name e'en yet the spirit thrills, 
As doth a clarion's battle-cal|. 
Didst thou too, ancient empress, fkll?' 
Did not Camillus from the chain 
Ransom thy Capitol again? 
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Oh! who shall tell the days to be, 
"No patriot loee to bleed for thee 7 

Heard ye the Gothic trumpet's blast 1 
The march of hosts, as Alaric passed 1 
That fearful sound, at midnight deep,(3) 
Burst on th' eternal citjr's sleep : 
How woke the mighty? She, whose will 
So long had bid the world be still. 
Her sword a sceptre, and her eye 
Th' ascendant star of destiny! 
She woke — to view the dread array 
Of Scythians rushing to their prey, 
To hear her streets resound the cries 
Poured from a thousand agonies! 
WflRe the strange light of flames, that gave 
A njddy glow to Tiber's wave, 
Bursting in that terrific hour 
From fane and palace, dome and tower, 
Revealed the throngs, for aid divine 
Clinging to many a worshipped shrine; 
Fierce, fitful radiance wildly shed 
O'er spear and sword with carnage red. 
Shone o'er the suppliant and the flying, 
And kindled pyres for Romans dying. 

W«^, Italy! alas! that e'er 
Should tears alone thy wrongs declan! 
The time hath been when thy distress 
Had roused up empires for redress ! 
Now, her long race of glory run. 
Without a combat Rome b won. 
And from her plundered temples forth 
Rush the fierce children of the north, 
To share beneath more genial skies 
Each joy their own rude clime denies. 

Ye who on bright Campania's shore 
Bade your fair villas rise of yore, 
With all their graceful colonnades. 
And crystal baths and myrtle shades^ 
Along the blue Hesperian deep. 
Whose glassy waves in sunshine sleep; 
Beneath your olive and your vine 
Far other inmates now recline, 
And tlie tall plane, whose roots ye fed 
With rich libations duly shed,(3) 
O'er guests^ unlike your vanished friends, 
Its bowery canopy extends : 
For them the southern heaven Is glowing, 
The bright Falemian nectar flowing ; 
For them the marble halls unfold, 
Where nobler beings dwelt of old, 
Whose children for barbarian lords 
Touch the sweet lyre's resounding chords, 
Or wreaths of Pestan roses twine. 
To crown the sons of Elbe tind Rhine. 
Yet though luxurious they repose 
Beneath Corinthian porticoes. 
While round them into being start 
The marvels of triumphaat art : 



Oh! not for them hath Oenius given 
To Parian fitone the fire of heaven. 
Enshrining in the forms he wrought 
A bright eternity of thought. . 
In vain the natives of the skies 
In breathing marble round them rise, 
And sculptured nymphs, of fount or glade, 
People the dark-green laurel shade ; 
Cold are the conqueror's heart and eye 
To visbns of divinity ; 
And rude his hand whiph dares defiioe 
The models of immortal grace. 

Arouse ye from your soft delights ! 
Chieftains! the war-note's call invites; 
And other lands must yet be won, 
And other deeds of havoc done. 
Warriors ! your flowery bondage break, 
Sons of the stormy north, awake ! 
The barks are launching from the sleep, 
Soon shall the Isle of Ceres weep,(4) 
And Afric*s burning winds afar 
Waft the shrill sounds of Alaric's war. 
Where shall his race of victory close 1 
When shall the ravaged' earth repose 1 
But hark ! what wildly mingling cries 
From Scythia's camp tumultuous risel 
Why swells dread Alaric's name on, air 1 
A sterner conqueror hath been there I 
A conqueror — ^yet his paths are peace, 
He comes to bring the world's release ; 
He of the sword that knows no sheath, 
Th' avenger, the deliverer— Death I 

Is then that daring spirit fledl 
Doth Alaric slumber with the /deadt 
Tamed are the warrion pride and strength, 
And he and earth are calm at length. 
The land where heaven unclouded shines. 
Where sleep the sunbeams on the vines; 
The land by conquest made his own, 
Can yield him now — a grave alone. 
But his— lier lord from Alp to sea — 
No common sepulchre shall be ! 
Oh, make his tomb where mortal eye 
Its buried wealth may ne'er descry! 
Where mortal foot may never tread 
Above a victor-monarch's bed. 
Let not his royal dust be hid 
'Neath staz^aspiring pyramid ; 
Nor bid the gathered mound arise. 
To bear his memory to the skies. 
Years roll away — oblivion claims 
Her triumph o'er heroic names; 
And hands profane dirturb the clay 
That once' was fired with glory's ray I 
And Avarice, from their secret gloom, 
Drags e'en the treasures of the tomb. 
But thou, O leader of the free! 
That general doom awiils not thee! 
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Thou, where no step may e'er intrude, 
Shalt rest in regal eofitude, 
Till, buiBting on thj sleep profound, 
The Awakener's final trumpet sound. 
Turn ye the waters from their ooune, 
Bid Nature yield tp human loroe, 
And hollow in the torrent's bed, 
A chamber fiir the mighty dead. 
The work is done— the captive's hand 
Hath well obeyed his lord's command. • 
Within that royal tomb are cast 
The lichest trophies of the past, 
The wealth of many a stately dome, 
The gold and gems of plundered R<xne : 
And when the midnight stan an beaming, 
And ocean-waves in stillness- gleaming, 
Stem in their grief, his warriors bear 
The Chastener of the Nations there ; 
To rest at length from victory's toil. 
Alone, with all an empire's spoil I 

Then the freed current's rushing wave 
Rolls o'er the secret of the grave ; 
Then streams the martyred captives* blood 
To crimson that sepulchral flood, 
Whose conscious tide alone shall keep 
The mystery In its bosom deep. 
Time hath past on since then — and swept 
From earth the urns where heroes slept ; 
Temples of gods, and domes of kings, 
Are mouldering with forgotten thingfe ; 
Yet shall not ages e'er molest 
The viewless home of AUric's rest; 
StiU rolls, like them, th' unfailing river. 
The guardians of his dust for ever. 



NOTES - 

Notel, pagel37, col.2. 
tSpsred not the living for the dead. 
* After the taking of Athens by Sylla, " though 
such numbers were put to the sword, there were 
as many who laid violent hand upon themselves in 
grief for their sinking country. What reduced the 
best men among them to this despair of finding 
any mercy or moderate terms for Athens, was the 
well-known cruelty of Sylla ; yet partly by the in- 
tercession of Midias and CaUiphon, and the exiles 
who threw themselves at his feet, partly by the 
entreatienof the senaton who attended him in that 
expedition, and being himself satiated vrith blood 
besides, he was at last prevailed upon to stop his 
hand, and in compliment to the ancient Athenians, 
he said, ' he forgave the many for the sake of the 
few, the living far the dead."^Pliaarch. 

Note 2, page 138, col. 1. 
That ftsrfol sound, « mUnlgbt deep. 
" At the hour of midnight, the Salarian gate was 



silently opened, and the inhabitants were awaken- 
ed by the tremendous sound of the Grothic trumpet. 
Eleven hundred and sixty-three years after the 
foundation of Rome, the imperial city, which had 
subdued and civilized so considerable a portion of 
mankind, was delivered to the licentious fury of 
the tribes of Germany and Scythia." — Dedineand 
Fail f^the Roman Empire^ vol. y. p. 311. 

Note 3, page 138, col. 1. 

With rich libationi duly died. 
The plane-tree was much cultivated among the 
Romans, on account of its extraordinary shade ; 
and they used to nourish it with wine instead of 
water, beUeving (as Sir W. Temple observes) that 
" this tree loved that liquor aa well as those who 
used to drink under its shade."- See the note* to 
Melmoth*9 Pliny. 

Note 4, page 138, col. 2. 
Booo ahaU the ieie of Gens weep. 
Sicily was anciently considered as the favoured 
and peculiar dominion of Ceres. 



THE WIPE OP ASDRUBAL. 



" This governor, who had braved death when 
it was at a distance, and protested that the sun 
should. never see him survive Carthage, this fierce 
Asdrubal, was so mean-spirited, as to come alone, 
and privately throw himself at the conqueror's feet. 
The general, pleased to see his proud rival humbled, 
granted his life, and kept him to grace his triumph. 
The Carthaginians in the citadel no sooner under- 
stood that their commander had abandoned the 
place, than they threw open the gates, and put the 
proconsul in possession of Byrsa. The Romans 
had now no enemy to contend with but the nine 
hundred deserten, who, being reduced to despair, 
retired into the temple of Esculapius, which was a 
second citadel vrithin the first: vhere the proconsul 
attacked them ; and these unhappy wretches^ find- 
ing there was no way to escape, set fire to the tem- 
ple. As the flames spread, they retreated from one 
part to another, till they got to the roof of the 
building : there Asdrubal's wife appeared in her 
best apparel, as if the day of her death had been a 
day of triumph ; and after having uttered the most 
bitter imprecatk>ns agaiiist her husband, whom she 
saw standing below with Emilianus, — < Basecow- 
ard!' said she, ' the mean things thou hast done to 
save thy life shall not avail thee; thou ahalt die 
this instant, at least in thy two children.' Having 
thus spoken, she drew out a dagger, stabbed them 
both, and while they were yet struggling for life, 
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threw them from the top of tha Umple, and leaped 
down after them into the flainea." — AncieM TMr 
versai History. 



The Bun sets brightly — ^bot a ruddier glow 
O'er Afric's heaven ih^ flames of Carthage throw ; 
Her walls have sank, and pyramids of fire 
In lurid splendor from her domes aspire; 
Swayed by the wind, they wave^while glans tlie 

sky 
As when the desert's red Simoom is nigh: 
The sculptured altar, and the pillared hall, 
Shine out in dreadful brightness eiie they fall; 
Far o'er the seas the light of ruin streams, 
Rock, wave, and isle are crimsoned by its beams; 
White captive tliousands, bound in Roman chains. 
Gaze in mute horror on their burning iknes ; 
And shouts of triumph, echoing far around, 
Swell from the victor's tents with ivy crowned.* 
But mark ! from yon fair temple's loftiest height 
What towering form bursts wildly on the sight, 
All regal in magnificent attire. 
And sternly beauteous in terrific irel 
She might be deemed a Pythia in the hour 
Of dread communion and delirious power; 
A being mote than earthly, in whose eye 
There dwells a strange and fierce ascendancy. 
The flames are gathering round — intensely bright, 
Full on her features glares their meteor-light. 
But a wild courage site triumphant there, 
The stormy grandeur of a proud despair ; 
A daring spirit, in ite woes elate, 
Mightier than death, untameable by fate. 
The dark profusion of her locks unbound, . 
Waves like a warrior's floating plumage round ; 
Flushed is her cheek, inspired her haughty mien, 
She seems th' avenging goddess of the scene. 

Are those her infante, that with suppliant cry 
Cling, round her, shrinking as the flame draws 

nigh, 
Claip vrith their feeble hands her gorgeous vest. 
And fain would rush for shelter to her breast? 
Is that a mother's glance, where stem disdain, 
And passion awfully vindictive, reign? 

Fixed is her eye on Asdrubal, who stends, 
Ignobly safe, amidst the conquering bands; 
On him, who left her to that burning tomb. 
Alone to share her children's martyrdom; 
Who when his country perished, fled the strife, 
And knelt to win the worthless boon of life. 
" Live, traitor, live!" she cries, " since dear to thee, 
E'en in thy fi^tters can existence be I 
Scorned and dishonored livel — with blasted name. 
The Roman's triumph not to grace, but shame. 
O slave in sjnritl bitter be thy chain 
With tenfoM anguish to avenge my pain I 



Wy. 



* It was a Eoinan cnstom to adoni the teats of viciocs vich 



Still may the mands of thy children rise 

To chase calm slumber from ihy wearied eyes; 

Still may their voices on the haunted air 

In feaiful whispers tell thee to deispair, 

Till vain remorse thy withered heart consame, 

Scourged by relentless shadows of the tomb ! 

E'en now my sons shall die — and thou, their aiie, 

In bondage safe, shalt yet in them expire. 

Think'st thou I love them noil— 'Twas thine to 

fly- 
'Tb mine with these to suffer and to die. 
Behold their fate I — the arms that can not save 
Have been their cradle, and shall be their grave." 

Bright in her hand the lifted dagger gleams, . 
Swift firom her children's hearte the life-blood 



With frantic laugh she clasps them to the breast 
Whose woes and passions soon shall be at rest ; 
Lifts one appealing, firenzied glance on hi^h, 
Then deep 'midst rolling flames is lost to mortal 
eye. 



HELIODORUS IN THE TEMPLE. 



From Maccabees, book 2, chapter iii. 21. "Then 
it would hav^ pitied a man to see the falling down 
of the multitude of all sorts, and the fear of the 
high priest, being in such an agony. — S3. They 
then called upon the Almighty Lord to keep the 
things committed of trust safe and sure, for those 
that had committed the^m. — ^23. NeverthelesB 
Heliodorus executed that which was decreed. — 
24. Now as he was there present himself with hia 
guard about the treasury, the Lord of Spirite, and 
the Prince of aU Po^er, caused a great apparition, 
so that all that presumed to come in with him 
were aiBtonished at the power of God, and fainted, 
and were sore afraid.— 25. For there appeared 
unto them a horse vrith a terrible rider upon him, 
and adorned with a very fair covering, and he ran 
fiercely, and smote at Heliodorus vrith his fore- 
feet, and it seemed that he that sat upon the horse 
had complete harness of gold.— 26. Moreover, two 
other young men appeared before him, notable in 
strength, excellent in beauty, and comely in appa- 
rel, who stood by him on either side, iLnd scourged 
him continually, and gave him many sore stripes. 
—27. And Heliodorus fell suddenly to the ground, 
and was compassed with great darkness ; but they 
that were vrith him took him up And put him 
into a litter.— 28. Thus him that lately came with 
great train, and with all his guard into the said 
treasury, they carried out, being unable to help 
himself with his weapons, and manifestly they 
acknowledged the power of God.^-29. For ho by 
the hand of God was cast down, and lay speech- 
less, without all hope of life." 
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A flOtTND of WO in Saleml— mffurnfo] cxief 
Roie from liei dweUiiigB— youthful cheeks wen 
pale, 

Tean flowing fast finom diQ and ag^ eyes, 
And TQHJes mingling in tumoltaous wail ; 

Hands raised to heaven .in agony, of prayer, 

And powerless wrath, and" terror, and despair. 

Th^r danghters, Jodah t weeping, laid aside 
The regal splendour of their fiur array, 

With the rode saekdoth girt their heauty*s pride, 
And thronged the streets in harrying, wild dis- 
may; 

While knelt thy pr i e s ts hefere hi» awfol shrine, 

Who made, of old, renown and empire thine. 

Bnt on the spoiler mdves — the temple's gate. 
The bright, the beautiful, his guards unfold, 

And all the scene reveals its solemn state. 

Its courts and pillars, rich with sculptured gold; 

And man, with eye unhallowed, views th' abode. 

The severed spot, the dwelling-place of God. 

Where art thon. Mighty. Presence! that of yore 
Wert wont between the cherobim to rest, 

Veiled in a cloud of glory, shadowing o'er 
Thy sanctuaiy the chosen and the blest 1 

Thou! that didst make fair Sion's ark thy throne, 

And call the oracle's recess thine own I 



Angel of Gtod ! that through th' Assyrian host. 
Clothed with the darkness of the midnight hour. 

To tame the proud, to hush th' invader^s boast. 
Didst pass triumphant in avenging power. 

Till burst the day-spring on the silent scene, 

And death alone revealed where thou hadst b^n. 

Wih thou not wake. O Chastenerl in thy might. 
To guard thine ancient and majestic hUI, 

Where oft ^m heaven the full Shechioah's light 
Hath streamed the house of hoUiiess to fill 1 

Oh I yet once more defend thy loved domain, 

Eternal one! Deliverer I rise again 1 

Fearless of thee, the plunderer, undiamajred. 
Hastes on, the sacred chambers to explore . 

Where the bright treasures of the fan^ are laid. 
The orphan's portion, and the widow's store ; 

What recks hu heart though age unsuccotred (tie, 

And want consume the cheek of inlancyl 

Away, intruders!— 'hark! a mighty sound! 

Behold a burst of light ! — away, away ! 
A fearful glory fills the temple round. 

A vision bright in terrible array ! 
And lo! a steed of no terrestrial frame, 
His path a whirlwind, and his breath a flame ! 

His neck is clothed with thunder* — aind his mane 
Seems waving fire — the kindfing of his eye 



•M Halt dMNiKiTsn the huMfltiength? Bmi ihoa cloUied 
his Mck with thoate V*->lb^ znH. 19. 
19 



Is a meteor— ardent with disdain 

His glance— his gesture, fierce in majestyl 
Instinct with light he seems, and formed to bear 
Some dread archangel through the fields of air. 

But who is he, in panoply of gold, 

Throned on that burning charger?— bright his 
form. 
Yet in its brightness awful to behold. 

And girt with all the terrors of the storm! 
Lightning is on his helmet's crest — and fear 
Shrinks from the splendour of his brow severe. 

And by his ride two radiant warriors stand 
An armed, and kingly in commanding grace— 

Oh! more than kingly, godlike !— sternly grand 
Their port indignant, and each dazzling face 

Beams with the beauty to immortals given 

Magnificent in all the wrath' of heaven. 

Then sinks each gazer's heart^-«iu:h knee is bowed 
In trembling ^awe— bat, as to fields of fight, 

Th' unearthly waiHrteed, nishing through the 
crowd, 
BursU on their leader in terrific might; 

And the stern angels of that dread abode 

Puraue its plunderer with the scourge of God. 

Darkness— thick darkness !— low on earth he lies, 
Rash Heliodonis— motionless and pale 

Bloodless his cheek, and o'er his shrouded eyes 
Mists, as of death, suspend their shadowy veil ; 

And thus th' oppressor, by his fear-struck train, 

Is borne from that inviolable fane. 

The light returns— the warriors 6f the sky 
Have passed, with all their dreadful pomp, away ; 

Then wakes the timbrel, swells the song on high 
Triumphant, as in JudaH's elder day; 

Rejoice, O city of the sacred hill! 

Salem, exult! thy God is with thee stiO. 



NIGHT-SCENE IN GENOA. 

PROM SisMONDl's " REPOBLiaUES ITALIENNE8." 

" En mdme temps que les G^nois poarsaivoient 
avec ardeur la guerre contre Pise, ils 6toient d6- 
chires euxm^jmes par une discorde civile. Lea 
consuls de I'ann^e 1169, pour 6tabUr la paix dans 
lour patrie, au mihen des fiMstions sourdes a leur 
voiz et plus puissantes qu' eux, iiirent obliges 
d'ourdir en quelque sorte-une conspiration. lb 
oommencdrent par s'assurer svsrdtement des dis- 
positions paeifiques de plusieurs des citoyens, qui 
cependant etoient entrain^ dans les 6meutes par 
leur parents avec les chefr de fedtk>n ; puis, se oon- 
certant avec le ,v6n6rable vieiUard, Hugues, leur 
archevdque, ila firent, long-temps avant lelawda 
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aoleil, appeler au son des dochec lee citoyen» au 
pailement; ila ae flattoient qua la surprise et 
ralarme de cdtte ODnvocadon inattendue, au milieu 
de robecuritS de la nuit, rendrait ranembl^e et 
plus complete et plus docila Les citoyeus, en 
accourant au parlement g6n6ral, viient, au milieu 
de la place publique, le vieil axcheTdque, entaur6 
de son clerg6 en habit de c^rtmonies, et portant 
des torches allum6e8, tandis que les reliques de 
3aint Jean Biqitiste, le protecteur de Gdnes, 6toi- 
ent expoe^es devant lui, et que les dtoyens les 
plus respectables portoient a leurs mains des croix 
suppliantes. Dhs que FaasemblSe fut formde, le 
vieillard se leva, et de sa voiz caBs6e il conjura les 
chefs de parti, au nom du Dieu de paix, au nom 
du salut de leurs Ames, au nom de leur patrie et de 
la liberty, dont leun disoordes entraineroient la 
mine, de jurer sur I'dvangile I'oubli de leurs que- 
relies, et la paix a venir. ' 

" Les herauts, dds qu'il eut fini de parler, s'avan- 
cdrent aussitot vers Roland Avogado, le chef de 
Tune des factions, qui 6toit pr6sent a rassemblSe, 
et, secondds par letf acclamations de tout le peuple, 
et par les pridres de aes parens eux-m^mes, ils le 
sommdrent de se oonfonner au tobu des consuls et 
de la nation. 

*' Roland, k leur approche, ddchira ses habits, 
et, s'asseyant par terre en versaht des larmes, il 
appela k haute voix les morts qu'il avoit jur6 de 
venger, et qui ne lui permettoient pas de pardon- 
ner leurs vieilles offenses. Comme on ne pouvoit 
le determiner € s'avancer, les consuls eux-mdmes, 
raichevdque et le cleig6 s'approchdrent de lui, et, 
renouvelant leura pridres, ils I'entraindrent enfin, 
et lui firent jurer Sur T^vangile I'publi de ^ ini- 
miti6s passoes. 

" Les chefs du parti contraire, Foulques de Cas- 
tro, et Ingo de Volta, n'6toient pas pr6sen8 a I'as- 
sembl6e, mais le peuple et le c]erg6 se portdrent en 
foule k leurs maisons; Us \oi tronvdrent deja 
6branles par ee qu'ils venoient d'apprendre, et, 
profitant de leur 6motion, ils leur firent jurer une 
rdcoDctUation sincere, et donner le baiser de paix 
aux chefs de la faction vppea6e. Alors les cloches 
de la ville sonndrent en t^moignage d'alldgresse, 
et i'archevdque de retour sur la place publique 
entonna un Te />eum avec toute le peuple, en 
hcmneur du Dieu de paix qui avoit sauvd leur 
yaXne"~^Histoire "dea RcpvbUquts Sialiennea^ vol. 
u. p. 149—150. 

Iv Genoa, when the sunset gave 
Its last warm purple to the wave. 
No sound of war, no voice of fear, 
Was beard, announcing danger' near: 
Though deadliest foes were there, whoso hate 
But sjumbered tiU its hour of fate. 
Yet calmly, at the twilight's close. 
Sunk the wide city to repose. 



But when deep midnight reigned around, 
AU sudden woke the alaim-bell's sound, 
FuU sweUing, whUe the hoUow bresM 
Bore its dread summons o'er the seas. 
Then, Genoa, finom their slumber started 
Thy sons, the free, the feariess-hearted; 
Then mingled with th' awakening peal 
Voices, and.steps, and dash of sted. 
" Arm, warriors, arm! for danger calls^ 
Arise to guard your native walls!" 
With breathless haste the gathering throng 
Hurry the echoing streets along ; 
Through darkness rushing to the scene 
Where their bold councils stiU convene. 
— But there a blaze of torches bright 
Pours its red radiance on the night. 
O'er fane, and dome, and column playing, 
With eveiy fitful night-wind swaying, 
Now floating o'er each taU arcade, 
Around the pUlared scene displayed, 
In Ught reUeved by depth of shade ; 
And now, with ruddy meteor-glare, 
FuU streaming on the sUvery hair 
And the bright cross of him who stands, . 
Rearing that sign with suppliant hands, 
GHrt with his consecrated train, 
The halbwed servants of the lane. 
Of life's past woes the fitding trace 
Hath given that aged patriarch's £u» 
Expression hdy, deep, resigned. 
The calm subUmity of mind. 
Yean o'er his snowy head had passed. 
And left him of his. race the last ; 
Alone on earth — yet stiU his mien 
Is bright with majesty serene ; 
And those high hopes, whose guiding-stAr 
Shines from th' eternal worids afiur, 
Have with that light iUumed his eye. 
Whose fount is immortality. 
And o'er his features poured a ray 
Of glory, not ta pass away. 
He seems a.being who hath known 
Communion with his Ghxl alone, 
On earth by nought but pity's tie 
Detained a moment firom on high ! 
One to sublimer worlds aUied, 
One, from all passion purified. 
E'en now half mingled with the sky, 
And all prepared— oh! not to die- 
But like the prophet^ to aspire, 
In heaven's triumphal car of fire. 
He speaks— and from the throngs around 
Is heard not e'en a whispered sound ; 
Awe-struck each heart, and fixed each glance, 
They stand as in a speU bound-trance : 
He speaks-— oh ! who can hear nor own 
The might of each prevailing tone? 

" Chieftains and warriors! ye, so king 
Aroused to strife by mutual wrong. 
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Whoie Bene and far-tmnimtted hate 
Hath made your country deMlate ; 
Now by the love ye bear her nami^ 
By that pure epark of holy flamb 
oil geedom's altar brightly bomingi 
Bat, once extingmahed— ne*ef nturnuig ; 
By all your hopes of bliis to come 
When bunt the bondafe of the tomb; 
By him, the Qod who bade ua li^e 
To aid each other and forgi? e ; 
I call upon ye to resign 
Your diacoida at your ooantfya shrine, 
Each ancient feud in peace atone, 
Wield your keen swords for her alone, 
And swear upop the crosi to cast, 
Oblivion's mantle o'er the past/' 

No voioe repliee— the holy bands 
Advance to where yon chieftain stands. 
With folded aims and brow of gkxim 
O'enhadowed by his floating plume 
To him they lift the cross — in Tain 
He twma— oh ! say not with disdain, 
But with a mien of haughty grief, 
That seeks not e'en from heaven relief: 
He rends his robes— he sternly speaks— 
Yet tears are on the warrior's cheeks. 

'* Father! not thus the wounds may dose 
Inflicted by eternal foes.' 
Deem'st thou thy mandate can efiace 
The dread volcana's burning trace? 
Or bid the earthquake's ravaged scene 
Be, smiling, as it once hath been 1 
Nal— for the deeds the sword hath done . 
FofgivenesB is not lightly won ; 
The words, by hatred spoke, may not 
Be, 88 a summer breeze, forgot ! 
>Tm vain— we deem the war-feud's nga 
A portion of our heritage. 
Leaden, now slumbering with their fome, 
Bequeathed us that undying flame; 
Hearts that have long been still and cold 
Yet rule us from their silent mould, 
And voices, heard on earth no more, 
Speak to our spirits as of yore. 
Talk not of mercy— blood abne 
The stain of bkxxlshed may alone; 
Nought else can pay that mighty debt, 
The dead forbid us to forget." 

He pauses — ^from the patriarch's brow 
There beams more lofty grandeur now; 
His reverend fonn, his aged hand. 
Assume a gesture of command, 
His voice is awful, and his eye 
Filled with prophetic majesty. 

« The dead ! — and deem'st thou they retain 
Aught of terrestrial passion's stain? 
Of guilt incurred in days gone by. 
Aught of the feaiiiil penalty? 



And say'st thou, mortal! bkKxl alone 

For deeds of slaughter may atone? 

There hath been blood— by HIM twas shed 

To expiate every crime who bled ; 

Th' absdvingGod who diedto save^ 

And rose in victory from the grave ! 

And by that stainleaB offering given 

Alike on all on earth to heaven; 

By that inevitable hour 

YHien death shall vanquish pride and power, 

And each departing passion's force 

Concentrate all in late remorse ; 

And by the day when doom shall be 

Passed on earth's millions, and on thee, 

The doom that shall not be repealed. 

Once uttered, and for ever sealed; 

I summon thee, O child of clay ! 

To cast thy darker thoughts away 

And meet thy foes in peace and love, 

As thou wouldst join the blest above." 

Still as he speaks unwonted feeling 
Is o'er the chieftain's bosom stealing ; 
Oh 1 not in vain the pleading cries 
Of anxious thousands round him rise, 
He yields— devotion's mingled sense 
Of fiuth, and fear, and penitence. 
Pervading all his soul, he bows 
To offer on the cross his vows. 
And that best incense to the skies, 
Each evil passion's sacrifice. 

Then tears from warrion' eyes were flowing, 
High hearts with soft emotions glowing. 
Stem foes as long-loved brothers greeting. 
And anient throngs in transport meeting. 
And eager footsteps forward pressing 
And accents loud in joyous blessing; 
And when their first wild tomults cehse, 
A thousand voices echo '' Peace !" 

Twilight's dim mist hath rolled away 
And the rich Orient burns with day; 
Then, as to greet the sunbeam's birth^ 
Rises the choral hynm of earth ; 
Th' exulting strain through Greiioa sweUtiig, 
Of peace and holy rapture telling. 
Far float the sounds o'er vale and steep. 
The seaman hears them on the deep. 
So mellowed by the gale, they seem 
As the wild music of a dream; 
But not on mortal ear alone 
Peals the triumphant anthem's tone, 
For beings of a purer sphere 
Bend with celestial joy, to hear 



THE TROUBADOUR AND RICHARD 
C(EUR DE LION. 



(* Not only the place of Richard's confinement" 
(when thrown into prison by the Duke of Anitria,) 
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'' if we believe the Utenrjr history of the timet, but 
even the drcumitance of his captivity, was care- 
fully coDoealed by his vindictive enemies : and both 
might have remained unknown but for the grater 
fill attachment of a Proven9al bard, or minstrel 
named Blondel, who had shared that prince's 
firiendahip and tasted his bounty. Havuig travel^ 
led over all the European continent to learn the 
destiny of his beloved patron, Blondel accidentally 
got intelligence of a certain castle in Germany, 
whexe a prisoner of distinction was confined, and 
guarded with great vigilance. Persuaded by a se- 
cret impulse that this prisoner was the King of 
England, the minstrel repaired to- the place; but 
the gates of the castle were shut against him, and 
he could obtain no information relative to the dame 
or quality of the unhappy person it secured. In 
this extremity, he bethought himself of an expe- 
dient for making the desired discovery. He chants 
ed, with a loud voice, some verses of a scmg which 
had been composed partly by himself, partly by 
Richard ; and, to his unspeakable joy, on making 
a pause, he heard it re-echoed, and continued by 
the royal captive."— {flwf. Tnubadoun.) To 
this discovery the English monareh is said to have 
eventually owed his release."— See RuaaeW§ Mo- 
dem Europe, vol i. p. 3G9. 



The Troubadour o'er mioiy a plain 
Hath roamed unwearied, but in vain. 
O'er many a rugged mountain-scene, 
And foTestrwild, his track hath been; 
Beneath Calabria's glowing sky 
He hath sung the songs of chiyaby, 
His voice hath swelled on the Alpine breeze, 
And rung through the snowy Pyrenees f 
From Ebro's banks to Danube's wave, 
He hath sought his prince, the loved, the brave, 
And yet, if still on earth' thou art, 
O monarch of the lion-heart I < 
The faithful spirit, which distress 
But heightens to devotedness. 
By toil and trial vanquished not. 
Shall guide thy minstrel to the spot. 

He hath reached a mountain hung with vine, 
And woods that wave o'er the lovely Rhine ; 
The feudal towers that crest its height 
Frown in unconquerable might ;, 
Dark is their aspect of sullen state, 
No helmet hangs o'er the massy gate(l) 
To bid the wearied pilgrim rest. 
At the chieftain's board a welcome guest ; 
Vainly rich evening's parting smile 
Would chase the gloom of the haughty pile^ 
That 'midst bright sunshine lowers on high. 
Like a thunder-cloud in a summer-sky. 

Not these the halls where a child of song 
Awhile may speed the hours along : 



. Their echoes should repeat alone 
The tyrant's mandate, the prisoner's moan^ 
Or the wild huntsman's bogle-falast. 
When his phantom-train are hurrying pa8t.(S) 
The weaiy minstrel paused— his eye 
Roved o'er the scene despdndingly : 
Within the lengthening shadow, ciist 
By the fortr e ss to were and ramparts vast, 
Lingering he gazed — the rocks aiound 
Sublime in savage grandeur frowned ; 
Proud guardians of the regal flood, 
In giant strength the mountains dtood ; 
By torrents deft, by tempers rivenj 
Yet mingling with the calhn blue heaven. 
Their peaks were bright with a suimy gbw, 
But the Rhine all shadowy rolled bek>w ; 
In purple tints the vineyards smiled. 
But the woods beyond waved dark tad wild; 
Nor pastoral pipe, nor convent's bell. 
Was heard on the sighing bresK to swell, 
But all was lonely, silent, rude 
A stem, yet glorious solitude. 

But hark ! that solemn stillness breaking, 
The Troubadour's vrild song is waking. 
Full oft that song, in days gone by, 
Hath cheered the sons of chivalry ; 
It hath swelled o'er Judah's mountains lone, 
Hermon I thy echoes have learned its tone ; 
On the Great Plain(3) its notes have rang, 
The leagued Crusader's tents among ; 
'T was loved by the Lbn-heart, who won 
The palm in the field of Ascalon; 
And now afitr &et the rocks of Rhinp 
Peals the bold strain of Palestine. 

THE troubadour's SONQ. 

" Thine hour is come, and the stake is set," 
The soldan cried to the captive knight, . 

" And the sons of the Prophet in throngs an mat 
To gaze on the fearful sight. 

" But be our faith by thy lips professed, 

The faith of Mecca's shrine, 
Cast down the red-cross that marks thy vest, 

And life shall yet be thine." 

" I have seen the flow of my bosom's blood. 

And gazed with undaunted eye ; 
I have borne the bright cross through &ee and flood, 

And thinkest thou I fear to die 1 

" I have stood where thousands by Salem's towers, 

Have fellen for the name divine ; 
And the faith that cheered their closing hours 

Shan be the light of mine." 

" Thus wilt thou die in the pride of health, . 

And the glow of youth's fresh bloom t 
Thou art offered life, and pomp, and wealth, 

Or torture and the tomb." 
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" I have been where the erown of thQma 

For a dying Saviour'i ibrow ; 
Be spurned the treasoree that liire mankind, 

And I reject ihem now I" 



*' Alt thoa the son of a iloble line 

In aland that ia fair and bleat 1 
And doth not thy ajHiit, projod captive ! pine, 

Again on ita shores to rest 1 

*^ Thine own is the choice to hail once more 

The soil of thy fathers' birth, 
Or to sleep when thy tinging pangs are o'er, 

FoigoUen in foreign earth." 

*< Oh ! fair are the vine-clad hills that rise 

In the country of my love ; 
Bat yet, though cloudless my native skies, 

There's a brighter clime above !" 

The bard hath paused— for another tone 
Bknda vrith the mnsic of his own ; 
And his heart beats high with hope again, 
As a well-known voioB protongs the strain. 

" Are there non& within thy father's hall, 

Far o'er the wide blue main, 
Young Christian ! left to deplore thy lall, 

WithsonoF deep and vain!" 

" There are hearts that still, through all the past. 

Unchanging have loved me well ; 
There are eyes whose tears were streaming fast 

When I bade my home farewell. 

" Better they wept ofer the warrior's bier. 

Than th' apostate's living stain ; 
There's a land where those who loved, when here, 

Shall meet to love again." 

'T is he ! thy prinoe--k)ng sought, long k)st, 
The leader of the red-cr6ss host I 
»T is he !— to none thy joy betray. 
Young Troubadour ! away, away !. 
Away to the island of the brave, 
The gem on the bosom of the wave,(4) 
Arouse the sons of the noble soil, 
To^vrin their Uon from the toil ; 
And free the wassail-cup shall flow. 
Bright in each hall the hearth shall glow ; 
The festal board shall be richly crowned. 
While knights and chieftains revel round, 
And a thousand harps vrith joy shall ring, 
When merry England hails her king. 



twined invited to enter, and partabe of hospitality.- So in 
the romance of ' Perceforest,' *' lis fusoinet mettre 
au plus hault de lenr hostel un heaulme^ en dgne 
que tous les gentils hommes et gentilles ferames 
entraasent hardiment en leur hostel comme en leiir 
propre." 



Note 9,.ptge 144, col. 3. 

Or the wIM hnncaroan'a bugte-blast, 
Whsn his phan(am4nin are hurrying past 

Popular tradition has made several mountains in 
Germany the haunt of the itild Jager^ or super- 
natural huntsman— the superstitious tales relating 
to the Unterbufg are recorded in Eustace's Clas- 
sical Tour ; and it is stillbelieved in the romantic 
district of the OdenwalJ, that the knight of Roden- 
stein, issuing from his ruined castle, announces 
the approach of war by traversing tlic air with a 
noisy armament to the opposite castle of Schnel- 
lerts. — See the Manuel pour les Voyageurs sur le 
Rhin^ and Autumn on the Rhine. 

Note 3, page 144, col. 3. 
On the Great Plain its noces have rung. 

The plain of fladraelon, called by way of emi- 
nence the " Great Plain ;" in Scripture, and else- 
where, the "field of Megiddo," the "Galilsn 
Plain." This plain, the most fertile of all the land 
of Canaan, has been the scene of many a memor- 
able contest in the first ages of Jewish history, as 
well as during the Ropian empire, the Crusades, 
and even in later times. It has been a chosen 
place for encampment in every contest carried on 
in this country, from the days of Nabuchodonoeor, 
king of the Assyrians, until the diastrous march 
of Bonaparte from Egypt into Syria. Warriors 
out of " every natbn which is under heaven " have 
pitched their tents upon the Plain of Esdraelon, 
and have be.hekl the^various banners of their na- 
tions wet with the dews of Hermon and Thabdr. 
^Ih, ClaTke*9 Travels. 

Note 4, page 145, coL 1. 
The gem gn the bosom of tba wave. 
" This pBBcioils stone set in the silver sea." 
Skakapearet Richard DL 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 144, col. 1. 



THE DEATH OP CONRADIN. 



FROM SIflMONDl'S '*BBPUBLI«DBfl ITALIENNBS." 

'* La d6fitite de Conradin ne devoit mettre une 
terme ni a ses malheurs, ni anx vengeances du roi 
(Charles d' Anjou). L'amour du peuple pour I'hi- 
No belmet hai^s o'er the mtmj gats. ritier legitime du trdne, avoit 6clat6 d'une manidre 

It was a custom in feudal times to hang out a effrayante ; il pouvoit causer de nouvelles r6vola- 
helmet on a castle, as a token that strangeis were itions, si Conradin deqiearoit en vie; et Charles, 
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lerdtant aa defiance et aa craautd des formes de la 
juitioe, i^aohit de fiura p6iir eat I'^chaiaud le der- 
nier rejetoD de U Maieon de Souabe, I'sniqne ea- 
p6rence de eon partL tin eeul JQge ProTeo^al et 
•ajet de Charles, dont lea historiena n'ont pas voulu 
conaerver le nom, oaa voter pour la mort, d'autrea 
ae renfermdrent dana un tiiiiide et coupabie ailenoe; 
et Chariea, aar I'autoritd de oe aeul juge, fit pro- 
nouncer, par Robert de Ban, proloncftaire du roy- 
anme, la sentence de moit contre Conradin et tous 
aea campagnona. Cette aentence fiit commiuii- 
qa6e a Conradin, comme il jouoit aux ^checa; on 
lui laiaaa pea de tempa pour ae preparer a aon exe- 
cution, et le 26 d'Octobre, il fut conduit, avec toua 
a^ amis, aur la Place du March6 de Naples, le 
long du rivage de la mer. Charlea 6toit pr6aent, 
avec toute aa oour, et une fi>ule inunense entouroit 
le rd vainqueur et le roi oondamnd. Conradin 
6toit entre lea maina dee bourreaux ; il ddtacha lui- 
mdme aon manteau, et a'6tant mis a genoux pour 
prior, il ae releva en a'6criant : * Oh, ma mdre, 
quelle profonde douleur te cauaerala nouvelle qu'on 
Ta te porter de moi ! ' Pub il touma lea yeux aur 
la firale qui I'entouroit ; il vit lea larmea, il enten- 
dit lea aanglota de aon peuple ; alora, dctaphant aon 
gant, il jeta an milieu de sea sujets ce gage d'un 
combat de vengeance, et lendit sa tdte au bourreau. 
Aprds lui, sur le mdme 6chafaud, Charles fit 
trancher le t^te aa Due d'Autriche, aux Comtos 
Gualferanoet Bartolommeo Lancia, et aux Comtes 
Gerard de Galvano Donoratico de Pise. Par une 
rafinement de cruautS, Charles voulut que le pre- 
mier, fils du second, pr6c6d&t aon pdre, et mourCit 
entre aes braa. Lea cadavrea, d'apr^ aea ordrea, 
ftiient exclus d'une terre aainte, et inhumda aana 
pompe aur le xivage de la mer.' Charles II. cepen- 
dant fit dans la suite b&tir, sur le mdme lieu, une 
6g]ise de Carmelites, comme pour appaiaer ces om- 
bres init6es.'' 



No obud to dim the splendour of the day 
Which breaks o'er Naples and her lovely bay. 
And lights that brilliant sea and magic ahore 
With every tint that charmed the great of yore; 
Th* imperial onea of earth — ^who proudly bade 
Their marble domea e'en ocean'a realm invade. 

That race ia gone— but glorious Natore here 
Maintaina unchanged her own aublime career, 
And bids these regions of the sup display 
Bright hues, surviving empires past away. 

The beaiQ of heaven expands — ^its kindling smile 
Refeals each charm of many a faiiy isle. 
Whose image floats in softer colouring drest, 
With all ita rocks and vines on ocean's breast 
liiiaennm'a cape halh caught the vivid ray, 
On Roman atreamera there no more to play ; 
StiU aaof old, unalterably bright, 
Lofdyit aleepa on Poailippo'a height. 



With all Ralia'a aunahine to illame 
The ilex canopy of Yirgil'a tomb. , 
Campania'a plaina lejoiee in Ught, and apread 
Their gay luxuriance o'er the mighty dead; 
Fair glittering to thine own tranaparent akiea, 
Thy palacea, exultmg Naplea! riae; 
While, far on high, Yeauviua rears hia peak, 
Furrowed and dark with many a lava atreak. 

O ye bright ahoreaof Ciioeand the Moael 
Rich with all nature'a and all fiction'a hues; 
Who ahall explore your regiona, and declare 
The poet erred to paint EUysium there? 
Call up his spirit, wanderer! bid him guide 
Thy steps, those airen-haUnted seas beside, 
And all the scene a lovelier light shall wear, 
And spells more potent shall pervade the air. 
What though his dust be scattered, and his urn 
Long from its sanctuary of slumber torn,(l) 
StiU dwell the beings of his verse around. 
Hovering in beauty o'er the enchanted ground; 
His lays are murmured in each breeze that roves 
Soft o'er the sunny waves and orange-groves. 
Uis memory's charm is spread o'er ahore and aea, 
The aoul, the genius of Parthenope; 
Shedding o'er myrtle-shade and vine-clad hill 
The purple radiance of Elysium atill. 

Yet that fidr aoU and calm reaplendent sky 
Have witneaaed many a dark reality. 
Oft o'er thoae bright blue aeaa the gale hath borne 
The sighs of exiles never to return.(2) 
There with the whisper of Campania's gale 
Hath mingled oft afiection's funeral wail, 
Mourning for buried heroes — ^while to her 
That glowing land was but their sepulchre.(3) 
And there of old, the dread, rojraterioua moan 
Swelled from atiange voicea of no mortal tone ; 
And that wild trumpet, whoae unearthly note 
Waa heard at midnight o'er the hills to float 
Around the apot where Agrippina died, 
Denouncmg vengeance on the matrkide.(4) 

Paat are thoae agea — ^yet another crime. 
Another wo muat stain tii' Elysian clime. 
There stands a scafibid on the sunny shore — 
It must be crimsoned e'er the day is o'er ! 
There is a throne in regal pomp arrayed,—^ 
A scene of death from thence must be surveyed. 
Marked ye the rushing throngs 1— each mien k 

pale, 

Each hurried glance reveala a fearful tale; 
But the deep workinga of th' indignant breast, 
Wrath, ha^ed, pity, must be all suppressed : 
The burning tear awhile muat check ita coorae, 
Th' avenging thought concentrate all ita fbroe, 
For tyranny ia near and will not brook 
Aught but aubmiaaion in each guarded look. 

Girt with hia fierce Proven^ala, and with mien 
Austere in triumph, gazing on the scene,(5) 
And in his eye a keen suspicious glance 
Of jealous pride and restless vigilance, . 
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Beliold the eonqoeror l->niiily in hu face, 
Of gentler feeling hope would nek a trace; 
Cold, proud, severe, the /spirit which hath lent 
Its haughty etamp to each dark lineament; 
And pleading mercy, in the Bt^mneas there. 
May lead at once her lentenoe— to despair I 

But thou, fair boy ! the beautiful, the brave, 
Thus passing from the dungeon to the grave. 
While idl is yet around thee which can give 
A charm to earth, and make it bliss to live; 
Thou, on whose form hath dwelt a mother's eye, 
Till the deep k>ve that not with thee shall die 
Hath grown too full for utterance — can it bel 
And is this pomp of death prepared for thee ? 
Young, royal Conradin 1 who should'st have known 
Of life as yet the sunny smile alone I 
Oh ! who can view thee, in the pride and bloom 
Of youth, arrayed thus richly for the tomb. 
Nor feel, deep^welling in his inmost soul, 
Emotions tyranny may ne'er contrail 
Bright victim! to ambition's altar led, 
Crowned with all flowers that heaven and earth 

can shedj 
Who, from' th' oppressor towering in his pride, 
May hope for mercy — if to thee denied 1 
There is dead silence in the breathless throng, — 
Dead silence all the peopled shore along, 
As on the captive moves — the only sound, 
To break that calm so fearfully profound. 
The bw sweet murmur of the rippling wave. 
Soft as it glides the smiling shore to lave ; 
While on that shore, his own feir heritage, 
The youthful martyr to a tyrant's rage 
Is passing to his fete — the eyes an dim 
Wliich gaze, through tears that dare not flow, on 

him: 
He mounts htf scaffold— doth his footstep faill 
Doth his lip quiverl doth his cheek turn pale? 
Oh ! it may be forgiven him, if a thought 
Cfing to that worid, for him with beauty fraught, 
To all the hopes that promised Qkxry's meed, 
And all th' affections that with him shall bleed! 
If in his life's young day-spring, while the rose 
Of boyhood on his check yet freshly glows, 
One human fear convulse his parting brea^, 
And shrink from all the bitterness of death ! 

But no ! — the spirit of his royal race 
Sits brightly on his brow — ^that youthful face 
Beams with heroic beauty — and his eye 
Is ebquent with injured majesty. 
He kneels— but not to man— his heart shall own 
Such deep submission to his God alone ! 
And who can tell with what sustaining power 
That God may visit him in fate's dread hour 7 
How the still voice, which answers every moan, 
May speak of hope,— when hope on earth is gone? 

That solemn pause is o'er— the youth hath given 
One glance of parting love to eaxUi and heavon; 



The sun rejoices in th* unclouded sky, 

Life all around him glows — and he must die ! 

Yet 'midst his people, undismayed, he throws 

The gage of vengeance for a thousand woes ; 

Vengeance, that like thdr own volcano's fire, 

May.sleep suppressed awhile— but not expire 

One softer image rises o'er his breast, 

One fond regret, and all shall be at rest I 

" Alas, for thee, my mother! who shall bear 

To thy sad heart the. tidings of despair. 

When thy lost child is gone 1" — that thought can 

thrill 
His soul with pangs one moment more shall still. 
The lifted axe is glittering in the sun-:- 
It falls— the race of Conradin is run I 
Yet from the Mood which flows that shore to stain, 
A voice shall-cry to heaven^and not in vain ! 
Gaze thou, triumphant from thy gorgeous throne, 
In proud supremacy of guilt alone, 
Charles of Anjou I — ^but that dread voice shall be 
A fearful sunmiorter e'en yet to thee ! 

The scene of death is closed — the throngs depart, 
A deep stem lesson graved on every heart. 
No pomp, no funeral rites, no streaming eyes, 
High-minded boy ! may grace thine obsequies. 
O vainly royal and beloved ! thy grave, 
Unsanctified, is bathed by ocean's wave. 
Marked by no stone, a rude, neglected spot, 
TJnhonoured, unadorned — ^but unforgot: 
For thy deep wrongs in tameless hearts shall live, 
Now mutely suffering — ^never to forgive ! 

The sunset fades fiom purple heavens away, — 
A bark hath anchored in th' unruffled bay; 
Thence on the beach descends a female form,(6) 
Her mien with hope and tearful transport warm; 
But life hath left sad traces on her cheek, 
And her soft eyes a chastened heart bespeak, 
Inured to woes— yet what were all the paft ! 
She sunk not feebly 'neath affliction's masl^ 
While'one bright hope remained— ^who now shall 

teU 
Th' uncrowned, the widowed, how bar loved one 

fein 
To clasp her child, to ransom and to save. 
The mother came — and she hath found his grave! 
And by that grave, transfixed in speechless grief, 
Whose death-like trance denies a tear's relief, , 
Awhile she kneels — till roused at length to kqow, 
To fell the might, the fulness of her wo, 
On the still air a voice of anguish wild, 
A mother's cry, is heard— :" My Conradin! my 

GhiM!" 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 146, col. 2. 
Long from Its aanctuary of damlMr tora 
' The urn, supposed to contain the ashes of Vir- 
gil, has bog since been kist. 
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Note 3, page 146, col. 3. 
The Bighs of exiles nayer lo return. 
Many Romana of -exalted nUik were formerly 
banished to-aom? of the aznall islands in the Medi- 
terranean, on the coast of Italy. Julia, the daugh- 
ter of Augustus, was confined many years in the 
isle of Pandataria, and her daughter, Agrippina, 
the widow of Germanicus, afterwaids died in exile 
on the same desolate spoti 

Notes, page 146, col. 3« 
That glowing land was bat their sepalchre. 
" Gluelques souvenin du ccBur, quelques noms 
de femmes, r^dament aussi vos pleurs. C'est a 
Misdne, dans le lieu mdme oil nous sommes, que la 
meuve de Pompde, Com^Ue, conserva jusqu'a la 
mort son noble deuil ; Agrippine pleura long-temps 
Germanicus sur ces bonis. Un jour, le mdme as- 
sassin qui lui ra?it son 6poux latrouva digne dele 
tuivre. L'ile de Nisida fiit t6moin dee adieux de 
Brutus et de Porcie."— Afocfame de StaU^Qh 
rinne. 

Note 4, page 146, col. 2. 
DenounciDgTengeaQce on the matricide. 
The sight of that coast, and thpee shores where 
the crime had been perpetrated, filled Nero with 
continual horrors ; besides, there were some who 
imagined they heard horrid shrieks and cries from 
Agrippina's tomb, and a mournful sound of trum- 
pets fix>m the neighbouring cliffii and hills. Nero^ 
therefore, flying from such tragical scenes, with- 
drew to Naples.-^See Ancient Universal History. 



Note 5, page 146, coL 3. 

AoetipEB In triumph, gazing on the scene. 

"Ce Charles," dit Giovanni Villani, "fut sage 
et prudent dans letf conseils^ preux dans.les armes, 
&pre et fort redout6 de tous les rois du monde, 
magnanime et de hautes pens^ qui l'6galoient 
aux plus grandes entreprues ; in6branlable dans 
radversite, ferme et fidMe d^ns toutes tfes prome»- 
ses, parlant peu et agissant beaucoup, ne riant 
preaque jamaiSf d^nt comme un religieux, zel6 
catholique, &pre a lendre justice, fSroce dans ses 
regards. Sa taille £toit grande et nerveuse, s^ 
CQuIeur olivatre, son nez fort grand. II paroifisoit 
plus fait qu*aucun autre chevalier pour la niajeste 
royale. II ne dorm(ut presque point. Jamais il he 
prit de plaisir aux mimes, aux troubadours, et aux 
gens de cour." — Si8mondi.Ripubliques Jialiennes^ 
vol. iii. 

Note 6, page 147, ool. 2. 

Thenee on the beach dSKendi a famalB form. 

" The Carmine (at Naples) calls to mind the 
bloody c&tastrophe of those royal youths, Conradin 
and Frederick of Austria, butchered before its door. 
Whenever I traversed that square, my heart yearn- 
ed at the idea of their premature fate, and at the 
deep distress of Conradin's mother, who, landing 
on the beach with her son's ransom, found only a 
lifeless trunk to redeem from the fangs of his bar> 
barous conqueror." — StBinbume^s TYavels in the 
Two SicUies. 



Sfie aceiitfc. 



A POEM. 



" Leur raison, qu*ils prennent pour guide, ne 
pr6sente a leur esprit que des conjectures et des 
embarras ; les absiinlit^s oii ils tombent en niant 
la Religion- deviennent plus insoutenables que les 
v6rit^ dont la hauteur les 6tonne ; et pour ne voy- 
loir pas croire des mystftres incompr^heneibles, ils 
•uivent Tune aprds Tautre d'incompr^hensibles 
eneurs.*' — Bossviet, Oraisons Punibres. 



Whin the young Eagle, with exulting eye. 
Has learned to dare the splendour of the sky, 
And leave the Alps beneath him in his course, 
To bathe his cre^t in mom's empyreal source, 
Will his fne wing, from that majestic height, 
Descend to follow some wild meteor's light. 
Which far below, with evanescent fire. 
Shines to delude,* and dazzles to expire 1 

No 1 still through clouds he wins his upward way, 
And proudly daims his heritage of day I 



— And shall the spirit on whose ardent gaae, 
The dayspring from on high hath poured its blaxe, 
Turn from that pure effulgence, to the beam 
Of earth-bom light, that sheds a treacherous gleam, 
Luring the wanderer from the star of faith, 
To the deep valley of the shades of death 1 
What bright exchange, what treasure shall be 

given. 
For the high birth-right of its hope in Heaven? 
If lost the gem which empires could not buy, 
What yet remains 1 — a dark etemity ! 

Is earth still Eklen ! — ^might a seraph guest, 
Still, 'midst its chosen bowers delighted rest 1 
Is all so cloudless and so calm below. 
We seek no fairer scenes than lije can showl 
That the cold Sceptic in his pride elate. 
Rejects the promise of a brighter state, 
And leaves the rock, no tempest shall displace, 
To rear his dwelling on the qmckaand's btael 
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Votaiyof doabll then join the Iwtal thnmg, 
Beflkintheionbeun, lifltentothesoiig, - 

SpiMd the rich board, and fill the wine-cnp high, 
And bind the wrcath ere yet the roses die 1 
'TIS well, thine eye ie yet undimmed by time, 
And thy heart boonda^ exalting in ito prime ; 
Smile then onmoved at Wiadom's warning ^oice, 
And, in the gloiy of thy strength, rejoice ! 

Bntliiehathstemer tasks; e'en youth'b brief hoars 
Sorme the beauty of their loveliest flowers ; 
The Ibanto of joy, where pilgrims rest ficom toil, 
Are few and distant on the desert s(n1 ; 
The eool's pore flame the breath of storms mast &n, 
And pain and sorrow daim their nunling — Man ! 
Earth's noblest sons the bitter cap have shared — 
Proo^d child of reason I how art thou prepared 1 
When years, with silent might, thy frame have bo w- 

And o'er thy spirit cast thy wintry clood, -^ 
Will BAemory sooth thee on thy bed of pain, 
With the bright unages of pleasare's train 1 
Yes I as the sight of some &r distant shore, 
Whose well-hnDwn scenes his foot shall tread no 



Woold cheer the seaman, by the eddying wave 
Drawn, vainly straggling, to th' anfathomed grave ! 
Shall Hope^ thr&ithful cherub, hear thy call. 
She, who like heaven's own sunbeam, smiles for all 7 
Will 9he speak comfort 7~Thoa bast shorn her 

plnme. 
That might have raised thee far above the tomb, -> 
And hushed the only voice whose angel tone 
Soothes when all melodies of joy are flown 1 

For she was bom beyond the stars to soar, 
And kindRng at the source of life, adore ; 
Thou couldst not, mortal t rivet to the earth 
Her eye, whose beam is of celestial birth ; 
She dwells vrith those who leave her pinion fiee. 
And sheds the dews of heaven on all hot thee. 

Yet few there are, so fenely, so bereft, 
Bat some true heart, that beats to theirs, is left, ^ 
And, haply, one whose st^ng sflfeetion's power 
Unchanged may triumph through misfortune's 

hour, — 

Still with fond caro supports thy^ languid head, 
And keeps unwearied vigils by thy bed. 

But thou ! whose thoughts have no blest home 
above, 
Captive of earth I and canst thou dare to fovc 7 
To nnrse such feehngs as delight to rest. 
Within that hallowed shrine— a parent's breast, 
To fix each hope, concentrate every tie, 
On one frail idol,— destined but to die. 
Yet mock the faith that points to worids of light, 
Where severed souls, made perfect, re-unite 1 
Then tremble ! cling to every passing joy. 
Twined with the life a moment may destroy ! 
If there be sorrow in a parting tear, 
Still let V^"* ^^^^ vibrate on thine ear! 



If some bright hour on rapture's wing hath flown, 
Find more than anguish in the thought — % is gone ! 
Gb I to a voice such magic influence give. 
Thou canst not lose its melody, and live ; 
And make an eye .the lede-star of thy soul. 
And let a glance the springs of thought oNAtfoV ; 
Ghoe on a mortal form with fond delight, 
Till the fair vision mingles with thy sight ; 
There seek thy blessings, there repose thy tnist. 
Lean on the indllow, idolize the dust ! 
Then, when thy treasure best repays thy care, 
Think on that dread "ybr ever" — and despair t 

And oh I nostrange, unwonted storm there needs. 
To wreck at once thy fragile ark of reeds. 
Watch well its course— explore with aniioqi eye 
Each little doud that floats along the sky- 
Is the blue canopy serenely fair 7 
Yet may the thunderbolt unseen be there. 
And the bark sink, when peace and sunshine sleep 
On the smooth bosom of the waveless deep! 
Yes ! ere a sound, a sign announce thy fate. 
May the blow fall which makes thee desolate ! 
Not always Heaven's destroying angel shroads 
His awful form in tempests and in clouds ; 
He fills the summer-air vrith latent power, 
He hides his venom in the scented flower, — 

He steals upon thee, in the Zephyr's breath, 
And festal gariands veil the shafts of death 7 

Where art thou then^ who thus didst rashly cast 
Thine all upon the mercy of the blast, 
And vainly hope the tree of life to find 
Rooted in sands that flit before the wind 7 
Is not that earth thy spirit loved so well, 
It wished not in a brighter sphere to dwell, 
Become a desert tunff, a vale of gloom, 
O'ershadowed with the niiidnight of the tomb 1 
Where shalt thou turn 7— it is not thine to raise, 
To yon pure heaven thy calm confiding gaze, 
No gleam reflected from that realm of rest 
Steals on the darkness of thy troubled breast, 
Not for thine eye shall faith divinely shed 
Her glory round the image of the dead ; 
And if, when slumber's lonely couch is prest, 
The form departed be thy spirit's gtiest. 
It bean no light from purer worlds to this ; 
The future lends not e'en a dream of bliss. 

But who shall dare the Oate of Life to close. 
Or say, thutfar the stream of mercy flows 7 
That fount unsealed, whose boundless waves em- 
brace 
Each distant isle and visit every race. 
Pours frdm the Throne of God its current finee, 
Nor yet denies th' immortal draught to thee. 
Oh ! while the doom impends, not yet decreed, 
While yet th' Atoner hath not ceased to plead, 
While stiU, suspended by a single hair, 
The sharp bright sword hangs quivering in the air, 
Bow down thy heart to Him, who will not break 
The bruised leed ; e'en yet, awake, awake ! 
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Patient becaiue Etenial,(l) He may hear 
" Thy prayer of agony with pitying ear, > 

And wild his chastening spirit from above, 
O'er the deep chaos of thy soul to move. 

But seek thou mercy through His name abne, 
To whose unequalled sorrows none was shown. 
Through Him, who here in mortal garb abode, 
As man to suffer, and to heal as Qod ! 
And, bom the sons of utmost time to bless, 
Endured all scorn, and aided all distress. 

Call thou on Him — for He, in human form, 
Hath walked the waves of Life, and stilled the 

storm, 
He, when her hour of lingering grace was past. 
O'er Salem wept, relenting to the last, 
Wept with such tears as Judah's. monarch poured 
O'er his lost child, ungrateful, yet deplored ; 
And, offering guiltless blood that guik might live. 
Taught fiom his Cross the lesson — to forgive! 

Call thou on him — his prayer e'en then arose. 
Breathed in unpitied anguish, for his foes. 
And haste ! — ere bursts the lightning from on high, 
Fly to the City of thy Reiuge, fly !(2) 
So shall th' Avenger turn his steps away, 
And sheath his falchion, baffled of its prey. 

Yet must long days roll on, ere peace shall brood. 
As the soft Halcyon, o'er thy heart subdued ; 
Ere yet the dove of Heaven descend, to shed 
Inspiring influence o'er thy fkllen head. 
—He who hath pined in dungeons, 'midst the 

shade 
Of such deep night as man for man hath made^ 
' Through lingering years ; if called at length to ^ 
Once more, by nature's boundless charter, firee, 
Shrinks feebly bock, the blaze of noon to shu^. 
Fainting at day, and blasted by the sun! 
Thus, when the capdve soul hath long remained 
In its own dread abyss of darkness chained. 
If the Deliverer, in his might, at last. 
Its fetters, bom of earth, to earth should cast, 
The beam of truth o'erpowers its damled sight. 
Trembling it sinlu, and finds no joy in light 
But this will pass away — that spark of mind, 
*< Within thy frame unquenchably enshrined. 
Shall live to triump in its brightening ray. 
Bom to bo fostered with ethereal day. 
Then wilt thou bless the hour, when o'er thee 

passed, 
On wing of flame the purifying blast. 
And sorrow's voice, through paths before untrod. 
Like Sinai's trumpet, called thee to thy God! " 

But hopest thou, in thy panoply of pride, 
Heaven's messenger, affliction, to deride 1 
In thine own strength unaided to defy, 
With Stoic smile, the arrows of the diy 1 
Tom by the vulture, fettered to the rock, 
Still, Demigod ! the tempest wilt thou mockl 
Alas ! the tower that crests the mountain brow 
A thousand yean may awe the vale bebw, 



Yet. not the less be shattered on its height. 

By one drea<} moment of the earthquake's migfal 

A thousand pangs thy bosom may have bonia^ 

In silent fortitude, or haughty soom. 

Till comes the one, the master-anghish, sent 

To break the mighty heart that ne'er was bent. 

Oh! what is nature's strength 1 the vacant eye. 
By mind deserted, hath a dread reply J 
The wild delirious laughter of despair. 
The mirth of frenzy— seek an answer there! 
Turn not away, though pity's cheek grow pale, 
Close not thine ear against their awful tale. 
Thsy tell thee, reason, wandering from the ny 
Of Faith, the blazing pillar of her way, 
In the mid-darkness of the stormy vrave. 
Forsook the struggling soul she could not save I 
Weep not, sad moralist ! o'er desert plains. 
Strewed with the wrecks of grandeur — mouUer- 

ing fanes, 
Arches of triumph, bng with weeds o'ergrown 
And regal qties, now the serpent's own: 
Earth has more awful ruins— one lost mind, 
Whose star is quenched, hath lessons for mankind, 
Of deeper import than each prostrate dome, 
Mingling its marble with the dust of Rome. 

But who with eye unshrinking shall explore 
That waste, illumed by reason's beam no mere 1 
Who pierce the deep, mysterious clouds that roll 
Around the shattered temple of the soul. 
Curtained with midnight ') — ^low its columns lie. 
And dark the chambers of its imagery X3) 
Sunk are its idols now — and' Ghxl alone 
May rear the fabric by their fall o'erthrownl 
Yet firom its inmost shrine, by storms laid bare, 
Is heard an oracle that cries — " Beware ! 
Child of the dust ! but ransomed of the skies ! 
One breath of Heaven — and thus thy glory dies! 
Hastf ere the hour of doom, draw nigh to Him 
Who dwells above between the cherubim!" ^ 

Spirit dethroned! and checked in mid career, 
Son of the morning! exiled Onom the sphere. 
Tell us thy tale ! — Perchance thy race was run 
With science, in the chariot of the sun ; 
Free as the winds the paths of space to sweep. 
Traverse the untrodden kingdoms of the deep, 
And search Ihe laws that Nature's springs con- 
trol. 
There tracing all— save Him who guides -the 
whole. 

Haply thine eye its ardent glance had cast 
Through the dim shades, the portals of the past ; 
By the bright lamp of thought thy care had fed 
From the far beacon-lights of ages fled, 
The depths of time exploring, to retrace 
The gbrbus march of many a vanished race. 

Or did thy power pervade the living lyre, 
Till its deep chords became instinct with fire. 
Silenced all moaner notes, and swelled on high, 
Full and alone, their mighty harmony. 
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Whiitf woke each punon from ite cell proibuiid, 
And nations rtaited at th' electric sound 1 

Lofd of th* Asoend^tl what avails it liow, 
Thoni^h bright the laurels waved upon thy brow? 
What, though thy name through distant empiies 

heaid, 
Bade the heart bound as doth a battle- word? 
Was it ibr this thy still unwearied eye 
Kept vigil with the watch-fires of the sky, 
To make the secrets of all ages thine, 
And oomnkune vrith majestic thoughts that shine 
O'er Time's long shadowy pathway? — hath thy 

mind 
Severed its kme dominions from ipankind, 
For thU to woo their homage? — Thou hast sotight 
All, save the wisdom with salvatbn fraught, 
Won every wreath — ^but that which will not die, 
Nor aught neglected— save eternity! 

And did "all fail thee, in the hour of wrath, 
When bunt th' o'erwhelming vials on thy path? 
Could not the voice of Fame inspire thee then, 
O spirit! sceptred by the sons of men, 
With an Immortal's courage to sustain 
The transient agonies of earthly paini 

— One, one there waa^^ all-powerful to have 
saved, 
When the loud friry of the billow raved ; 
But Him thou knewest not^-and the light he lent 
Hath vaniihed from its ruined tenement, 
But left thee breathing, moving, lingering yet, 
A thing we shrink from — ^vainly to forget ; 
lift the dread veil no further— hide, oh ! hide 
The bleeding form, the couch of suicide I 
The dagger grasped in death — ^ths brow, the eye, 
Iiifelwis, yet stamped with rage and agony; 
The soul's dark traces left in many a line 
Graved on kia mien, who died,-^" and made no 

ognl" 
Approach not, gaase not— lest thy fevered brain 
Too deep that unage of despair retain; 
Angeb of slumber! o'er the nudnight hour. 
Let not such visions claim unhaUowed power. 
Let the mind sink with terror, and above 
See but th' Avenger's arm, fbrgot th' Atoner's 
love! 

O Thou! th' unseen, th' all-seeing!— Thou 
whose ways 
Mantled with darimess, mock all finite gaze. 
Before whose eyes the creatures of Thy hand, 
Seraph and man, alike in weakness stand. 
And oountlflss ages, trampling into clay 
Earth's empires on their march, are but a day; 
Father of worlds unknown, unnumbered I— Thou, 
With whom all time is one eternal nowj 
Who know'st no past, no ftLturs— Thou whose 

breath 
Goes ibrth, and bean to myriads, life or death ! 
Look on us^ guide us! — ^wanderen of a sea 
Wild and c^flcure, what are we, reft of Theel 



A thousand rocks, deep-hid, ehide our sight, 
A star may set— and we are lost in night; 
A breeze may waft us to the whiripool'^ brink, 
A treach'rous song allure us — and we sink! 

Oh ! by JSia bve, who, veiling Godhead's light, 
To moments circumscrilied the Infinite, 
And Heaven and Earth disdained noi to aOy 
By that dread union — ^Man with Deity ; 
Immortal tean o'er mortal woes who shed, 
And, ere he raised them,- wept above the dead ; 
Save, or we perish ! — ^let thy word control 
The earthquakes of that univerw— the soul ; 
Pervade the depths of passion— speak once more 
The mighty mandate, guard of every shore, ' 
" Here shall thy waves be stayed"— in grief, in pain. 
The fearful poise of reason's sphere maintain. 
Thou, by- whom suns are balanced! — thus secure 
In Thee shall Faith and Fortitude endure; 
Conscious of Thee, un&ltering shall the just 
Look upward still, in high and holy trust. 
And, by affliction guided to Thy shrine. 
The first, last thought of sufiering hearts be Thine. 

And oh ! be near, when clothed with conquer- 
ing power. 
The King of Terron claims his own dread hour; 
When on the edge of that unknown abyss. 
Which darkly parts us from the realm o( bliss. 
Awe-struck alike the timid and the brave. 
Alike sulxlued the monarch and the slave. 
Must drink the cup of trembling(4) — when we see 
Nought in the universe but death and Thee, 
Forsake us not;— rif still, when life was young, 
Faith to Thy bosom, as her home, hath sprung. 
If Hope's retreat hath been, through all the past, 
The shadow by the Rock of Ages cast, 
Fathei; forsake us not !— when tortures urge 
The shrinking soul to that mysterious verge. 
When from Thy justice to Thy love we fly. 
On Nature's conflict look vrith pitying eye. 
Bid the strong wind, the fire, the earthquake cease, 
Come in the still small voice, and whisper 
peace !(5) 

For oh! 't is awful— He that hath beheld 
The parting sfArit, by its fean repelled. 
Cling in weak terror to its earthly chain. 
And from the dizzy brink recoil, in vain; 
He that hath seen the last convulsive throe 
Dissolve the union formed and closed in wo. 
Well knows, that hour is awAd. — ^In the pride 
Of youth and health, by sufierings yet untried. 
We talk oC Death as something, whi^h 't were 

sweet 
In Glory's arms ezultingly to meet, 
A closing triumph, a majestic scene, 
Where gazing nations watch the hero's mien. 
As, undismayed amidst the tean of all. 
He folds his mantle, regally to fell! 

Hush, fond enthusiast !— still, obscure, and lone^ 
Yet not less terrible because unknown. 



Digitized by 



Google 



158 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Is the last hour of thotisands — they retire 
From life's thronged path, unnoticed to expire, 
As the light leaf, whose fall to ruin hears 
Some trembling insect's little world of cares, 
Descends in silence— while around waves on 
The mighty forest, reckless what is gone! 
Such is man's doom — ^and, ere an hour be flown, 
— Start not, thou trifler ! — such may he thine own. 

But as life's current in its ebb draws near 
The shadowy gulf, there wakes a thought of fear, 
A thrilling thought, which, haply mocked before, 
We (am would stifle — ^but it sleeps no morel 
There are, who fly its murmurs 'midst the throng, 
That join the masque of revelry and song, 
Yet still Death's image, by its power restored, 
Frowns 'midst the roses of the f4>8tal board. 
And, when deep shades o'er earth and ocean 

brood. 
And the heart owns the might of solitude, 
Is its low whisper heard— a note profound, 
But wild and startling as the trumpetHMund, 
That bursts, with sudden blast, the dead repose 
Of some proud city, stormed by midnight foes! 

Oh! vainly reason's scornful voice would prove 
That life hath nought-to claim such lingering love. 
And ask, if e'er the captive, half unchained, 
Clung to the links wliich yet his step restrained. 
In vain philosophy, with tranquil pride, 
Would mock the feelings she perchance can hide, 
Call up the countless armies of the dead, 
Point to the pathway beaten by their tread, 
And say—" What wouidst thoul ShaU the fixed 

decree. 
Made for creation, be reversed for thee V* 
— Poor, feeble aid I — proud Stoic ! ask not why 
It is enough, that nature shrinks to die 1 
Enough, that horror, which thy words upbraid, 
Is her dread penalty, and must be paid I 
— Search thy d^p wisdom, solve the scarce de-* 

fined- I 

And mystic questions of the parting mind, 
Half checked, half uttered— tell her, what shall 

burst 
In whehning grandeur, on her vision first, 
When freed from mortal fihnsi — what viewless 

world 
Shall first receive her wmg but hdf unfurled 1 
What awftil and unbodied beings guide 
Her timid flight through regions yet untried 1 
Say if at once, her final doom to hear, 
Befivre her God the trembler must appear, 
Or wait that day of terror, when the sea 
Shall yield its hidden dead, and heaven and earth 

shall flee ) 
Hast thou no answer 1— then deride no more 
The thoughts that shrink, yet cease not to explore 
Th' unknown, th' unseen, the future— though the 

heart. 
As at unnutfaly MNUidfl, before them start, 



Though the frame ahudder, and the s^rit sigh, 
They have their source in immortality ! 
Whence, then, shall strength, which reason's aid 

denin, 
An equal to the mortal conflict risel 
When, on the swift pale hoFM, whose lightniiig 

pace, 
Where'er we fly, still win? the dseadful race, 
The mighty rider comes^-oh ! whence shall aid 
Be drawn, to meet their rushing, undismayed 1 
— Whence, but from thee, Messiah ! — thou hast 

drained 
The bitter cup, till not the dregs remained ; 
To thee the struggle and the pang were known, 
The inystic horror — all becami^ thine own 1 

But did.no hand celestial succour bring, 
Till scorn and anguish haply lost -their sting 1 
Came not th' Archangel, in the final hour, 
To arm thee with invulnerable power 1 
No, Son of Ghxi! upon thy sacred head, 
The shafts of wrath their tenfold fury shed, 
From man averted — and thy path on high 
Passed through the strait of fiercest agony; 
For thus th' Eternal, with propitbus eyes. 
Received the last, th- almighty sacrifice ! 

But wake ! be glad, ye nations! from the tomb 
Is won the victory, and is fled the gloom I 
The vale of death in conquest hath been trod, 
Break forth in joy, ye ransomed ! saith your Qod ! 
Swell ye the raptures of the song afar, 
And hail with harps yofur bright and morning star. 

He rose I the everlasting gates of day 
Received the King of GHory on his way! 
The hope, the comforter of those who wept, . 
And the first-firuits of them, in Him that slept 
He rose, he triumphed ! he will yet sustain 
Frail 'nature sinking in the strife of pain. 
Aided by Him, around the martyr's frame 
When fiercely blazed a living shroUd of fiame^ 
Hath the firm soul exulted, and' the voice 
Raised the victorious hymn, and cried, '* Re|aioe!'' 
Aided by Him, though none the bed attend, 
Where the lone sufierer dies without a friend, 
He, whom the busy worid shall miss no mote 
That mom one dew-drop from her countless store, 
Earth's most neglected chikl, with truKting heait, 
Called to the hope of glory, shall depart! 

And say, cold Sophist ! if by thee bereft . 
Of that high hope, to misery what were left? 
But for the vision of the days to be. 
But for the Comforter, despised by thee. 
Should we not wither at the Chastener's kx>k, 
Shoukl we not sink beneath our God's rebuke. 
When o*er our heads the desolating blast, 
Fraught with inscrutable decrees, hath passed, 
And the stem power who seeks the noblest prey. 
Hath called our fairest and our best away % 
Should we not madden, when our eyes behold 
All that we bved in marble stillness cold. 
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Ho more responsive to Our smile or sigh, ' 
Fixed — ^froBen — silent— all mortality 1 
But for the promise, aO shall yet be well. 
Would not ihe spirit in its pangs rebel. 
Beneath such clouds as darkened, when the hand 
Of wrath lay heavy on our prostrate land, 
And thou, just lent thy gladdened isles to bless, 
Then snatched from earth with all thy loveliness, 
With all a nation's blessings on thy head, 
O England's flower ! wert gathered to the dead 1 
But thou didst teach us. Thou to every heart, 
Faith's lofty lesson didst thyself impart! 
When fled the hope through all thy pangs which 

smiled, 
When thy young bosom, o*er thy lifeless child, 
Yeanied with vain longing— still thy patient eye, 
To its last light, beamed holy constancy ! 
Tom fiom a lot in cloudless sunshine cast, 
Amidst those agonies — thy first and last, 
Thy pale lip, quivering vrith convulsive throes. 
Breathed not a plaint— and settled in repose ; 
While bowed thy royal head to Him, whose power 
Spoke in the fiat of that midnight hour. 
Who from the brightest vision of a throne, 
LfOve, glory, empire, claimed thee for his own. 
And spread such terror o'er the sea-girt coast, 
As blasted Israel, when her ark was lost t 

" It is the will of God I"— yet, yet we hear 
The words which closed thy beautiful career. 
Yet should we mourn thee in thy blest abode. 
But for that thought—" It is the will of Gkxl !" 
Who shall arraign th' Eternal's dark decree, 
If not one murmur then escaped from thee 1 
Oh ! still, though vanishing without a trace, 
Thou hast not left pne scion of thy race, ' 
Still may thy memory bloom our vales among. 
Hallowed by freedom, and enshrined in song ! 
Still may thy pure, majestic spirit dwell. 
Bright on the ules which loved'thy name so well. 
E'en as an togel, with presiding care. 
To wake and guard thbie own high virtues there. 

For lo ! the hour when storm presaging skies 
Call on the watchers of the laiid to rise, 
To set the sign of fire on every height,(6) 
And o'er the mountains rear, with patriot might. 
Prepared, if summoned, in its cause to die, 
The banner of our faith, the Cross of victory! 

By this hath England conqueied — afield and 
flood 
Have owned her sovereignty — alone she stood. 
When chains o'er all the sceptred earth wen 

thrown. 
In high and holy ungleness, alone, 
But mighty in her God — and shall she now 
Forget before th' Omnipotent to bow 1 
From the bright fountain of her glory turn, - 
Or bid strange fire upon his altars bum 1 
Not severed land, midst rooks and billows rade. 
Throned in thy majesty of itolitude^ 



Still in the deep asylum of thy breast 

Shall the pure elements of greatntts rest. 

Virtue and faith, the tutelary powers. 

Thy hearths that hallow, and defend thy towen I 

Still, where thy hamle^vales, O chosen isle ! 
In the soft beauty of their verdure smile. 
Where yew and ehn o'ershade the lowly fanes. 
That guard the peasant's records and remains, 
May the blest echoes of the Sabbath-bell 
Sweet on the quiet of the woodlands swell, 
And from each cottage-dwelling of thy glades, 
When starlight glimmen through the deepening 

shades,. 
Devotion's voice in choral hymns arise. 
And bear the Land's warm incense to the skies. 

There may the mother, as with anxious joy 
To Heaven her lessons consecrate her boy, 
Teach his young accents still the immortal Uts 
Of Zion's bards, in inspiration's days. 
When Angels, whispering through the cedv*^ 

shade. 
Prophetic tones to Judah's harp conveyed ; 
And as, her soul all glistening in her eyes, 
She bids the prayer of infancy arise. 
Tell of his name, who left his throne on high, 
Earth's lowliest lot to bear and sanctify, 
His love divine, by keenest anguish tried, 
And fondly say—" My child, for thee He diedf 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 150, col. 1. 

FUieni, because Eternal 

" He is patient, because He is eternal." 

St. AugwHne, 

Note 2, page 150, coL 1. 
Fly, to the City of thy ReH^e, fly! 
" Then ye shaD appoint you cities, to be cities 
of refuge for you; that the slayer may flee thither 
which killeth any person at unawares. — And they 
shall be unto you cities for refuge from the aven- 
ger." — Numbersy chap. zxxv. 

Note 3, page 150, coL 2. 
And dark the chambeis of its imagery. 
" Eveiy man in the chambers of his imagery." 
Ezekiely chap, viii 

Note 4, page 151, col. 2. 
Must drink the cup of trembling. 
" Thou hast drui^ken the dregs of the cup of 
tremblings and wrung them out," — Isaiah^ chap, ii 

Note 5, page 151, col. 2. 
Gome in the Btill small voioe^ and whisper^-pesoe. 
" And behold, the Lord p atse d by, aivl f gnat 
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and strong wind rent the mountains, and brake in 
pieces the rocka before the Liord ; but the Lord 
was not in the wind : and after the wind an earth- 
quake; but the Lord was not ip the earthquake: 
and after the earthquake a fire; but the Lord was 



not in the fire: and after the fire a still small 
voice." — 1 KingB^ chap. zlz. 

Note 6, page 153, col. \. 

Tq nt the sign of fire OD every heigbL 

" And set up a sign of fire." — JeremtoA, chap. It. 



SbUm9» to tne i»(rinorfi Of tfie late Wiim^ 



<* AmoQS many DstioiiB ww Ume no Ung like him.**— JVeftem&iA. 

"Know ye oat that theie tea prince and agnat man ftllen this day In Inaell**— JSbmueJ. 



Anoteer warning sound t the funeral bell, 

Startling the dties of the isle once more, 
With measured tones of melancholy swell, 

Strikes on th' awakened heart from shore to 
shore. 
He, at whose coming monarchs sink to dust, 

The chambers of our palaces hath trod, 
And the feng-sufiering spirit of the just, 

Pure from its ruins, hath returned to God! 
Yet may not England o'er her Father weep ; 
Thoughts to her bosom crowd, too many, and too 
deep. 

Vain voice of Reason, hush !— they yet must flow, 

The unrestrained, involuntary tears 
A thousand feelings sanctify the wo, 

Roused by the glorious shades of vanished yesrsL 
Tell us no more 't is not the time for grief, 

Now that the exile of the soul is past, 
And Death, blest messenger of Heaven's relief, 

Hath borne the wanderer to his rest at last;^ 
For him, Eternity hath tenfold day, 
We feel, we know, t is thus — ^yet Nature will 
have way. 

What though amidst us, like a blasted oak. 
Saddening the scene where once it nobly reign- 
ed, 

A dread memorial of the lightning-stroke, 

Stamped with its fiery record, he remained ; 

Around that shattered tree still fondly clung 
Th' undying tendrils of our love, which drew 

Fresh nurture from its deep decay, and sprung 
Luxuriant thence, to Glory's ruin true; 

While England hung her trophies on the stem, 

That desolately stood, unconscious e'en of them. 

Of them uufionsciouB 1 Oh mysterious doom ! 

Who shall unfold the counsels of the skies? 
His was the voice which roused, as firom the tomb. 

The realms high soul to loftiest energies ! 
His was the spirit, o'er the isles which threw 

The mantle of its fortitude ; and wrought 
In every bosom, powerful to renew 

Each dying ^Nurk of pure and generous thought ; 



The star of tempest ! beaming on the mast,* 
Jhe seamen's torch bf Hope, 'midst perils deep- 
ening fiut. 

Then frmn th' unslumbering infliMwiwi of his 

worth, 
Strength, as of inspiration, filled the land ; 
A young, but quenchless, flame went brightly 
forth, 

Kindled by him— who saw it not expand t 
Such was the will of Heaven,— the gifted se«; 

Who with his God had communed, ftee to laoe, 
And from the house of bondage, and of fear, 

In faith victorious, led the chosen race ; 
He, through the desert and the waste their guide, 
Saw dimly ficom afar, the promised land— and died. 

O full of days and virtues I on thy head 

Centred the woes of many a bitter lot ; 
Fathere have sorrowed o'er their beauteous dead, 
Eyes, quenched in night, the sun beam have 
forgot; 
Minds have striven buoyantly with evil years, 
And sunk beneath Uieir gathering weight at 
length ; 
But Pain for thee had filled a cup of tean. 

Where every anguish mingled all its strength ; 
By thy lost child we saw thee we^eping stand, 
And shadows deep around fell from th' Eternal's 
hand. 

Then came the noon of glory, which thy dreams, 

Perehanoe of yore, had ftbitly prophesied; 
But what to ikee the splendor of its beams 1 

The ice-rock glovre not 'midst the summer's 
pride! 
Natbns leaped up to joy— as streams that burst 

At the warm touch of spring, their frozen chain, 
And o'er the plains, whose verdure once they 
nursed, 

Roll in exulting melody again ; 



tbe glittering meteor, like a «ar, jvfaich often appean 
about a afaip during tempesta, if aeen upon the main-meat, ia 
canaldeied by the aailon oe an oraen of good weather.— See 
Dampitr'B VosfOgtM, 
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And brii^ht c^er earth the long majefltic line 
Of England's triumpha swept, to loose all hearts 
bat thine. 

Oh! what a daizling vision, by the veil 

That o'er thy spirit hung, was shut from thee, 
When sceptred chieftains thronged, with pabns, 
to hail 

The crowning isle, the anointed of the sea I 
Within thy palaces the lords of earth 

Met to rejoice,— rich pageants glittered by. 
And stately revels imaged, in their mirth, 

The old magnificence of chivalry. 
They reached not thee,— amidst them, yet alone, 
StiHneas uid gloom b^pit one dim and shadowy 
throne. 

Yet was there mercy still— if joy no more 

Within that blasted circle might intrude. 
Earth had no grief whose Ibotstep might pass o'er 

The silent limits of its solitude 1 
If all unheard the bridal song awoke . 

Our hearts' lull echoes, as it swelled on high; 
Alike unheard the sudden dirge, that broke 

On the glad strain, with dread solemnity t 
If the knd's rose unheeded wore its bloom. 
Alike unielt the storm, that swept it to the tomb. 

And she, who^ tried through all the stormy pest, 

Severely, deeply proved, in many an hour, 
Watched o'er thee, firm and faithful to the last, 

Sustained, inspired, by strong afiection's power ; 
If to thy souJ her voice no music bore. 

If thy ckMed eye, and wandering spirit caught 
No light from looks, that fondly would explore 

Thy mien, for traces of responsive thought ; 
Oh! thou wert spared the pang that would have 

thrilled 
Thine inmost heart, when Death that anxious 
bosom stilled. 

Thy loved ones fell around thee— manhood's 
prime. 
Youth, with its glory, in its fiibiess, Age, 
AH at the gates of their eternal clime 

Lay down, and closed their mortal pilgrimage ; 
The land virore ashes for its perished flowers, 
The grave's imperial harvest. Thou, mean- 
while. 
Didst walk unoonscbus through thy royal towers. 

The one that wept not in the teairful isle ! 
As a tired warrior, on his battle-plain. 
Breathes deep in dreams amidst the mourners and 
the slain. 

And who cui tell what visions might be thine? 

The stream of thought, though broken, still was 
pure! 
StiU o'er that wave the stars of heaven might shine, 

Where earthly image would no more endure ! 



Though many a step^ of once familiar sound, 
Came as a stranger's o'er thy closing ear. 

And voices breathed forgotten tones around. 
Which that paternal heart once thrilled to hear, 

The mind hath senses of its own, and powers , 

To people boundless worlds, 4n its most wander- 
ing hours. 

Nor might the phantoms to thy s^nrit known 

Be dark or vrild, creatbns of remorse ; 
Unstained by thee^ the blameless past had thrown 

No fearful shadows o'er the future's course ; 
For thee no cloud, from memory's dread abyss, 

Might shape such forms as haunt the tyrant's 
eye; 
And closing up each avenue of bliss. 

Murmur their summons, to '* despair and die I" 
N»l e'en though joy depart, though reason cease, 
Still virtue's ruined home is redolent of peace. 

They might be with thee still— the loved, the tried, 

The fair, the lost— they might be with thee stilll 
More sofUy seen, in radiance purified 

From each dim vapour of terrestrial ill ; 
Long after earth received them, and the note 

Of the last requiem o'er their dust was poured, 
As passing sunbeams o'er thy soul might float 

Those forms, firom us withdrawn — to thee re- 
stored I 
Spirits of holiness, in light revealed. 
To conmiune with a mind whose source of tears 
was sealed. 

Came they with tidings from the worlds above. 

Those viewless regions, where the weary resti 
Severed from earth, estranged from mortal bve, 

Was thy mysterious converse vrith the blest 1 
Or shone their visionary presence bright 

With human beauty?— did their smiles renew 
Those days of sacred and serene delight. 

When fldrest beings in thy pathway grew? 
Oh ! Heaven hath balm for every wound it makes, 
Healing the broken heart; it smites — ^but ne'er 
forsakes. 

These may be phantasies — and this alone. 

Of all we picturo in our dreams, is sure ; 
That rest, made perfect, is at length thine own, 

Rest, in thy God immortally secure I 
Enough for tranquil ftdth ; released from all 

The woes that graved Heaven's lessons on thy 
brow. 
No doud to dim, no fetter to inthral. 

Haply thine eye is on thy people now ; 
Whose love around thee still its offerings shed. 
Though vainly sweet as flowers, grief's tribute to 
the dead. 

But if th' ascending, disembodied mind, * 
Borne on the wuigs of Morning,' to the skies, 
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May cast one glance of tenderness behind, 
On scenes, once hallowed by its mortal ties, 

How much hast^ou to gaze on ! all that lay 
By the dark mantle of thy soul concealed, 

The might, the majesty, the proud array 
Of England's march o'er many a noble field, 

All spread beneath thee, in a blaze of light, 

Shine like some glorious land, viewed from an Al- 
pine height 

Away presumptuous thought ! — departed saint I 

To thy freed vision what can earth display 
Of pomp, of royalty, that is not faint, 

Seen from the birth-place of celestial day? 
Oh ! pale and weak the sun's reflected rays, 

E'en in their fervour of meridian heat. 
To him, who in the sanctuary may gaze 

On the bright cloud that fills the mercy-seat 1 
And thou mayest view, firom thy divine abode. 
The dust of empires flit, before the bceath of 
God. 

And yet we mourn thee I yes 1 thy place is void 
Within our hearts — there veiled thine image 
dwelt,. 
But cherished still ; and o*er that tie destroyed, 
Though Faith rejoice, fond Nature still must 
melt. 
Beneath the long-loved sceptre of thy sway, 

Thousands were bora, who now in dust repose, 
And many a head, with years and sorrows gray. 
Wore youth's bright tresses, when thy star 
arose; 
And many a glorious mind, since that fair dawn, 
Hath filled our sphere with light, now to its source 
withdrawn. 



Earthquakes h%ve rocked ihe nations : — things re- 
vered, 

Th' ancestral fabrics of the world, went down 
In ruins, from whose stones Ambition reared 

His lonely pyramid of drdad renown. 
But when the fires, that long had slumbered, pent 

Deep in men's bosoms, with volc&nie force, 
Bursting their prison-house, each bulwark rent, 

And swept each holy barrier from their coiirae. 
Firm and unmovedj amidst that lava-flood, 
Still, by thine .arm upheld, our ancient landmarks 
stood. 

Be they eternal ^Be thy childran found 

Still, to their country's altar^ true like thee ; 
And, while " the^name of Briton'.' is a sound 

Of rallying music to the brave and free. 
With the high feelings, at the word which swell. 

To make the breast a shrine for Freedom's flame, 
Be mingled tiioughtsof him, who bved so well. 

Who left so pure, its heritage of fame ! 
Let earth with trophies guard the conqueror's dust, 
Heaven in our souls embalms the memory of ^ the 
just. 

Alt else shall pass away — the thrones of kings, 

■ The very traces of their tombs depart; 
But number not with perishable things 

The holy records Virtue leaves the heart. 
Heir-looms from race to race ! — and oh ! in days^ 

When, by the yet unborn, thy deeds are blest, 
When OUT sons learn, " as household words," thy 
pndse. 

Still on thine ofispring may thy spirit rest ! 
And many a name of that imperial line. 
Father and patriot! blend, in England's songs, 
with thine I 



iWPotrern ©reece* 



A POEM. 



O Greece 1 thou aapient nune of finer arts, 
MHilch to bright Science blooming Fuicf bon^ 
Be thia thj pralae, and thou, and thou alonc^ 
In theee haat led the wav, In these excelled. 
Clowned with the laurd of aaeming Time; 



7%om«on'« Liberty. 



I. 

Or I who hath trod thy consecrated clime. 
Fair land of Phidias I theme of lofty strains ! 
And traced each scene, that, 'midst the Wrecks 

oftiipe, J 

The print of Qlory's parting step retains; 
Nor for awhile, in high-wrought dreams, forgot. 
Musing on years gone by in brightness there. 
The hopes, the fears, the sorrows of his lot. 
The hues his fate hath worn, or yet may wear; 



As when firom mountain-heights, his ardent eyo 
Of sea and heaven hath tracked the blue infinity 1 

ri. 

Is there who views with cold, unaltered mien, 
His firozen heart with proud indifference firaught, 
Each sacred haunt, each unforgotten scene, 
Where Freedom triumphed, or where Wisdom 

taughtl 
Souls that too deeply feel, oh, envy not 
The sullen calm your fiOe hath never known: 



Digitized by 



Google 



MODERN GREECE. 



157 



Through the dull twilight of that wintry lot 
Grenius ne'er pierced, nor Fancy's sunbeam 

shone, 

Nor thoee high thoughts, that, hailing Glory's 
trace, 

Glow with the generous flames of every age and 
rao^ 

III. 
But Uest the wanderer, whose enthusiast mind 
£Iach muse of ancient days hath deep imbued 
With lofty lore; and all his thoughts refined 
In the calm school of silent solitude; 
Pound on his ear, 'midst groves and gtens retired, 
The mighty strains of each illustrious clime, 
AH that hath lived, while empires have expired, 
To float for ever on the winds of Time; 
And on his soul indelibly portraylid 
Fair visionary Ibrms, to fill each classic shade. 

IV. 

Is not his mind, to meaner thoughts unknown, 
A sanctuary of beauty and of light? 
There he may dwell, in regions all his own, 
A world of dreams, where all is pure and bright. 
For him the scenes of old renown possess 
Romantic charms, all veiled from other eyes ; 
There every form of nature's loveliness 
Wakes in his breast a thousand sympathies; 
As music's voice, in some lone mountain-dell. 
From rocks and caves around calls forth each 
echo's swell. 



For him Italia's brilliant skies illume 

The bard's lone haunts, the warrior's oomhet- 

plains^ 

And the wild-rose yet lives to breathe and bkwm. 
Round Doric Psstum's solitary fanes.(l) 
But most, hit Greece I on thy majestic shorft 
He foels the fervors of his spirit rise; 
Thoa birth-place of the Muse ! whose vi»ce, of 

yoro, 
Breathed in thy groves immortal l^armonieS; 
And lingers still around the well-known coast. 
Murmuring a wild farewell to £une and freedom 
lost 

VI. 

By seas, that flow in brightness as they lave 
Thy rocks, th' enthusiast, rapt in thought, may 

stray. 
While roves his eye o'er that deserted wave. 
Once the proud scene of battle's dread array. 
— O ye blue waters ! ye, of old that bora 
The free, thfe conquering, hymned by choral 

strains, 
How sleep ye now around the silent shore. 
The lonely realm of ruins and of chains ! 
20 



How are the mighty vanished in their pride! 
E'en as their barks have left no traces on your tide. 

VII. 
Hushed are the Paeans whose exulting tone 
Swelled o'er that tide(2)— the sons of battle 

sleep— 
The wind's wild sigh, the halcyon's voice, alone 
Blend with the plaintive murmur of the deep. 
Yet when those waves )iave caught the splendid 

hues 
Of mom's rich firmament, serenely bright, 
Or setting suns the lovely shore sufluae 
With all their purple mellowness of light. 
Oh 1 who could view the scene, so calmly ikir, 
Nor dream that peace, and joy, and liberty, were 
there 1 

VIII. 

Where soft the sunbeams play, the zephyrs 

blow, 
'T is hard to deem that misery can be nigh; 
Where the clear heavens in blue transparexjoe 

glow, 
Life should be calm and cloudless as the sky; 
— ^Yet o'er the" low, dark dwellings of the dead, 
Verdure and flowers in summer-bloom may 

smile, 
And ivy-boughs their graceful drapery spread 
In green luxuriance o'er the ruined pile ; 
And mantling woodbine veils the withered 

tree, — 
And thus it is, fair land, forsaken Greece ! with 
thee. 

IX. 

For all the loveliness, and light, and bloom, 
That yet are thine, surviving many a storm, 
Are but as heaven's warm radiance on the 

tomb. 
The rose's blush that masks the canker-worm !— > 
And thou art desolate — ^thy morn hath passed 
So dazzling in the splendor of its way. 
That the dark shades the night hath o'er thee 

cast 
Throw tenfold gloom around thy deep decay. 
Once proud in freedom, still in ruin fair. 
Thy fiUe hath been unmatched — ^in glory and 
despair. 

X. 

For thee, lost land! the hero's blood hath flowed. 
The high in soul have brightly lived and died ; 
For thee the light of soaring genius glowed 
O'er the fair arts it formed and glorified. 
Thine were the minds, whose energies sublime 
So distanced ages in their lightning-race, 
The task they left the sons of later time 
Was but to follow their illumined trace. 



Digitized by 



Google 



158 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



—Now, bowed to earth, thy children, to be free, 
Must break each link that binds their filial hearts 
to thee. 

XI. 
Lo ! to the scenes of fiction's wildest tales, 
Her own bright East, thy son, Moiea! flie8,(3) 
To seek repose 'midst rich, romantic vales, 
Whose incense moaats to Asia's vivid skies. 
There shall he rest 1-^ Alas ! his hopes in vain 
Guide to the sun-clad regions of the palm, 
Peace dwells not now on oriental plain, 
Though earth Lb fruitfulnesi^ and air is balm; 
And the sad wanderer finds but lawless foes, 
Where patriarchs reigned of old in pastoral repose. 

xn. 

Where Syria's mountains riBe,or Yemen's groves. 
Or Tigris rolls his genii-haunted wave, 
Life to his eye, as wearily it roves, 
Wears but two forms — ^the tyrant andihe slave ! 
There the fierce Arab leads his daring horde. 
Where sweeps the sand-storm o'er the burning 

wild, 
There stern Oppressbn waves the wasting sword. 
O'er plains tW smile, as ancient Eden smiled ; 
And the vale's bosom, and the desert's gbom. 
Yield to the injured there no shelter save the tomb. 

x;iii. 

But thou, fair world! whose fresh, unsullied 

charms 
Welcomed Columbus from the western wave, 
Wilt thou receive the wanderer to thine arm8,(4) 
The lost descendant of the immortal brave 7 
Amidst the wild magnificence of shades 
That o'er thy floods their twilight-grandeur cast; 
In the green depths of thine untrodden glades, 
Shall he not rear his bower of peace at last 1 
Yes ! thou hast many a lone, majestic scene. 
Shrined in primeval woods, where despot ne'er hath 
been. 

XIV. 
There, by«>me lake, whose blue, expansive breast 
Bright from afar, an inland-ocean, gleams. 
Girt with vast solitudes, profusely dressed 
In tints like those that float o'er poet's dreams ; 
Or where some flood from pine-clad mountain 

pours 
Its might of waters, glittering in their foam, 
'Midst the rich verdure of its wooded shores. 
The exiled Greek hath fixed his sylvan home : 
So deeply lone, that round the wild retreat 
Scarce have the patlis been trod by Indian hunts- 
man's feet. 

XV. 

The forests are around him in their pride. 
The green savannas, and the mighty waves; 



And isles of flowers,bright-floatingo'er the tidB,(5) 
That images the fairy world it laves, 
And stillness, and luxuriance — o'er his head 
The ancient cedars wave their peopled bowers, 
On high thfe palms their graceful foliage spread, 
Cinctured with rases the magnolia towers. 
And from those green arcades a thousand tones 
Wake with each breeze, whose voice through Na- 
ture's temple moans. 

XVI. 
And there, no traces left by brighter days, 
For glory lost may wake a sigh of grief. 
Some grassy mound perchancemay meethisgaze. 
The lone memorial of an Indian .chief. 
There man not yet hath marked the boundless 

plain 
With marble records of his fame and power; 
The forest is his everlasting fane, 
The palm his monument, the rock his tower. 
Th' eternal torrent, and the giant tree. 
Remind him but that they, like him, are wildly free. 

XVII. 
But doth the exile's heart serenely there 
In sunshine dwell 1— Ah! when was exile btesti 
When did bright scenes, clear heavens, or sum- 
mer-air, 
Chase from his soul the fever of unrest 1 
— There is a heart-sick weariness of mood. 
That like slow poison wastes the vital glow, 
And shrines itself in mental solitude. 
An uncomplaining and a nameless wo. 
That coldly smiles 'midst pleasure's brightest ray, 
As the chill glacier's peak reflects the flush of day. 

XVIII. 
Such grief is theirs, who, fixed on foreign shore, 
Sigh for the spirit of their native gales, 
As pines the seaman, 'midst the ocean's roar. 
For the green earth, with all its woods and vales. 
Thus feels thy child, whose memory dwells with 

thee. 
Loved Greece 1 all sunk and blighted as thou art . 
Though thought and step in western wild s be free. 
Yet thine are still the day-dreams of his heart ; 
The deserts spread between, the billows foam, 
Thou, distant and in cliains, art yet his spirit's hoine. 

XIX. 
In vain for him the gay liannes entwine. 
Or the green fire-fly sparkles through the brakes, 
Or summer-winds waft odours from the pine, 
As eve's last blush is dying on tiiu lakes. 
Through thy fair vales his fancy roves the while, 

. Or breathes the freshness of Cithccron's height. 
Or dreams how softly Athens' towers would smile, 
Or Sunium'a ruins, in the fading light ; 
On Corinth's cliff what sunset hues may sleep, 

Or, at that placid hour, how cahn th' Egeao deep t 
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XX. 

What icenes, what sunbeams, are to him like 

thine? 
(The all of thine no tyrant could destroy !) 
E'en to the stranger's roving eye they shine, 
Soft as a vision of remembered joy. 
And he who comes, the pilgrim of a day, 
A passing wanderer o'er each Attic hill, 
Sighs as his footsteps turn from thy decay, 
To laughing climes, where'all b splendour still ; 
And views with fond regtet thy lessening shore, 
As he would watch a star that sets to rise no more. 

XXI. 
Reahn of sad beauty ! thou art as a shrine 
That Fancy visits with Devotion's zeal, 
To catch high thoughts and impulses divine, 
And all the glow of soul enthusiasts feel 
Amidst the tomb of heroes— for the br^ve « 
Whose dust, so many an age, hath been thy soil, 
Foremost in honour's phalanx, died to save 
The land redeemed and hallowed by their toil ; 
And there is language in thy lightest gale. 
That o'er the plains they won seems murmuring 
yet their tale. 

XXII. 
And he, whose heart is weary of the strife 
Of meaner spirits, and whose mental gaze 
Would shun the dull, cold Httleness of life, 
Awhile to dwell amidst sublimer days, 

. Must turn to thee, whose every valley teems 
With proud remembrances that can not die. 
Thy glens are peopled with inspiring dreams, 
Thy winds, the voice of oracles gone by ; 
And 'midst thy laurel shades the wanderer hears 

The sound of mighty names, the hymns of vanish- 
ed years. 

XXIII. 

Through that deep solitude be his to stray, 
By Faun and Oread loved in ages past, 
Where clear Peneus winds his rapid way 
Through the cleft heights, in antique grandeur 

vast. 
Romantic Tempo 1 thou art yet the same — 
Wild, as when sung by bards of elder time :(6) 
Years, that have changed thy river's classic 

name,(7) 
Have left thee still in savage pomp sublime ; 
And trom thine Alpine clefts, and marble caves. 
In living lustre still break forth the fountain-waves. 

XXIV. 

Beneath thy mountain battlements and towers. 
Where the rich arbnte's coral berries gk>w,(8) 
Or 'midst th' exuberance of thy forest bowers, 
CartiDg deep shadows o'er the current's flow, 



Oft shall the pilgrim pause, in lone recess, 

As rock and stream some glancing light have 

caught, 
And gaze, till Nature's mighty forms impress 
Hb soul with deep sublimity of thought; 
And linger oft, recaUing many a tale, 
That breeze, and wave, and wood, seem whuper« 
ing through thy dale. 

XXV. 

He, thought-entranced, may wander where of 

old 
From Delphi's chasm the mystic vapor rose, 
And trembling nations heard their doom foretold, 
By the dread spirit throned 'midst rocks and 

snows. 
Though its rich fanes be blended with the dust. 
And silence now the hallowed haunt possess, 
Still is the scene of ancient rites august, 
Magnificent in mountain loneliness; 
Still Inspiration hovers o'er the ground. 
Where Greece, her councils held,X9) her Pythian 
victors crowned. 

XXVI. 

Or let his steps the rude, gray clifls explore 
Of that wild pass, once dyed with Spartan blood, 
When by the waves that break on QBt^s shore, 
The few, the fearless, the devoted, stood ! 
Or rove where, siiadowing Mantinea's plain, 
Bloom the wild laurels o'er the warlike dead,(10} 
Or lone Platssa's ruins yet remain. 
To mark the battle-field of ages fied 
Still o'er such scenes presides a sacred power, 
Though Fiction's gods have fled firoin fountain, 
grot, and bower. 

XXVII. 

Oh I still unblamed may fancy fondly deem 
That, lingering yet, benignant genii dwell, 
Where mortal worth has halbwed grove or 

stream. 
To sway the heart with some ennobling spell, 
For mightiest minds have felt their blest control, 
In the wood% murmur, in the zephyr's sigh. 
And these are dreams that lend a voice and soul. 
And a high power, -to Nature's majestyl 
And who canTove o'er Grecian shores, nor feel, 
Soft o'er his inmost heart, their secret magic steal? 

XXVIII. 

Yet many a sad reality \a there. 

That fancy's bright illusions can not veil. 

Pure laughs the light, and balmy breathes the 

air, 
But Slavery's mein will tell its bitter tale; 
And there not Peace, but Desolation, throws 
Delusive quiet o'er full many a scone, 
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Deep as the brooding torpor of repoee 

That follows where the earthquake's track hath 

been; 
Or solemn calm, on Ocean's breast that lies, 
When sinks the storm, and death has hushed the 
seaman's cries. 

XXIX. 

Hast thou beheld some soveieign spirit, hurled 
By Fate's rude tempest from its radiant sphere, 
Doomed to resign the homage of a world, 
For Pity's deepest sigh, and saddest tearl 
Oh I hast thou watched the awfiil wreck of 

mind, 
That weareth still a glory in decay? 
Seen all that dazzles and delights mankind — 
Thought, science, genius, to the storm a prey, 
And o'er the blasted tree, the withered ground, 
Despair's wild nightshade spread, and darkly 
flourish roundl 

XXX 

So mayest thou gaze, in sad and awe-struck 

thought, 
On the deep fall of that yet lovely clime : 
Such there the ruin Time and Fate have 

wrought, 

So changed the bright, the splendid, the sub- 
lime ! 
There the proud monuments of Valor's name, 
The mighty works Ambition piled on high. 
The rich remains by Art bequeathed to Fam^— 
Grace, beauty, grandeur, strength, and sym- 
metry, . 
Blend in decay ; while all that yet is fair , 
Seems only spared to tell how much hath perished 
there! 

XXXI. 

There, while-aroond lie mingling in the dust, 
The column's graceful shaft, with weeds o'er- 

grown. 
The mouldering torM, the forgotten bust. 
The warrior's urn, the altar's mossy stone ; 
Amidst the loneliness of shattered fanes. 
Still matchless monuments of other years, 
O'er cypress groves, or solitary plains, 
Its eastern form the minaret proudly rears ; 
As on some captive city's ruined wall * 
The victor's banner waves, exulting o'er its fall. 

XXXII. 

Still, where that column of the mosque aspires, 
Landmark of slavery, towering o'er the waste. 
There science droops, the Muses hush their 

lyres, 
And o'er the blooms of &ncy and of taste 



Spreads the chill bligfat-ras in' that orient isle, 
Where the dark upas taints the gale around,(ll> 
Within its precincts not a flower may smile, 
Nor dew nor sunshine fertilize the ground ; 
Nor wild birds' music float on zephyr's breath, 
But all b silence round, and solitude, and death. 

XXXIII. 

Far other influence poured the Crescent's light, 
O'er conquered realms, in ages past away; 
Full and alope it beamed, intensely bright, 
While distant climes in midnight darkness lay. 
Then rose th' Alhambra, with its founts and 

shades. 
Fair marble halls, alcoves, and orange bowers : 
Its sculptured lions,(I2) richly wrought arcades^ 
ASrial pillars, and enchanted towers; 
Light, splendid, wild as some Arabian tale 
Would pkture fairy domes, that fleet before the 
gale. 

XXXIV. 

Then fostered genius lent each Caliph's throne 
Lustre barbaric pomp could ne'er attain ; 
And stars unnumbered o'er the orient shone. 
Bright as that Pleiad, shrined in Mecca's 

fane.(I3) 
From Bagdat's palaces the choral strains 
Rose and redchoed to the desert's Bound, 
And Science, wooed on Elgypt's burning plains^ 
Reared her majestic head with glory crowned; 
And the wild Muses breathed romantk lore, 
From Syria's palmy groves to Andalusia's shore. 

XXXV. 

Those years have passed in radiance — they 

have passed. 
As sinks the day-star'in the tropic main ; 
His parting beams no soft reflection cast. 
They bum — are quenched — and deepest sha- 
dows reign. 
And Fame and Science have not left a trace. 
In the vast regions of the Moslem's power, — 
Regions, to intellect a desert space, 
A wild without a fountain or a flower, 
Where towers oppression 'midst the deepening 
glooms, 
As dark and lone ascends the cypress 'midst the 
tombs. 

XXXVI. 

Alas for thee, fair Greece ! when Asia poured 
Her fierce fanatics to Byzantium's wall. 
When Europe sheathed, in apathy, her sword. 
And heard unax>ved the fated city's call. 
No bold crusaderM ranged their serried line 
Of spears and baniicrrt round a falling throne 
And thou, O last and noblest Constantino !(I4) 
Didst meet the storm unshrioking and ak>iie. 
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Oh ! blest to die in fipeedora, though in vain, 
Thine empire's proud exchange the grave, and not 
the cnain. 

XXX Vil. 
Hushed is Byzantium — 't is the dead of night — 
The closing night of that imperial race \{IS) 
And allii vigil — but the eye of light 
Shall soon unfold, a wilder scene to trace : 
There is a murmuring stillness on the train, 
Thronging the midnight streets, at mom to die; 
And'to the cross, in fair Sophia's fane. 
For the last time b raised Devotion's eye ; 
And, in his heart while faith's bright virions 
rise, 
There kneels the high-souled prince, the summoned 
of the 



XXXVIII. 

Day bleaks in light and glory — ^'t is the hour 
Of conflict and of fiite — the war-note calls — 
Despair hath lent a stem, delirious power 
To the brave few that guard the rampart walls. 
Far over Mamora's waves th' artillery's peal 
Proclaims an empire's doom in every note ; 
Tambour and trumpet swell the clash of steel, 
Round spire and dome the clouds of battle float ; 
From camp and wave rush on the crescent's host. 
And the Seven TowerB(16) are scaled, and all is 
won and lost. 

XXXIX. 

Then, Glreeoe ! the tempest roee, that burst on 

thee, 
Land of the bard, the warrior, and the sage ! 
Oh I where were then thy sons, the great, the 

freel 

Whose deeds are guiding-etars from age to age 7 
Though firm thy battlements of crags and snows, 
And bright the memory of thy days of pride, 
In mountain might though Corinth's fortress 

rose, 
On, unresisted, rolled th' invading tide! 
Oh ! vain the rock, the rampart, and the tower. 
If Freedom guard them not with Mind's uncon- 

qoered power. 

XL. 

When were th' avengers then, whose viewless 

might 
Preserved inviolate their awful fane,(17) 
When through the steep defiles to Delphi's 

height,. 
In martial splendor poured the Persian's traini 
Then did those mighty and mysterious Powers, 
Armed with the elements, to vengeance wake. 
Call the dread storms to darken round their tow- 
ers, 
Hart down theiocks, and bidthe thnndefs break; 



Till far around, with deep and fearful clang, 
Sounds of unearthly war through wild Parnassus 
rang. 

XLI. 

Where was the spirit of the victor-throng, 
Whose tombs are glorious by Scamander's tide. 
Whose names are bright in everlasting song. 
The lords of war, the praised, tlic deified 1 
Wlierc he, the hero of a thousand lays, 
Who from the dead at Marathon aro8e(I8) 
All armed ; and beaming on th' Athenian's gaze, 
A battle-meteor, guided to their foosl 
Or they whose forms, to Alaric's awe-struck 
eye,(19) 
Hovering o'er Athens, blazed, in airy panoply? 

XLII. 
Ye slept, oh heroes! chief ones of the earth !(90) 
High demt-gods of ancient days ! ye slept. 
Their lived no spark of your ascendant worth, 
When o'er your land the victor Moslem swept; 
No patriot then the sons of freedom led, 
In mountain-pai» devotedly to die ; 
The martyr«pirit of resolve .was fled. 
And the high soul's unconquered buoyancy; 
And by your graves, and on your baUle-ploins, 
Warriors I your children knelt, to wear the stran- 
ger's chains. 

XLIII. 

Now have your trophies vanished, and your 

homes ^ 

Are mouldered from the .earth, while scarce re- 
main 
E'en the faint traces of the ancient tombs 
That mark where sleep the slayers or the slain. 
Your deeds are with the deeds of glory flown, 
The lyres are hushed that swelled your fame 

afar, 
The halls that echoed to their sounds are gone, 
Perished the conquering weapons of your 

war;(21) 
And if a massy stone your names retain, 
'T is but to tell your sons, for them yo died in vain. 

XLIV. 

Yet, where some lone sepulchral relic stands, 
That with those names tradition hallows yet, 
Oft shall the wandering eon of other lands 
Linger in solemn thought and hushed regret. 
And still have legends marked the lonely spot 
Where low the dust of Agamemnon lies; 
And shades of kings and leaders unfocgot, 
HoVering around, to fancy's vision rise. 
Souls of the heroes ! seek your rest again. 
Nor mark how. changed the reahns that saw your 
gk»7'8 reign. 
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XLV. 
Lo, where th' Albanian spreads his despot sway 
0*er Thessaly's rich vales and glowing plains, 
Whose sons in sullen abjectncss obey, 
Nor lift the hand indignant at its chains : 
Oh ! doth the land that gave Achilles birth, 
And many a chief of old, illustrious line. 
Yield not one spirit of unconquered worth, 
To kindle those that now in bondage pine 1 
No ! on its mountain-air is slavery's breath, 
And terror chills the hearts whose uttered plaints 
were death. 

XLVI. 
Yet if thy light, fair Freedom, rested there, 
How rich in charms were that romantic clime, 
With stieams, and woods, and pastoral valleys 

fair. 
And walled with mountains, haughtily sublime. 
Heights, that might well be deemed the Muses' 

reign. 
Since, claimkig proud alliance with the skies. 
They lose in loftier spheres their wild domain ; 
Meet home for those retired divinities 
That love, where nought of earth may e'er in- 
trude, 
Biightly to dwell on high, in lonely sanctitude. 

XLVIL 
There in rude grandeur, daringly ascends 
Stem Pindus, rearing many a pine-clad height; 
He with the ck>uds his bleak dominion blends, 
Frowning o'er vales, in woodland verdure bright. 
Wild and august in consecrated pride, 
There through the deep-blue heaven Olympus 

towers, 
Girdled with misU, light-floating as to hide 
The rock-built palace of immortal powers*, 
Where far on high the sunbeam finds repose, 
Asxudst th' eternal pomp of forests and of snows. 

XLVIII. - 
Thnse savage cliflfs and solitudes might seem 
The chosen haunts where Freedom's foot would 

roam; 
She k)ve8 to dwell by glen and torrent-stream, 
And make the rocky fastnesses her home. 
And in the rushing of the mountainrflood, 
In the wild eagle's solitary cry. 
In sweeping winds that peal through cave and 

wood, 
Tbeie is a voice of stem sublimity. 
That swells her spirit to a loftier mood 
Of solemn joy severe, of power, of fortitude. 

XLIX. 

But from those hills the radiance of her smile 
Hath vuiished long, her step hath fled afar; 



O'er Suli's frowning rocks she paused awhile,(22) 
Kindling the watch-fires of the mountain- war ; 
And brightly glowed her ardent spirit there, 
Still brightest 'midst privation; o'er distress 
It cast romantic splendour, and despair 
But ftuined that beacon of the wilderness; 
And rude ravine, and precipice, and dell 
Sent their deep echoes forth, her rallying voice to 
swell. 

L. 
Dark children of the hills I 't was then ye wrought 
Deeds of fierce daring, rudely, sternly grand ; 
As 'midst your craggy citadels ye fought, 
And woman mingled with your warrior-band. 
Then on the cliff the frantic mother stood(23) 
High o'er the river's darkly-rolling-wave, 
And hurled, in dread delirium, to the flood, 
Her firee-born infant, ne'er to be a slave. 
For all was lost— all, save the power to die 
The wild, indignant death of savage liberty. 

LI. 
Now is thai strife a tale of vanished days, 
With mightier things forgotten soon to lie; 
Yet ofl hath minstrel sung, in lofty lays. 
Deeds less adventurous, energies less high. 
And the dread struggle's fearful memory still 
O'er each wild rock a wilder aspect throws ; 
Sheds darker shadows o'er the frowning hill, 
More solemn quiet o'er the glen's repose ; 
Lends to the rustling pines a deeper moan. 
And the hoarse river's voice aburmur not its own. 

Lll. 
For stillness now—the stillness of the dead. 
Hath wrapt that conflict's lone and awful scene, 
And man's forsaken homes, in rain spread, 
Tell where the storming of the cliffs hath been. 
And there, o'er pastes magnificently mde, 
What race may rove, unconscious of the chain 1 
Those realms have now no desert unsubdu^, 
Where Freedom's banner may be reared again. 
Sunk are the ancient dwellings of her fame, 
The children of her sons inherit but their name. 

LIII. 
Go, seek proud Sparta's monuments and 

fanes! 
In scattered fragments o'er the vale they lie I 
Of all they were not e'en enough remains 
To lend thdr fall a mournful majesty .(24) 
Birth-place of those whose names we first re* 

vered 
In song and story — temple of the free ! 
Oh thou, the stern, the haughty, and the feared, 
Are such thy relics, and can this be theel 
Thou shouldst have left a giant-wreck behind, 
And e'en in ruin claimed the wonder of mankind 
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LIV. 

For thine were Bpiiits cast in other mould 
Than all beside-— and proved by ruder test; 
They stood alone— 4he proud, the £rm, the bold, 
With the same seal indelibly imprest 
Theirs were no bright varieties of mind, 
One image stamped the rough, colossal race, 
In rugged grandeur frowning o'er mankind. 
Stem, and disdainful of etlch milder grace. 
As to the sky some mighty rock may tower, 
Whose front can brave the storm, but will not 
rear the flower. 

LV. 

Such were thy sons — their life a battle-day! 
Their youth one lesson how for thee to die! 
Closed is that task, and they have passed away 
Like softer beings trained to aims less high. 
Yet bright on earth tfieir fame who proudly fell, 
True to their shields, the champions of thy 

cause. 
Whose funeral colunm bade the stranger tell 
How died the brave, obedient to thy laws!('25) 
O k)fty mother of heroic worth. 
How couldst thou live to bring a meaner ofik]pring 
Ibithi 

LVI. 

Hadst thou but perished with the fine, nor 

known 
A second race, when Glory's noon went by, 
Then had thy name in single brightness shone 
A watch-woid on the hehn of liberty I 
Thou shouldst have passed with all thy light of 

fame, 
And proudly sunk in ruins, not in chains. 
But slowly set thy star 'midst clouds of shame, 
And tyrants roee amidst thy falling fanes ; 
And thou, surrounded by thy warriors' graves, 
Hast drained the bitter cup once mingled finr thy 
slaves. 

LVII. 

Now all b o'er — ^for thee alike are flown 
Freedom's bright noon, and slavery's twilight 

cloud; 
And in thy fall, as in thy pride, alone, 
Deep solitude is round thee, as a shroud. 
Home of Leonidas! thy halls are low, 
From their cold altan have thy Lares fled, 
O'er thee unmarked the sun-beams fade or gk>w, 
And wild flowers wave, unbent by human tread, 
And 'midst thy silence, as the grave's profound, 
A vcMce, a step would seem as some unearthly 
sound. 

LVIII. 
Taygetitt still lifts his awful brow, 
Higho^or the mooldering city of the dead, 



Sternly sublime; while o'er his robe of snow 
Heaven's floating tints their warm suffusions 

spread. 
And yet his rippling wave Eurotas leads 
By tombs and ruins o'er the silent plain, 
While whispering there, his own wild graceful 

reeds 
RLm as of old, when haileil by classic strain; 
There the rose-laurels still in beauty wave,(26) 
And a frail shrub survives to bloom o'er S[mrta's 

grave. 

LIX. 

Oh I thus it is wfth man — a tree, a flower, 
While nations perish, still renews its race, 
And o'er the fallen records of his power 
Spreads in wild pomp, or smiles in fairy grace. 
The laurel shoots when those have passed away 
•Once rivals for its crown, the brave, the free ; 
The rose is flourishing o'er beauty's clay, 
The myrtle blows when love hath ceased to be 
Green waves the bay when song and bard an 
fled, 
And all that round us blooms, is blooming o'er the 
dead. 

LX. 

And still the olive spreads its foliage round 

Morea's fallen sanctuaries and towers. 

Once its green boughs Minerva's votaries crown- 

ed. 
Deemed a meet offering for celestial powers. 
The suppliant's hand its holy branches bore ;(27) 
They waved around th' Olympic victor's head; 
And, sanctified by many a rite of yore, 
Its leaves the Spartan's honored bier o'erspread: 
Those rites have vanished — ^but o'er vale and hill 
Its fruitful groves arise, revered and halbwed 

stiU.(28) 

LXI. 

Where now thy shrines, Eleusb! where thy 

fane 
Of fearful visions, mysteries wild and highl 
The pomp of rites, the sacrificial train. 
The long procession's awful pageantry? 
Cluenched is the torch of Cere8(29) — all around 
Decay hath spread the stillness of her reign, 
There hever more shall choral hymns resound, 
O'er the hushed earth and solitary main ; 
Whose wave firom Salamis deserted flows, 
To bathe a silent shore of desolate repose. 

LXII. 

And oh ! ye secret and terrific powen, 
Dark oracles! in depth of groves that dwelt, 
How are they sunk, the alton of your bowers. 
Where Superstition trembled as she knelt! 
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Ye, the unknown, the viewlesa ones I that made 
The elements your voice, the wind and wave; 
Spirits ! wboee influence darkened many a shade, 
Mysterious visitants of fount and cave ! 
How long your power the awe^struck nations 
swayed. 

How k>ng eaith dreamt of you, and shudderingly 
obeyed! 

LXIII. 

And say, what marvel, in those eariy daya^ 
While yet the light of heaven-bom truth was 

not, 
If man around him cast a fearful gaze. 
Peopling with shadowy powers each dell and 

grot? 
Awful if Nature in her savage forms, 
Her solemn voice commanding in its might. 
And mystery then was in the rush of storms. 
The gloom of woods, the majesty of night; 
And mortals heard fate's language in the blast, 
And reared your forest^shrines, ye phantoms of 
the past! 

LXIV. 

Then through the foliage not a breeze might 

sigh 
But with prophetic sound — a waving tree, 
A meteor fla^ng o'er the summer sky, 
A bird's wild flight, revealed the things to be. 
All spoke of unseen natures and conveyed 
Their inspiration ; still they hovered round, 
Hallowed the temple, whispered through the' 

shade, 
Pervaded loneliness, gave soul to sound ; 
Of them the fount, the forest, murmured still, ' 
Their voice was' in the stream, their fix>tBtep on 
the hill. 

LXV. 

Now is the train of Superstition flown, 
Unearthly Beings walk on earth no more; 
The deep wind swells with no portentous tone. 
The n'iSthng wood breathes no fatidic lore, 
Fled are the phantoms of Livadia's cave, 
There dwell no shadows, but of crag and steep; 
Fount of Oblivion! iii thy gushing wave,(30) 
That murmurs nigh, those powers of terror 

sleep. 
Oh ! that such dreams alone had fled that clime. 
But Greece is changed in all that could be changed 

by time! 

LXVl. 

Her skies are thos« whence many a mighty bard 
Caught inspiration, glorious as their beams: 
Her hills the same that heroes died to guard. 
Her voles, that fostered art's divinest dreams ! 



But that bright spirit o'er the land that shone, 
And all ai^und pervading influence poured, 
That lent the harp of ^schylus its tone, 
And proudly hallowed Laoedsmon's sword. 
And guided Phidias o'er the yielding stone. 
With them its axdorus lived— with them its light is 
flown. 

LXVII. 

Thebes, Corinth, Argos!— ye, renowned of old, 
Where are your chiefs of high romantic name 7 
How soon the tale of ages may be told ! 
A page, a verse, records the fall of fame, 
The work of centuries — we gaze on you. 
Oh cities ! once the glorious and the free, 
The lofly tales that charmed our youth renew, 
And wondering ask, if these their scenes could 

bel 
Search for the classic fane, the regal tomb. 
And find the mosque alone — a record of their 
doom I 

LXVIli. 
How 6ft hath war his host of spoilers poured, 
Fair Elis ! o'er thy consecrated vales 1(31) 
There have the sunbeams glanced on spear and 

sword. 
And banners floated on the balmy gales. 
Once didst thou smile, secure in sanctitude 
As some enchanted isle 'mid stormy seas; 
On thee no hostile footstep might intrude. 
And pastoral sounds' alone were on thy breeze. 
Forsaken home of peace ! that spell is broke. 
Thou too hast heard the storm and bowed beneath 
the yoke. 

LXIX. 

And through Arcadia's wild and lone retreats 
Far other sounds have echoed than the strain 
Of faun and dryad, from their woodland seats, 
Or.ancient reed of peaceful mountain-swain ! 
There, though at times Alpheus yet surveys. 
On his green banks renewed, the classic dance. 
And nymph-like forms, and wild melodious lays^ 
Revive the sylvan scenes of old romance ; 
Yet brooding fear and dark suspicion dwell, 
'Midst Pan's deserted haunts^ by fountain, ca\e, 
and delL 

LXX, 

But thou, fair Attica I whose rocky bound 
All art and nature's richest gifts enshrined^ 
Thou little sphere, whose soul-illumined round 
Concentrated each sunbeam of the mind ; 
Who, as the summit of some Alpine height 
Glows earliest, latest, with the blush of day. 
Didst first imbibe the splendours of the tight. 
And smile the longest in its lingering ray ;(33) 
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Oh! let m gaze on thee, and fondly deem 
The past awhile restored, the present but a dream. 

LXXI. 

Let Fancy's viyid hoeii awhile prevail — 
Wake at her call — ^be all thou wert onoe more ! 
Hark, hjrmns of triumph swell on every gale! 
Lo, bright prooenions move along thy shore I 
Again thy temples 'midst the olive-shade, 
Lovely in chaste simplicity arise ; 
And graceftil monuments, in grove and glade, 
Catch the warm tints of thy resplendent skies ; 
And sculptured finrms, of high and heavenly 
mien, 
Id their calm beauty smile, around the sun-bright 



LXXII. 

Again renewed by thought's creatiTe spellsi 
In all her pomp thy city, Theseus ! towers : 
Within, around, the light of glory dwells 
On ait's fair fabrics, wisdora's holy bowers. 
Their marble fanes in finished grace ascend, 
The pencil's world of life and beauty glows ; 
Shrines, pillars, porticoes, in grandeur blend, 
Rich with the trophies of barbaric foes ; 
And groves of platans wave in verdant pride, 
The sage's blest retreats, by calm Ilissus' Ude. 

LXXIII. 
Bright as that fidry vision of the wave, 
Raised by the magic of Morgapa's wand,(33) 
On summer seas, that undulating lave 
Romantic Sicily's Arcadian strand ; 
That pictured scene of airy oobnnades, 
Light palaces, in shadowy gbry drest, 
Enchanting groves, and temples, and arcades, 
Gleaming and floating on the ocean's breast; 
Athens 1 thus fair the dream of thee appears, 
As Fancy's eye pervades the veiling doud of years. 

LXXIV. 

Still be that cloud withdrawn — oh! mark on 

high, 
Crowning yon hill, vvith temples richly graced. 
That fane, august in perfect symmetry, 
The purest model of Athenian taste. 
Fair Parthenon ! thy Doric pillars rise 
In simple dignity, thy marble's hue 
Unsullied shines, relieved by brilliant skies, 
That round thee spread their deep ethereal blue ; 
And art o'er all thy light proportions throws 
The harmony of grace, the beauty of repose. 

LXXV. 

And lovely o'er thee sleeps the sunny glow, 
When mom and eve in tranquil splendour reign. 
And on thy sculptures, as they smile, bestow 
Hoes that the pencil emulates in vain. 



Then the fair forms by Phidias wrought, unfold 
Each latent grace, developing in light, 
Catch from soft clouds of purple and of gold, 
Each tint that passes, tremulously bright ; 
And seem indeed whate'er devotion deems. 
While so suffused with heaven, so mingling with 
its beams. 

LXXVI. 
But oh ! what words the visbn may portray, 
The form of sanctitude that guards thy shrine 1 
There stands thy goddess, robed in war's array, 
Supremely glorious, awfully divine 1 
With spear and helm she stands, and flowing 

vest, 
And sculptured egis, to perfection wrought. 
And on each heavenly lineament imprest, 
Cahnly sublime, the majesty of thought ; 
The pure intelligence, the chaste repose, — 
All that a poet's dream around Minerva throws. 

Lxxvn. 

Bright age of Pericles ! let fancy still ^ 
Through Time's deep shadows all thy splendour 

trace. 
And in each work of art's consummate skill 
Hail the firee spirit of thy lofty race. 
That spirit, roused by every proud reward. 
That hope could picture, glory could bestow. 
Fostered by all the sculptor and the bard 
Could give of immortality below. 
Thus were thy heroes formed, ando'ertheir naoM 
Thus did thy genius shed imperishable fame. 

LXXVIII. 
Mark in the thronged Ceramieos, the train 
Of mourners weeping o'er the martyred brave : 
Proud be the tears devoted to the slain, 
Holy the amaranth strewed upon their grave !(34) 
And hark — unrivalled eloquence prodaims 
Their deeds^ their trophies, with triumphant 

voice! 
Hark! Pericles records their honoured names!(36) 
Sons of the fallen, in their lot rejoice : 
What hath life brighter than so bright a doom ? 
What power hath fate to soil the garlands of the 

tombi 

LXXIX. 
Praise to the valiant dead ! fbr them doth art 
Exhaust her skill, their triumphs bodying forth; 
Theirs are enshrined names, and every heart 
Shall bear the blazoned impress of their worth. 
Bright on the dreams of youth their fkme shall 

rise, 
Their fields of fight shall epic song record, 
And when the voice of battle rends the skies. 
Their name shall be their country's rallying 

word! 
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While fane and column rise august to tell 
How Athens honours those for her who proudly 
feU. 

LXXX. 

City of Theseus ! bursting on the mind, 
Thus dost thou rise, in all thy glpry fled I 
Thus guarded by the mighty of mankind, 
Thus hallowed by the memory of the dead : 
Alone in beauty and renown — a scene 
Whose tints are drawn from freedom's loveliest 

ray. 
'T is but a vision now — ^yet thou hast been 
More than the brightest vision might portray ; 
And every stone, with but a vestige fraught 
Of thee, hath latent power to wake some lofty 

thought 

LXXXI. 

Fallen are thy fabrics, that so oft have rung 
To choral melodies, and tragic lore ; 
Now is the lyre of Sophocles unstrung, 
The song that hails Harmodius peals no more. 
Thy proud Pineus is a desert strand, 
Thy stately shrines are mouldering on their hill. 
Closed are the triumphs of the sculptor's hand, 
The magic voice of eloquence is still ; 
Minerva's veil is Teni(Q6) — ^her image gone, 
Silent the sage's bower — the warrior's tomb o'er- 
thrown. 

LXXXII. 

Yet in decay thine exquisite remains 
Wondering we view, and silently revere 
As traces left on earth's foiBaken plains 
By vanished beings of a nobler sphere ! 
Not all the old magnificence of Rome, 
All that dominion there hath left to time, 
Proud Coliseum, or commapding dome, 
Triumphal arch, or obelysk sublime, 
Can bid such reverence o'er the spirit steal. 
As aught by thee imprest with beauty's plastic 
seal 

LXXXIII. 
Though still the empress of the svm-bumt waste, 
Palmyra rises, desolately grand — 
Though with rich golu(37) and massy sculpture 

graced. 
Commanding still, Persepolis may stand 
In haughty solitude — though sacred Nile 
The first-born temples of the world surveys, 
And many an awful and stupendous pile 
Thebes of the hundred gates e'en yet displays ; 
City of Pericles! oh, who like thee 
Can teach how fidr the works of mortal hand may 

bel 



, LXXXIV. 

Thou led*st the way to that illumined sphere 
Where sovereign beauty dwells; and thenoe 

didst bear 
Oh, still triumphant in that high career! 
Bright archetypes of all the grand and fair. 
And still to thee th' enlightened mind hath ilown^ 
As to her country ; — thou hast been to earth 
A cynosure: — and, e'en from victory's throne, 
Imperial Rome gave homage to thy worth; 
And nations rising to their fame afar, - 
Still to thy model turn, as seamen to their star. 

LXXXV. 

Glory to those whose relics thus arrest 
The gaze of ages ! Glory to the free ! 
For they, they only, could have thus imprest 
Their mighty image on the years to be! 
Empires and cities in oblivion lie. 
Grandeur may vanish, conquest be /orgot: — 
To leave on earth renown that can not die, 
Of high-souled genius is th' unrivalled lot. 
Honour to thee,. O Athens! thou hast shown 
What mortals may attain, and seized the palm 
alone. 

LXXXVI. 

Oh! live there those who view with scornful 

eyes 
All that attests the brightness of thy prime! 
Yes; they who dwell beneath thy lovely skies, 
And breathe th' inspiring ether of thy dime! 
Their path is o'er the mightiest of the dead, 
Their homes are 'midst the works of noblest 

arts; 
Yet all around their gaze, beneath their tread, 
Not one proud thrill of loftier thought imparts. 
Such are the conquerors of Minerva's land. 
Where geni^ first revealed the triumphs of his 
hand! 

LXXXVII. 

For them in vain the glowing light may smile, 
O'er the pale marble, colouring's warmth to 

shed, 
And in chaste beauty many a sculptured pile 
StiU o'er the dust of heroes lift its head. 
No patriot feeling binds them to the soil, 
Whose tombs and shrines their fathers have not 

reared. 
Their glance b cold indifterenoe, and their toil 
But to destroy what ages have revered, 
As if exulting sternly to erase 
Whate'er nught prove tkat land had nursed a no- 
bler race. 
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LXXXVIII. 

And who may grieve, that rescued from their 

hands, 
SpoOers of exceUenoe and foes to art, 
Thy relics, Athens ! home to other lands, 
Claim homage still to thee from every heart? 
Though now no more th' exploring stranger's 

sight, 
Fixed in deep reverence on Minerva's fane. 
Shall hail, beneath their native heaven of light. 
All that remained of forms adored in vain; 
A few short years — and, vanished from the 



To Mend with classic dust their proudest lot had 



LXXXIX. 

Fair Parthenon! yet still must fancy weep 
For thee, thou work of nobler spirits flown. 
Bright, asof okl, the sunbeams o'er thee sleep 
In all their beauty still — and thine is gone ! 
Empires have sunk since thou wert fint revered, 
And vaiying rites have sanctified thy shrine. 
The dust is round thee of the race that reared 
Thy walls , and thou — their fate must soon be 

thine! 
But when shall earth again exult to see 
Visions divine like theirs renewed in aught like 
thee? 

XC. 

Lone are thy pillars now — each passing gale 
Sighs o'er them as a spirit's voice, which moaned 
That loneliness, and told the plaintive tale 
Of the bright synod once above them throned. 
Mourn, graceful ruin! on thy sacred hill, 
Thy gods, thy rites, a kindred fate have shared: 
Yet art thou honoured in each fragment still, 
That wasting years and barbarous hands had 

s|)ared; 
Each hallowed stone, from rapine's fury borne. 
Shall wake bright drenms of thee in ages yet an- 
bom. 

XCI. 

Yes; in those firagments, though by time de- 
faced. 
And rude insensate conquerors, yet remains 
An that may charm th' enlightened eye of taste, 
On shores where still inspiring freedom reigns. 
As vital fragrance breathes from every part 
Of the crushed myrtle, or the bruised rose, 
E'en thus th' essential energy of art, 
There in each wreck imperishably gtows !(38) 
The soul of Athens lives in every line, 
Pervading brightly still the ruins of her shrine. 



xcn. 

Mark^-on the storied frieze the graceful train. 
The holy festival's triumphal throng, 
In fair procession, to Minerva's fane. 
With many a sacred symbol move along. 
There every shade of bright existence trace, 
The fire of youth, the dignity of age ; 
The matron's calm austerity of grace, 
The ardent warrior, the benignant sage; 
The nymph's light symmetry, the chiefs proud 
mien. 
Each ray of beauty caught and mingled in the 



XCIII. 

Art unobtrunve there ennobles fbrm,(39) 
Each pure, chaste outline exquisitely flows; 
There e'en the steed, with bold expression 

waTm,(40) 
Is clothed with majesty, with being glows. 
One mighty mind hath harmonized the whole; 
Those varied groups the same bright impress 

bear; 
One beam and essence of exalting soul 
Lives in the grand, the delicate, the fair; 
And well that pageant of the glorious dead 
Blends us with nobler days, and loftier spirits fled. 

XCIV. 

O conquering Genius ! that couldst thus detain 
The subtle graces, fkding as they rise,- 
Eternalize expression's fleeting reign, 
Arrest warm life in all its energies, 
And fix them on the stone— thy glorious k>t 
Might wake ambition's envy, and create 
Powers half divine: while nations are forgot, 
A thought, a dream of thine hath vanquished 

fatel 
And when thy hand first gave its wonders birth. 
The realms that hail them now seitroe daimed a 
name on earth. 

XCY. 

Wert thou some spirit of a purer sphere 
But once beheld, and never to return? 
No— we may hail again thy bright career, 
Again on earth a kindred fire shall bum ! 
Though thy least relics, e'en in ruin,vbear 
A stamp of heaven, that ne'er hath been re- 
newed — 
A light inherent — let not man despair: 
Still be hope ardent, patience unsubdued : 
For still ii nature fidr, and thought divine. 
And art hath won a world in models pure as 
thme.(41) 
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XCVI. 
Gaze on yon forms, corroded and defaced— 
Yet there the germ of future glory lies ! 
Their virtual grandeur could not be erased, 
It clothes them still, though veile<l from comifion 

eyes. 
They once were gods and heroes(42)— and be- 
held 
As the blest guardians of their native scene ; 
And hearts of warriors, sages, bards, have swelled 
With awe that owned their sovereignty of mien 
— Ages have vanished since those hearts were 
cold, 

And still those shattered forms retain their godlike 
mould. 

xcvn. 

'Midst their bright kindred, from their marble 

throne. 
They have looked down on thousand storms of 

time; 
Surviving power and fame and freedom flown, 
They still remained, still tranquilly sublime ! 
Till mortal hands the heavenly conclave marred. 
Th' Olympian groups have sunk, and are forgot ; 
Not e'en their dust could weeping Athens guard- 
— But these were destined to a nobler lot ! 
And they have borne, to light another land, 
The quenchless ray that soon shall gloriously ex- 
pand. 

xcvin. 

Phidias I supreme in thought 1 what hand but 

thine, . 
Inhuman works thus blending earth and heaven. 
O'er nature's truth hath shed that grace divine, 
To mortal form immortal grandeur given 1 
What soul but thine, infusing all its power, 
In these last monuments of matchless days, 
Could from their ruins, bid young Genius tower, 
Ajad Hope aspire to more exalted praise 1 
And guide deep thought to that secluded height, 
Where excellence is throned, in purity of light. 

XCIX. 
And who can tell how pure, how bright a flame. 
Caught from these models, may illume the west? 
What British Angelo may rise to fame,(43) 
On the free isle what beams of art may rest 7 
Deem not, O England ! that by climes confined, 
Grenius and taste diffuse a partial ray;(44) 
Deem not th' eternal energies of mind 
Swayed by that sun whose doom is but decay 1 
Shall thought be fostered but by skies serene? 
No ! thou hast power to be what Athens e'er hath 
been. 



O'er whose young ardours, had thy smile but 

shone. 
Their soaring flight had left a world behind 
And many agilled hand, that might have wrought 
To Grecian excellence the breathing stone, 
Or each pure grace of Raphael's pencil caught, 
Leaving no record of its power, is gone ! 
While thou hast fondly sought, on distant coast, 
Gkms far less rich than those, thus precious, and 
thus lost. 

CI. 

Yet rise, O Land in all but Art alone, 
Bid the sole wreath thai is not thine be won ! 
Fame dwells araund thee — Grenius is thine own ; 
Call his rich blooms to life — ^be Thou their Sun ! 
So, should dark ages o'er thy glory sweep. 
Should thine e'er be as now are Grecian plains, 
Nations unborn shall track thine own blue deep, 
To hail thy shore, to worship thy remains ; 
Thy mighty monuments with reverence trace, 
And cry, " This ancient soil hath nursed a glori- 
ous race 1" 



But thine are treasures oft unprized, unknown, 
And cold neglect hath blighted many a mind. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 157, col. 1. 

Round Doric Fteeium's solitary fanea 

" The Paestan rose, from its peculiar fragrance 
and the singularity of blowing twice a year, is of- 
ten mentioned by the classic poets. T he wild rose, 
which now shoots up among the ruins, is of the 
small single damask kind, with a vefy high per- 
fume ; as a farmer assured me on the spt, it flow- 
ers both in spring and autumn." — Sinnbume^a 
'Vravels in the Two Sicilies. 

Note 2, page 157, col. 2. 

Swelled o'er that lido— the sou of battle sleep. 

In the naval engagements of the Greeks, ."it 
was usual for the soldiers before the fight to sing a 
pean, or hymn, to Mars, and after the fight ano- 
ther to Apollo." — See Potter's Antiquities of 
Greece^ vol. ii. p. 155. 

Note 3, page 158, coL 1. 
Ber own bright East, thy son, Moraa I flies. 



The emigration of the natives of the Moroa to 
different parts of Asia is thus mentioned by Cha- 
teaubriand in his " Itindraire dc Parisa J6rusalem." 
— " Parvenu au dernier degr6 du malheur, le 
Moraite s'arrache dc son pays, et va chcrchcr en 
Asie un sort moins rigoureaz. Vain espoir ! U 
retrouve des cadis et des pachas jusques dans lea 
sables de Jourdain et dans lea deserts de Palmyre." 
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Note 4, page 158, ool. L 

'Wilt tlKNi noelTe th0 WBodflNr to thins anniL 

In the eaiM work, ChateaHbriand aiso relate* 

hia having met with several Greeli emigrants who 

hjul estabiiflhed themselves in the woods of Florida. 

Notd 5, page 158, col. 2. 
And Ubs of flowen^ brightrfloaiiog o'er the tii!^ 
" La gnce est toujours unie k la magnificence 
dans Ic8 scenes de la nature : et tandisque le cou- 
rant du miliea entraine vera la mer les cadavres 
des pins et des chdnes, on voit sur les deux courans 
lat^raux remonter le long des rivages des lies 
flottantes de Pistia et de Nenuphar, dont les roses 
jaunes s'eldvent eomme de petits papillons." — 
DeacHption of the banka qfthe Missiasippif Cha- 
Uavbriand^a " Aiola:*, 

Note 6, page 159, col. 1. 
Wild, as wiMD suaK bjr budi of elder dme. 

"Looking generally at the narrowness and 
abruptness of this mountain-channel (Tempe) And 
contraflting it with the course of the Peneus, through 
the plains of Thessaly, the imagination instantly 
recun to the tradition that these plains were once 
covered with water for which some convulsion of 
nature had subsequently opened this narrow pas- 
sage. The term vale^ in our language, is usually 
employed to describe scenery in which the predo- 
minant features are breadth, beauty, and repose. 
The reader has already perceived that the term is 
wholly inapplicable |o the scenery at this spot, and 
that the phrase vtde of Tempe is one that depends 

on poetic fictiop. The real character of 

Tempe, though it perhaps be less beautiful, yet 
possesses more of magnificence than is implied in 

the epithet giVen to it. To those who 

have visited St. Vincent's rocks, below Bristol, 1 
can not convey a more suflicient idea of Tempe, 
than by saying that its scenery resembles, though 
on a much larger scale, that of the former place. 
The Peneus indeed, as it flows through the valley, 
is not greatly wider than the Avon ; and the chan- 
nel between the cliffs is equally contracted in its 
dimensions ; but these clifi& themselves are much 
loftier and more precipitous, and project their vast 
masses of rock with still more exlraordinaiy abrupt- 
ness over the hollow beneath." — Holland's Travels 
in Albanuij 4*c. . 



projecting angles on the vast perpendicalar faeee 
of tbe rock which they present towaids the chasm; 
where tbe surface renders it pontble, the summits 
and ledges of the rocks are for the most part coveiw 
ed with small wood, chiefly oak, with the arbutus 
and other shrubs. On the banks of the river, 
wherever there is a small interval between the war 
ter and the clifis, it is covered by the rich and widely 
spreading foliage of the plane, the oak, and other 
forest trees, which in tliese situations have attained 
a remarkable size, and in various places extend 
their shadow far over the channel of the stream." 

— ' .— " The rocks on each aide the vale of 

Tempe are evidently the same ; what may be call- 



Note 7, page 159, col 1. 
Yean^ that have changed thy river'fl claaric name. 
The modern name of the Peneus is Salympria. 

Note 8, page 159, col. 1. 
Where the rich arbute's coral berries glow. 
" Towards the lower part of Tempe, these cliflfs 
are peaked in a very singular manner, and fi)rm 



ed, I believe, a coarse bluish gray marble, with veins 
and portiqns of the rock, in which the marble is 
of Qner quality."— flbZ/flnrf'* Travels in Albanick, 

Note 9, page 159, col. 2. 
Where Oneee her councils held, her Pythian vioton crowned. 
The Amphictyonic council was convened in 
spring and autumn at Delphi or Thermopyls, and 
presided at the Pythian games, which were cele- 
brated at Delphi every fifth year. 

Note 10, page 159, col. 2. 
Boom the wild laureb o'er the wariUCe dead. 
" This spot (the field of Mantinea) on which so 
many brave men were laid to rest, is now covered 
with rosemary and laurels." — Pou^ueville*s Tra- 
vels in the Morea. 

Note 11, page 160, col. 3. 

Where the dark upas taints the gale araund. 

For the accounts of the upas or poison-tree of 

Java, now generally believed to be fiibulous, or 

greatly exaggerated, see the notes to Darwin's Bo- 

tamc Garden. 

Note 13, page 160, col. 3. 
Its sculpnired IIoim^ richly wrought areadea 
" The court roost to be admired of the Alhambra 
is that called the court of the Lions ; it is orna- 
mented with sixty elegant pillars of an architec- 
ture which bears not the least resemblance to any 
of the known orders, and might be called the Ara- 
bian order. But its principal ornament, 



and that firom which it took its name, is an ala- 
baster cup six feet in diameter, supported by twelve 
lionS) which is said to have been made in imitation 
of the Brazen Sea of Solomon's temple." — Bout' 
goann^s Travels in Spain, 

Note 13, page 160, col. 2. 
Bright as that Pleiad sphered In Meoca** fkne. 
" Sept des plus fameux parmi les anciens podtes 
Aiabiques, sent d68ign6s par les dcnvains orien- 
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taiix aoos le nom de Pleiade Arabiquef at leun 
ouvrages 6toient suapendus autour de la Caaba, ou 
Mosque de la Meoque.^ — Stamondi. IMteroture 
du Midi» 

Note 14, page I60» col. 2. 

And thou, Olastand noblest OomataiitiDei 

*< The distress and fell of the last Constantine 

are more glorious than the long prosperity of the 

Byzantine Cssara." — Gibbon'3 Decline and Fhll^ 

<fi. vol. xii. p. 226. 

Note 15, page 161, col. 1. 

Tbe closb^ night of that imperial race ! 
See the description of the night previous to the 
taking of Constantinople by Mahomet ll.^^Gib- 
6on, vol. xii. p. 225. 

Note 16, page 161, col. 1. 
And the Seven Towera an scaled, and all Is won and losL 
" This building (the Castle of the Seven Tow 
ers) is mentioned as early as the sixth century of 
the Christian era, as a spot which contributed to 
the defence of Constantinople, and it was the prin- 
cipal bulwark of the town on the coast of the Pro- 
pontis, in the la|st periods of the empire." — Povque- 
vUU^a Travda in th^ Morea. 

Note 17, page 161, col. 1. 
Preserved }nviolate their awful fane. 
See the account from Herodotus of the superna- 
tural defence of Delphi. — MUford^a Greece, vol. i. 
p. 396, 7 

Note 18, page 161, col. 2. 
Who from the dead at Marathon aroso. 
" In succeeding ages the Athenians honoured 
Theseus as a demi-god, induced to it as well by 
other reasons, as because, when they were fighting 
the Medes at Marathon, a considerable part of the 
army thought they saw the apparition of Theseus 
completely armed, and bearing down before them 
upon the Barbarians."^ — Langhome^a PlutarcK^ 
Life qf Theaeua. 

Note 19, page 161, col. 2. 
Or they whose formi^ to Alarlc's awe-etruck eye. 
'^ From ThermopyliB to Sparta, the leader of the 
Goths (Alaric) pursued his victorious march with- 
out encountering any mortal antagonist, but one 
of the advocates of expiring paganism has confi- 
fidently asserted, that the walls of Athens were 
guarded by the goddess Mijierva, with her formi- 
dable legis, and by the angry phantom of Achilles, 
and that the conqueror was dismayed by the pre- 
tence of the hostile deities of Greece." — Gibbon^a 
Decline and Fall, <f*c. vol. v. p. 183. 



Note 20, page 161, 001.2. 

Ye slept, oh heroes f chiofoDBs of the earth. 

** Even all the cM^onea oflke.eaHh.'^'^haiah 
14th chapter. 

Note 21, page 161, col. 2. 
Perished the conqaering weapons of your war. 
" How are the mighty fallen, and the Weapons 
of war perished I"— Sbmue/, 2d book, Ist chi^. 

Note 22, page 162, col. 2. 
O'er Suli's frowning rocks she paused awfalki 
For several, interesting partictdars relative to the 
Suliote warfare with Ali Pasha, see Holiand's 
Travels in Albania. 

Notd 23, page 162, col. 2. 
Then on (he cliff* ihe faintlt mother stood. 
"It is related as an authentic story, that a group 
of Suliote women assembled on one of the preci- 
pices adjoining the modem seraglio, and threw 
their infants into the chasm below, thai they 
might not become the alavea of the enemy." — Bd- 
lamiPa Travela. <f>c. 

Note 24, page 162, col. 2. 
To lend their fidl amoumful miyesty. 
The ruins of Sparta, near the modem town of 
Mistra, are vefy inconsiderable, and only sufficient 
to mark the fdte of the ancient city. The scenery 
around them is described by travellers as very 
striking. 

Note 25, page 163, col. 1. 
How died Che hraVe, obedient to thy lawa 
The inscription composed by Simonides for the 
Spartan monument in the pass of Thermopyls 
has been thus translated — " Stranger, go tell the 
Lacedemonians that we have obeyed their laws, 
and that we lie here.'* 

Note 26, page 163, col 2. 
There the rose-laurels still in beauty wave. 
"In the Eurotas I observed abundance of those 
famous reeds which were known in the earliest 
ages, and all the rivers and marshes of Greece are 
replete with rose-laurels, while the springs and 
rivulets are covered with lilies, tuberoses, hyar 
cinths, and narcissus orientalis." — PouquevHU^a 
TVavela in the Morea. 

Note 27, page 163, col. 2. 
The suppliant's hand its holy branches ban. 

It was usual for suppliants to cany an olive 
branch bound with wool. 
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Note 38, page 163,001. 3. 
Ita fruitful groreiarH nv«nd andbtJkmfAmSSL 
The ollvc, according to Pouqueville, u still re- 
garded with veneration by the people of the Morea. 

Note 39, page 163, col 3. 

Quenched is the torch of Geres— all aroauL 
f 
It was customary at Elenab on the fifth day of 
the festival, for men and women to run about with 
torches in their hands, and also to dedicate torches 
to Ceres, and to contend who should present the 
largest. This was done in memory of the journey 
of Ceres in search of Proserpine, during which 
she was lighted by a torch kindled in the flames 
of .Etna.— Po</«-'» ArUiquUtes qf Greece, vol. i 
p. 393. 

Note 30, page 164, col. 1. 

Fount of Oblivion I in thy gwhlng ware. 
The Fountains of Oblivion and Memory, with 
the Hercynian fountain, are still to be seen 
amongst the rocks near Livadia, though the situa- 
tion of the cave of Trophonius in their vicinity 
can not be exactly ascertained. — See HollafuTa 
Tratela, 

Note 31, page 164, col. 3. 
Fair Elli^ o'er Ihj eonsecrated valea. 
Elis was anciently a si^cred territory, its inha- 
bitants being considered as consecrated to the ser- 
vice of Jupiter. All armies marching through it 
delivered up their weapons, and received them 
again when they had passed its boundary. 

Note 33, page 164, col. 8. 
And amile the longest in its lingering r»y. 
"We are assured by Thucydides that Attica 
was the province of Greece in which population 
first became settled, and wheie the earliest pro- 
gress waa made toward civilization." — Mitford^a 
Greece^ vol. L p. 35. 

Note 33, page 165, col. 1. ' 
Raised by the magic of Morgana's wand. 

Fata Morgana. This remarkable afirial phe- 
nomenon, which is thought by the lower onlers 
of Sicilians to be the work of a fairy, b thus de- 
scribed by father Angelucci, whose account is 
quoted by Swinburne. 

"On the 15th August, 1643, I was surprised, 
as I stood at my window, with a most wonderful 
spectacle : the sea that washes the Sicilian shore 
swelled up, and became, for ten miles in length, 
like a chain of dark mountains, while the waters 
near our Calabrian coast grew quite smooth, and 
in an instant appeared like one clear polished mir- 
ror. On this glass was depicted, in chiaro scuro, 
a string of several thousands of pilasters all equal 



in height, distance, and degrees of light and shade. 
In a moment they bent into aicades, like Roman 
aqueducts. A long comioe was next formed at 
the top, and above it rose innumerable castles^ all 
perfectly alike; these again changed into towen, 
which were shortly after lost in colonnades, then 
windows, and at last ended in pines, cypresses and 
other trees." — SwinJbume^a Travela in the Two 
SicUieM 

Note 34, page 165, col. 3. 
Holy the amsmmh strewed upon their giave. 
All sorts of purple and white flowers were sup* 
posed by the Greeks to be acceptable tp the dead, 
and used in adorning tombs; as amaranth, with 
which the Thessalians decorated the tomb of 
Achilles. — Potter's Antiquitieg qf Oreece, vol. iL 
p. 233. 

Note 35, page 165, col. 2. 
Hark I Fsrlclesrecocds their hoooond nuom. 
Pericles, on his return to Athens, after the re- 
duction of Samos, celebrated in a splendid manner 
the obsequies of his countrymen who fell in thai 
war, and pronounced, himself, the funeral oration 
usual on such occasions. This gained him great 
applause ; and when he came down from the n»- 
tnim, the women paid their respects .to him, and 
presented him with crowns and chaplets, like a 
champion just returned victorious from the lists.— 
Langhome'3 Plutarch, L{fe of Pericles, 

Note 36, page 166, col. 1. 
Mioenra'B veil is rent-iier imhge gooa. 
The peplus, which is supposed to have been 
suspended as an awning over the statue of Minerva, 
in the Parthenon, was a principal ornament of the 
Panathenaic festival; it was embroidered with 
various coburs, representing the battle of the Gods 
and Titans, and the exploits of Athenian heroes. 
When the festivalxwas celebrated, the peplus was 
brought from tlie Acropolis, and suspended as a 
sail to the vessel, which on that day was con- 
ducted through the Ceramicus and principal streets 
of Athens, till it had made the circuit of the Acro- 
polis. The peplus was then carried to the Par- 
thenon, and consecrated to Minerva. — See Chat^ 
dler's TVavelt, StewarCa Athena, <f<. 

Note 37, page 166, coL 1. 
Though with rich gold and masiysculpCttn graced. 
The gilding amidst the ruins of Persepolis is 
still, according to Winckehnann, in high pre- 
servation. 

Note 38, page 167, col. 1. 
There in each wreck Imperishahly glows. 
" In the most broken fragment the same gnat 
piineiple of life can be pioved to exist, as ia the 
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moBt perfect figure," ia one of Uie obeervations of 
Mr. Haydon on tlM Elgin Marbles. 

Note 39, page 167, col 2. 
Art UDobinisive there ennobles form. 
•* Every thing here breathes life, with a veracity, 
with an exquisite knowledge of art, but without 
the least ostentation or parade of it, which is con- 
cealed by consummate and masterly skill." — Cano- 
va*8 Letter to the Earl of Elgin. 

Note 40, page 167, col. 9. 
Tliere e'en the eteed with bold expratflkm warm. 
Dr. West, after expressing his admiration of the 
horse's head in Lord Elgin's collection of Athenian 
sculpture, thus proceeds: "We feel the same 
when we view the young equestrian Atheniuis, 
and in observing them we are insensibly carried 
on with the impression, that they and their horses 
actually existed, as we see them, at the instant 
when they were converted into marble." — Weat^s 
Second Letter to Lord Elgin. 

Note41, pagel67, col.2. 
And art hath won a world in models pure as thine. 
Mr. Flaxman thinks that sculpture has very 
greatly improved within these last twenty years, 
and that his opinipn ia not singular, because works 
of such prime importance as the Elgin marbles 
could not remain in any country without a conse- 
quent im{)rovement of the public taste, and the 
talents of the artist — See the Evidence given in 
reply to interrogatoriea from the Committee on 
the Elgin Marbles, 



Note 4S; page 168, ool. 1. 

TliBy once wwegodi and hemwi wndbdbeM. 

The Theseus and Ilissus, which are considered 
by Sir T. Lawrence, Mr. Westmocott, and other 
distinguished artists, to be of a higher class than 
the Appollo Belvidere; "because there is in them 
an union of very grand form with a more true and 
natural expression of the effect of action upon the 
human frame, than there b in the Apollo, or any 
of th^ other more celebrated statues." — See the 
Evidence^ <f*c. 

Note 43, page 1^8, col. 1. 
What Britiflh Angelo maj rise to &ms. 
" Let us suppose a young man at this time in 
London, endowed with powers such as enabled 
Michael Angek) to advance the arts, as he did, by 
the aid of one iputilated specimen of Grecian ex- 
cellence in sculpture ; to what an eminence might 
not such a genius carry art, by the opportunity of 
studying those sculptures in the aggregate, which 
adorned the temple of Minerva at Athens'}" — 
WesVa Second Letter to Lord Elgin. 

Note 44, page 168, col. 1. 
Geniia and taste diflusB a partial ray. ^ 
In allusion to the theories of Da Bos, Winckel- 
mann, Montesquieu, &c. with regard to the in- 
herent obstacles in the climate of England to the 
progress of genius and the arts* — See flbare'* 
Epochs qf ike Arte, page 64, 5. 
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Come bright ImproTement, on the car of Time, 
And rule the spEicioua world from clime to clime ! 
Thy handmaid Arts shall every wild explore, 
Tmoe every wave^ and culture every shore.— C!(isip6ett. 

May ne'er 
That true succeerioD fail of English hearts, 
That can perceive, not less than heretofore^ 
Our ancestors did feelingly perceive, 

1 the charm 

Of pious sentiment, didfused afar, 

And human charity, and social love.— Wordnoorth, 



Amidst the peopled and the regal Isle, 
Whose vales, rejoicing in their beauty, smile; 
Whose cities, fearless of the spoiler, tower. 
And send on every breeze a voice of power; 
Hath desolation reared herself a throne, > 
And marked a pathless region for her own 1 
Yes! though thy turf no stain of carnage wore, 
When bled the noble hearts of many a shore, 



Though not a hostile step thy heath-floweis bent, 
When empires tottered, and the earth was rent ; 
Yet lone, as if some trampler of mankind 
Had stilled life's busy murmurs on the wind, 
And, flushed with power, in daring Pride's excess, 
Stamped on thy soil the culrse of barrenness ; 
For thee in vain descend the dews of heaven, 
In vain the sunbeam aftd the shower are given; 
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Wild Dartmoor! thoa that, 'midst thy momitaina 

rode, 
Hast robed thjBelf with haughty aolitude, 
As a dark clpud on Summer's dear-blue sky, 
A mourner, circled with festivity ! 
Far all beyond is life !— the rolling sea, 
The rush, the swell, whose echoes reach not thee. 
Yet who shall find & scene so' wild and bare, 
But man has left his lingering traces there? 
E'en on mysterious Afric's boundless plains, 
Where noon, with attributes of midnight reigns. 
In gloom and silence, fearfully profound, 
As of a world unwaked to soul or sound ; 
Though the sad wanderer of the burning zone 
Feeis^ as amidst infinity, alone, 
And nought of life be near ; his camel's tread 
Is o'er the prostrate cities of the dead I 
Some column, reared by k>ng-forgotten hands, 
Just lilts its head above the billowy sands — 
dome mouldering shrine still consecrates the 

scene. 
And tells that Glory's footstep thero hath been. 
There hath the spirit of the mighty passed. 
Not without record; though the desert-blast. 
Borne on the wings of Time, hath swept away 
The proud creations, reared to brave decay. 
But tkouj lone region ! whose unnoticed name 
No lofty deeds have mingled with their fione, 
Who shall unfold thine annals 1 Who shall tell 
If on thy soil the sons of heroes fell. 
In those fer ages, which have left no trace, 
No sunbeam on the pathway of their radb 1 
Though, haply, in the unrecorded days 
Of kings and chiefs, who passed without their 

praise. 
Thou might'st have reared the valiant and the 

firee, 
In history's page there is no tale of thee. — 

Yet hast thou thy memorials. On t)ie wild 
Still rise the cairns of yore, all rudely piled,(l) 
But hallowed by that instinct, which reveres 
Things fraught with characters of elder years. 
And such are these. Long centuries are flown. 
Bowed many a crest and shattered many a throne, 
Mingling the urn, the trophy, and the bust, 
With that they hide— their shrined and treasured 

dust: 
Men traverse Alps and Oceans, to behold 
Earth's glorious works fast mingling with her 

mould: 
But still these nameless chronicles of death, 
'Midst the deep silence of the unpeopled heath, 
Stand in primeval artlessuess, and wear 
The same sepulchral mien, and almost share 
Th' eternity of nature, with the forms 
Ofthe crowned hills beyond, the dwellings of the 
- storms. 

Yet, what avails it, if each moss-grown heap 
Still on the waste its lonely vigils keep, 
21 



Guarding the dust whkfa dumbers well beneath 
(Nor needs such care) from each ooU season's 

breathi 
Where is the voice to tell their tale who feet. 
Thus rudely pilbwed, on the desert's breast 1 
Doth the sword sleep beside them 1 Hath there been 
A sound of battle 'midst the silent scene. 
Where now the flocks repose? Did the scythed car 
Here reap its harvest in the ranks of war? 
And rise these piles in memory of the slain. 
And the red combat of the mountain-plain? 

It may be thus : the vestiges of strife, 
Around yet lingering, mark the steps of life, 
And the rude arrow's barb remains to ten(2) 
How by its stroke perchance the mighty fbll, 
To be foigotten. Vain the warrior's pride, 
The chieftain's power — they had no bard, and 

died.(3) 
But other scenes, from their untroubled sphere, 
The eternal stare of night have witnessed here. 
There stands an altar of unscQlpturedBtone,(4) 
Far on the moor, a thing of ages gone, 
Propped on its granite pillan, whence the rains, 
And pure bright dews, have laved ih.6 crimson 

stains 
Left by dark rites of blood : for here, of yore. 
When the bleak waste a robe of forest wore. 
And many a crested oak, which now lies low, 
Waved its wild wreath of sacr^ misletoe ; 
Here, at dead midnight, through the haunted shade, 
On Druid-harps the quivering moon-Ceam played, 
And spells were breathed, that filled the deepening 

gloom 
With the pale, shadowy people ofthe tomb. 
Or, haply, torches waving through the' night. 
Bade the red cairn-fires blaze firom every height,(5) 
Likie battle-signals, whose unearthly gleams 
Threw o'er the desert's hundred hills and streams, 
A savage grandeur ; while the starry skies 
Rung with the peal of mystic harmonies. 
As the loud harp its deep-toned hymiis sent forth, 
To the storm-ruling powen, the war-gods of the 

North. 
But wilder sounds were there: th' imploring ciy, 
That woke the forest's ech6 in reply, 
But not the heart's! — Unmoved, the wizard train 
Stood round their human victim, and in vain 
His prayer for mercy rose ; in vain his glance 
Looked up, appealing to the blue expanse. 
Where, in their calm, unmoirtal beauty, shone 
Heaven's cloudless orbs. With faint and fainter 

moan. 
Bound on the shrine of sacrifice he lay. 
Till, drop by drop, Hfe's current ebbed away; 
Till rock and turf grew deeply, darkly red. 
And the pale moon gleamed paler on the dead. 
Have such things been, and here ? — where stillnev 

dwells 
'Midst the rude barrows and the moorland swelb, 
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Thus undifltoibedl — Oh! loog the ^f of tune 
Hath cioBed in darknesa o'er those days of crime, 
And earth no vestige of their path Tetains, 
Save such as these, which strew her loneliest plains 
With records of man's conflicts and his doom, 
His spirit and his dust — ^the altar and the tomb. 

But ages rolled away : and England stood. 
With her proud banner streaming o'er the flood, 
And with i| lofty calmness in her eye, 
And regal in collected majesty, 
To breast the storm of battle. Every breeze 
Bore sounds of triumph o'er her own blue seas ; 
And other lands, redeemed and joyous, drank 
The life blood of her heroes, as they sank 
On the red fields they won ; whose wild flowers 

wave ' . 
Now, in luxuriant beauty, o'er their grave. 

'T was then the captives of Britannia's war,(6) 
Here for theilr lovely southerp climes a&r, 
tn bondage pined f the 'spell-eluded throng. 
Dragged at Ambition's chariot-wheels so long, 
To die, — ^because a despot could not clasp 
A sceptre, £tted to his boundless grasp ! 
Yes ! they whose march had rocked the ancient 

thrones 
And temples of the world ; the deepening tones 
Of whose advancing trumpet, from repose 
Had startled natbns, wakening to their woes, 
Were prisoners here. — And then were some whose 

dreams 
Were of s^eet homes, by chainleas mountain- 
streams, 
And of the vine^^Iad hills, and many a strain, 
And festal melody of Loire or Seine, 
And of those mothers, who had watched and wept, 
When on the field the unsheltered conscript slept, 
Bathed with the midnight dews. And some were 

there; 
Of sterner spirits,, hardened by despair ; 
Who in their dark imaginings, again 
Fired the rich palace and the stately fane, 
Drank in the victim's shriek, as music's breath. 
And lived o'er, scenes, the festivals of death ! 
And there was mirth. too!— strange and savage 

mirth, 
More fear All iar than all the woes of earth ! 
The laughter of cold hearts, and scofb that spring 
From minds for which there is ho sacred thing, j 
And transient bursts of fierce, exulting glee, — 
The lightning's flash upon its blasted tree ! | 

But still, howe'er the soul's disguise were worn. 
If, from wild revelry, or haughty scorn. 
Or buoyant hope, it won an outward show, 
Slight was the mask, and all beneath it^^wo. 

Yet was this all ?-^amidst the dungeon-gloom. 
The void, the stillness, of the captive's doom, 
Were there no deeper thought»l— And that dark 

power. 
To whom guilt owes one late, but dreadful hour, 



The mighty debt through years of crime delayed^ 
But, as the grave's, inevitably paid ; 
Came he not thither, in his burning force, 
The lord, the tamer of dark souls— Remorse 1 

Yes ! as the night calls forth from sea and sky. 
From breeze and wood, a solemn harmony. 
Lost, when the swift, triumphant wheels of day, 
In light and sound, are hurrying on their way : 
Thus, from the deep recesses of the heart, 
The voice which sleeps, but never dies, might start. 
Called up by solitude, each nerve. to thrill. 
With accents heard not, save when all is still t 

The voice, inaudible, when Havoc's train 
Crushed the red vintage of devoted Spain; 
Mute, when sierras to the war-whoop rung, 
And the broad light of conflagration sprung 
From the South's marble cities; — hushed, 'midst 

cries 
That told the Heavens of mortal Agonies; 
But gathering silent strength, to wake at 1^ 
In the concentred thunders of the past ! 

And the^, perchance, some long-bewildered 
mind. 
Torn from its lowly sphere, its path confined 
Of village-duties, in the alpine glen, ^ 
Where nature cast its lot, 'midst peasant-men ; 
Drawn to that vortex, whose fierce ruler blent 
The earthquake-power of each wild element, 
To lend the tide which bore his throne on high, 
One impulse more of desperate energy ; 
Might, when the billow's awful rush was' o'er, 
Which tossed its wreck upon the storm-heal 

shore, 
Won from its wanderings past, by sufiering tried, 
Searched by remorse, by angmsh purified, 
Have fixed at length its troubled hopes and fears, 
On the far world, seen brightest through our tears, 
And in that hour of triumph or despair. 
Whoso secrets all must learn — ^but none declare, 
When, of the things to come, a deeper sense. 
Fills the dim eye of trembling penitence, 
Have turned to him, whose bow is in the cloud, 
Around life's limits gathering,* as a shroud ; — 
The fearful mysteries of the heart who knows, 
And, by the tempest, calls it to repose ! 

Who visited that death-bed )— Who can tell 
Its brie£| sad tale, on which the soul might dwell. 
And learn immortal lessons'? — Who beheld . 
The struggling- hope, by shame, by doubt repelled — 
The agony of prayer — the bursting tears — 
The dark remembrances of guilty years, 
Crowding upon the spirit in their might? — 
He, through the storm who looked, and there was 
light! 

That scene is closed! — that wild, tumultuous 
breast, 
With all its pangs and passions, is at rest ! 
He too is fallen, the master-power of strife, 
Who woke those passions to delirious life; 
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And days, prepared a Imghter coune to run, 
Unfold their buoyant piniona to the tun I 

It ia a giorioofl hour when Spring goes forth, 
0*er the Ueak mountains of the shadowy North; 
And with one radiant glance, one magic breath, 
Wakes all things lovely firom the sleep of d^athj 
While the glad voices of a thousand streams, 
Bursting their bondage, triumph in her beams ! 

But Peace hath nobler changes ! O'er the mind, 
The warm and living spirit of mankind, 
Her infloei^ breathes, and bids the blighted heart, 
To life and hope from desolation start ! 
She, with a look, dissolves the captive's chain, 
Peopling with beauty widowed homes again ; 
Around the mother, in her closing years, 
Gathering her sons once more, and from the tears 
Of the dim past, but winning purer light, 
To make the present more serenely bright 

Nor rests that influence, here. From clime to 
dime. 
In silence gliding with the stream of time. 
Still doth it spread, borne onwards, as a breeze 
With healing on its wings, o'er isles and seas : 
And, as heaven's breath called forth, with genial 

power, 
Piora the dry wand, the almond's living flower; 
So doth its deep-fe)t charm in secret move 
The coldest heart to gentle deeds of tove ; 
While round its pathway nature softly glows, 
And the wide djcsert blossoms as the rose. 

Yes ! let the waste lift up the elulting voice 1 
Let the fiir-echoing solitudes rejoice I 
And thou, lone moor ! where no blithe reaper's song 
E'er lightly sped the summer-hours along. 
Bid thy wild rivers, from each mountain softfde. 
Rushing in joy, make muric on (heir coune I 
Thou, whose sole records of existence mark 
The scene of barbarous rites, in ages dark, 
And of some nameless combat \ Hope's bright eye 
Beams o'er thee in the light of prophecy I 
Yet shalt thou smile, by busy culture drest, 
And the rich harvest wave upon thy breast! 
Yet shall thy cottage-smoke, at dewy mom, 
Bise, in blue wreaths, above the flowering thorn. 
And, *midst thy hamlet^hades, the embosomed spire 
Catch from deep-kindling heavens their earliest fire. 

Th<^ too that hour shall bless, the balmy close 
Of labour's day, the herald of repose, 
Which gathere hearts in peace ; while social miith 
Basks in the blaze of each free village-hearth ; 
While peasant-songs are on the joyous gales, 
And merry England's voice floats up from all her 

vales. 
Yet are there sweeter sounds ; and thou shalt hear 
Such as to Heaven's immortal host are dear. 
Oh 1 if there still be mebdy on earth. 
Worthy the sacred bowers where man drew birth, 
When angel-steps their paths rejoicing trod. 
And the air trembled with the breath of God ; 



It Hves in those soft accents, to the aky(7) 

Borne from the lips of stainlev in&ncy, 

When holy strains, from life's pom fount which 

sprang. 
Breathed with deep reverence, falter on its tongue. 

And such shall be thy music when the cells, 
Where guilt, the child of hopeless misery, dwells, 
(And, te wild strength -by desperation wrought, 
In silence broods o'er many a fearful thought,) 
Resound to pity's voice; and childhood thence. 
Ere the cold blight hath reached its innocence, 
Ere that soft rose-bloom of the soul be fled, 
Which vice but breathes on, and its hues are dead, 
Shall at the call presa forward, to be made 
A glorious oflfering, meet for^him, who said, 
" Merey not sacrifice !" and when, of old, 
Clouds of rich incense from his altan rolled, 
Dispersed the smoke of perfumes, and lakl bare 
The heart's deep folds, to read its homage there 1 

When some crowned conqueror, o'er a trampled 
world, 
His banner, shadowing nations, hath unfurled, 
And, like those visitations which deform 
Nature for centuries, hath made the storm 
His pathway to Dominion's lonely sphere. 
Silence behind, — before him, flight and fear; 
When kingdom^ rock beneath bis rushing wheels, 
Till each far isle the mighty impulse feels. 
And earth is moulds but by one proud will, 
And sceptred realms wear fetters, and are still ; 
Shall the free soul of song bow down to pay 
The earthquake homage on its baleful way 1 
Shall the glad harp send up exalting strains, 
O'er burning cities and fofrskken plains 1 
And shall no harmony of softer close. 
Attend the stream of merey as it flows. 
And, mingling with the music of its wave, 
Bless the green shores its gentle currents lave 1 

Oh ! there are loftier themes, for him, whose eyes 
Have searched the depths of life's realities, 
Than the red battle, or the trophied car. 
Wheeling the monarch-victor fiist and &r ; 
There are more nbble strains from those which 

swell 
The triumphs. Ruins may suflice to tell ! 

Ye Prophet-bards, who sat in elder days 
Beneath the palms of Judah ! Ye, whose lays 
With torrent rapture, from their source on high. 
Burst in the strength of immortahty i . 
Oh I not alone, those haunted groves among. 
Of conquering hosts, of empires crushe<l, ye sung. 
But of that Spirit, destined to explore 
With the bright day-spring every distant shore. 
To dry the tear, to bind the broken reed. 
To make the home of peace in hearts that bleed ; 
With beams of hope to pierce the dungeon's gkiom, 
And pour eternal starlight o'er the tomb ! 

And blessed and hallowed be ito haunts! for there 
Hath man's high soul been rescued from despair ^ 
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There hath the immortal sparlL for Heaven bten 

nursed, — 
There from the rock the springi of life have burst, 
duenchlees and pure ! and holy thoughts, that rise, 
Wann from the source of haman sympathies, — 
Where'er its path of radiance may be traced, 
Shall find their temple in the silent waste. 



NOTES. 

Note 1, page 173, col. 1. 
8tUl riBB tbe calnu ofyotti all nidelj piled. 
In some parts of Dartmoor the soriaoe is thickly 
strewed with stones, which, in many instances, ap- 
pear to have been collected into pUes, dn the tops 
of prominent hillocks, as if in imitation of the na- 
tural ToxB. The Stone-barrows of Dartmoor re- 
semble the Cairns of the Cheviot and Grampian 
hills, and those in Cornwall. — See Cooke^» Topo- 
graphical Survey of Devonshire. 

Note 2, page 173, col 2. 
And the nidearxow'e barbiomains to lelL 
Flint arrow-heads have occasionally been found 
upon Dartmoor. 

Note 3, page 173, col. 2. 
The chieftain's power— (hey had no bard, and died. 
Vizdre fortes ante Agamemnona 
Multi: Sed omnes illachrymabiles 



Uigentur, ignotiqne tong& 
Nocte, carent quia vate sacro. — Bbraee, 
" They had no Poet, and thoy died.'' 

Pbpe'a Tr^mdation. 

Note 4, page 173, col. 2. 
Then Mande an altar of UDBCulpcuTBd aume. 
On the east of Dartmoor, are some Druidical re- 
mains, ono of which is a Cromlech, whose three 
rough pillars of granite support a ponderous table- 
stone, and form a kind of large, irregular tripod. 

Note 5, page 173, col. 2. 
Bads the rad taim-fires blaze Anm eveiy height 
In some of the Druid festivals, fires were light- 
ed on all the cairns and eminences around, ^y 
priests, carrying sacred torches. All the house- 
hold fires were previously extinguished,' and those 
who were thought worthy of such a privilege, were 
allowed to relight them with a flaming brand, kin- 
dled at the consecrated cairn-fire. 

Note 6, page 174, ooL 1. 
*T was then tbe captireeof Britannia^ war. 
The French prisoners, taken in the wars with 
Napoleon, were confined in a depot on Daiimooi. 

Note 7, page 175, col. 2. 
It Utqb in (hoae nft accenta, to the aky. 
In allusion to a plan for the erection of a great 
national school-house on t)aitmoor, where it was 
proposed to educate the children of convicts. 



ON THE BANKS OF THE CARRON. 

A PRIZE POEM. 



The Scottish historians describe their hero, 
after the battle of Falkirk, by his military talents 
and presence of mind, preserving the troops under 
hia own command, and retreating leisurely and in 
good order, along the banks of the little river 
Carron, which protected him from the enemy. 
They add,, that Robert Bruce* appeared on the 
opposite side of the river, and soon distinguishing 
the majestic figure of Wallace, he called out to 
him, and desired a conference. They represent 
the Scottish hero as seizing this opportunity to 
awaken the feelings of patriotism in the youthful 
mind of Bruce ; as appealing to him in behalf of 



*Noc Robert Bruce, aftenrardi Iciiig of itaiUand, but Ua 



his country, and describing her oppressed state, 
as the consequence of being deserted by those 
whom nature and fortune had pointed out, as beat 
fitted by birth and character to maintain the na- 
tional independence. The enthusiasm of the 
speaker is said to have made a deep impression on 
Bruce, who from that time repented of his en- 
gagements with Edward, and secretly determined 
to seize the first opportunity of aidiitg the cause 
of his native country. 



The mom rose bright on scenes renowned, 
Wild Caledonia's classic ground, 
Where the bold sons of other days. 
Won their high fiunc in Osaan's lars, 
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And fell — but not till Carron's tide 

With Roman biood was darkly dyed. 

— The mom rose blight^ and heard the cry 

Sent by exulting hosts on high, 

And saw the white-cross banner float 

(While rang each clansman's gathering note) 

O'er the dark plumes and serried spears 

Of Scotland's daring mountaineers, 

As all elate with hope, they stood 

To bay their fiisedom with their blood. 

The sunset shone, tb guide the flying. 
And beam a farewell to the dying! 
The summer-moon on Falkirk's field, 
Streams upon eyes in slumber sealed ; 
Deep sluttiber, not to pass away, 
When breaks another morning's ray, 
Nor vanish wheil the trumpet's voice 
Bids ardent hearts again rejoice : 
What sunbeam's glow, what clarion's breath 
May chase the still, cold, sleep of Death 1 
Shrouded in Scotland's blood-stained plaid, 
Low are her mountain-warriors laid ; ^ 

They fell, on that proud soil, whose mould 
Was blent with heroes' dust of old, 
And guarded by the free and brave, 
Yielded the Roman but a grave! 
Nobly they fell— yet with them died 
The warrior's hope, the leader's pride. 
Vainly they fell — that martyr host — 
All, save the land's high soul, is lost. 
Blest are the slain! they calmly sleep» 
Nor see their bleeding country weep ; 
The shouts, of England's triumph telling, 
Reach ndt their dark and silent dwelling ; 
And those, surviving to bequeath 
Their sons the choice of chains or death, 
May give the dumberer's lowly bier. 
An envying glance,— but not a tear. 
But thou, the fearless and the free, 
Devoted Knight of Ellerslie ! 
No yassal-spirit, formed to bow 
When storms are gathering, clouds thy brow. 
No shade of fear, or weak despair, 
Blendii with indignant sorrow there. 
The ray. which streams on yon red field, 
O'er Scotland's cloven helm and shiekl, 
Gutters not there alone, to shed 
Ito cloudless beauty o'er the dead. 
But, T^here smooth Carron's rippling wave, 
Flows near that death-bed of the brave, 
Illuming all the midnight scene, 
Sleeps brightly on thy lofty mien. 

But other beams, O Patriot! shine 
In each commanding glance of thine, 
And other light hath filled thine eye, 
With inspiration's majesty. 
Caught from the immortal flame divine 
Which makes thine inmost heart a shrine! 



Thy voice a Prophet's tone hath won, 
The grandeur Freedom lends her son; 
Thy bearing, a resistless power, 
The ruling genius of the hour; 
And he, yon Chie^ with mien of pride, 
Whom Carron's waves frum thee divide, 
Whose haughty gesture fain would seek 
To veil the thoughts that blanch his cheek. 
Feels his reluctant mind controlled 
By thine, of more heroic mould ; 
Though, strugglingall in vain to war 
With that high mind's ascendant star, 
He, with a conqueror's scornful eye, 
Would mock the name of Liberty. 

—Heard ye the Patriot's awful voice 1 
" Proud Victor! in thy fame rejoice! 
Hast thou not seen thy. brethren slain, 
The harvest of thy battle-plain, 
And bathed thy sword in blood, whose spot 
Eternity shall cancel notl 
Rejoice ! — with sounds of wild lament, 
O'er her dark heaths and mountains sent. 
With dying moan and dirge's wail. 
Thy ravaged country bids thee hail ! 
Rejoice! — while yet exulting cries 
From England's conquering host arise • 
And strains of choral triumph tell. 
Her royal Slave hath fought too well. 
Oh I dark the clouds of wo that rest 
Brooding o'er Scotland's mountain-crest ; 
Her shield is cleft, her banner torn. 
O'er martyred chiefii her daughten mourn; 
And not a breeze, but walbi the sound 
Of wailing through the land around. 
Yet deem not thou, till life depart, 
High hope shall leave th» patriot's heart. 
Or courage, to the storm inured, 
Or stern resolve, by woes matoied, 
Oppose, to Fate's severest hour, 
Less than unconquerable power. 
No! though the orbs of heaven expire. 
Thine, Freedom! is a quenchless fire! 
And wo to hip whose might would dare 
The energies, of thy despairl 
No! — ^when thy chain, O Bruce! is cast . 
O'er thy land's chartered mountain-blast. 
Then in my yielding-soul shall die 
The glorious faith of Liberty I" 

* Wild hopes! o'er dreamer's mind thai rise," 
With haughty laugh, the Conqueror cries, 
(Yet his dark cheek is flushed with shame, 
And his eye filled with troubled flame ;) ^ 
" Vain, brief illusions ! (loomed to /fly 
England's red path of victory ! 
Is not her sword unmatched in might 1 
Her course, a torrent in the fight 1 
The terror of her name gone forth 
Wide o'er the re^ons of the North 1 



Digitized by 



Google 



178 



MftS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Far hence, 'midst other heaths a|id snows 
Most Freedom's footstep now repose. 
And thou, in lofty dreaips elate. 
Enthusiast ! strive no more with Fate I 
'T is vain— the land is lost and won — 
Sheathed be the sword, its task is done. 
Where are the Chiefs who stood with thee, 
First in the battles of the ftee 1 
The firm in heart; in spirit highl 
—They sought yon fatal field to die. 
Each step of Edwaid^s conquering host 
Hath left a grave on Scotland's coast." 

"Vassal of England! yes, a grave, 
Where sleep the faithful and the bravd; 
And who the glory would resign 
Of death like theirs, for life like thine 1 
They slumber — and the stranger's tread 
May spurn thy country's noble dead ; 
Yet, on the land they loved so well. 
Still shall their burning spirit'dwell, 
Theif deeds shall hallow minstrel's theme. 
Their image rise on warrior's dream, 
Theii names be inspiration's breath. 
Kindling high hope, and scorn of death, 
Till bursts, immortal from the tomb. 
The flame that shall avenge their doom! 
This is no land for chains— away! 
O'er softer climeff let tyrants sway ! 
Think'st thou the mountain and the storm 
Their hardy sons for bondage form 7 
Doth our stern wintry blast instil 
Submission to a Despot's willl 
— ^No! we were cast in other mould 
Than theirs, by lawless, power controlled. 
The nurture of our bitter sky 
Calls forth resisting eneigyi 
And the wild fastnesses are outb. 
The rocks with their eternal towers! 
The soul to struggle and to dare. 
Is mingled with our northern air, 
And dust beneath our soil is lying, 
Of those who'.died for fanie undying. • 
Tread'st thou that soil, and can it be 
No kftier thought is roi^sed in thee 
Doth no high feeling proudly start • 
From slumber in thine inmost heart? 
No secret voice thy bosom thrill, 
For thine own Scotland pleading still 1 
Oh ! wake thee yet! indignant claim 
A nobler fate, a purer fame, 
And c|tft to earth thy fetteis riven. 
And take thine offered crown firam Heaven 1 
Wake ! in that high majestic lot, 
May the dark past be all foigot, 
And Scotland shall forgive the field, 
Where with her .bbod thy shame was sealed. 
E'en I,— though on that fatal plain 
lies my heart's brother with the slain, 



Though, reft of his heroic worth. 

My spirit dwells alone on earth, 

And when all other grief is past, 

Must this be cherished to the last; — 

Will lead thy battles, guard thy throne, 

With faith unspotted as his own, 

Nor in thy noon of fame UKall, 

WJtoae was the guilt that wrought his fiJL" 

Still dost thou hear in stem disdain . 
Are Fredom's warning accents vain7 
No, royal Brudel within thy breast 
Wakes each high thought, too long suppressed, 
And thy heart's noblest feelings live, 
Blent in that suppliant word— "Forgive! 
Foigive the wrongs to Scotland done! 
Wallace ! thy faireyt pahn is won; 
And kindling at my country's shrine, 
My soul hath caught a spark of thine. 
Oh! deem not, in the proudest hour 
Of triumph and exulting power. 
Deem not the light of peace could find 
A home within my troubled mind. 
Conflicts by mortal eye unseen, 
Dark, silent, secret, there have been, 
Knbwn but to Hin», whose gUnce can trace 
Thought to its deepest dwdling-place. 
— 'T is past, and on my native shore 
I tread, a rebel son no more. 
Too blest, if yet my iot may be, 
In glory's path to follow thee; 
If tears, by late repentance poured. 
May lave the blood-stains from my sword." 

—Far other tears, O Wallace! rise 
From thy heart's fountain to thine eyes, 
Bright, holy, and unchecked they tpring, 
While thy voice Alters, " Hail ! my King! 
Be every wrong, by memory traced, 
In this fun tide of joy ef&oed I 
Hail! and rgoioe! thy race shaH daim * 
An heritage of deathless fame, 
And SootUnd shall arise at length, 
Majestic ui triumphant strength. 
An eagle of the rock, than won 
A way, through tempests, to the son. 
"Nat scorn the visions, wildly grand, 
The prophetpspirit of thy land ! 
By torrrent wave, in desert blast, 
Those visions o'er my thoughts have passed. 
Where mountain-vapours darkly roll, 
That spirit hath possessed my soul, 
And shadowy fonns have met mine eye. 
The beings of futurity; 
And a deep voice of ywn to be, 
Hath told that Soodand shall be finee. 

*' He comes! exult, thou Sire of Kings! 
From thee the Cfaiie^ the Avenger springs! 
Far o'er the land he comes to save. 
His banners in their gkuj wave, 
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And Albyn's thousand harps awake 

On hill and heath, by stream and lake, 

To BweU thft-strains that fax around 

Bid the proud name of Bruce resound. 

And I — but wherefore now recall 

The whispered omens of my falll 

They come not in mysterious gloom, 

—Then is no bondage in the tomb ! 

O'er the sool's workl no tyrant reigns, 

And earth alone for man hath chains ! 

What thougli I perish ere the hour 

When Scotland's Tengeance wakes in power, 

If shed for her, my blood shall stain 

The field or scaffold not in vain. 

Its voice, to efforts more sublime. 

Shall rouse- the spirit of her clime, 

And' in the noontide of her lot, 

My countiy shall forget me not !" 



Artthoo forgot 1 and hath thy worth 
Witlwat its gbiy pasMd from Earth? 
— Rest with the brave, whose names belong 
To the high sanctity of song, 
Chaiteied our reverence to control. 
And traced in sunbeams on the souL 
TJune, Wallace! while the heart hath still 
One pulse a generous thought can thrill, 
While Youth's warm tears are yet the meed 
Of maityr'k death, or hero's deed. 
Shall brightly live, from age to age. 
Thy oountiy'i proudest heritage. 



'Midst her green vales thy fame is dwelling, 
Thy deeds her mountain-winds aire telling, 
Thy memory speaks in torrent- wave, 
Thy step hath hallowed rock and cave; 
And cold the wanderer's heart must be, 
That holds no converse there with thee. 

Yet, Scotland ! to thy champion's shade, 
Still are thy grateful rites delayed. 
From lands o£ old renown, o'erspread 
With proud memorials of the dead. 
The trophied urn, the breathing bust, 
The pillar, guarding noble dust, 
The shrine, where art and genius high 
Have laboured for Eternity ! — 
The stranger comes, — ^his eye explores 
The wilds of thy majestic shores, 
Yet vainly seeks one native stone, 
Raised to the hero all thine own. 

Land of bright deeds and minstrel lorel 
Withhold the guerdon now no more! 
On some bold height of awful form. 
Stem eyiie of the cloud and storm. 
Sublimely mingling with the skies. 
Bid the proud Cenotaph arise ! 
Not to record the name that thrills 
Thy soul, the watch-word of thy hills; 
Not to assert with needless claim, 
The bright /or ever of its fame ; 
But, in the ages yet untold. 
When mirs shall be the days of old, 
To rouse high hearts, and speak thy pride 
In him, for thee, who lived and died. 

1819. 



Sfie iUMtt eoii0t«iitiiir. 



Thou flCriveft noUy, 

When beans of sterner ttqff perhaps had mink : 
And o'er thy fall, if U be so decreed, ' 
Goodmenidll mourn, and brare men will thed taaxa. 

Fkme I took not for. 

But to wstain, in Beaven's all-Beelng ^ye, 
Before my fellow men, In mine own slgfit, 
With graceful riitue and becoming pride, 
The dignity and honour of a man. 
Thus staikmed as I an^ I will do all 
Thai man may da 



THk ^lu grew pale on Rome's deserted shrines. 
In the dim grot the Pythia's voice had died ; 
— 43hont, for the City of the Constantines, 
The rising City of the billow-side. 
The City of the Cross!— great Ocean's bride. 
Crowned from her birth she sprung!— Long 

ages passed, 
And still she k)oked in glory o'er the tide, 



Which at her feet Barbanc riches cast» 
Poured by the burning East, all joyously and last 

a 

Long ages passed !•— ihey left her porjAyiy halls 
Still trod by kingly footsteps.' G«ms and gold 
Broidered her mantle, and her castled walls 
Frowned in their strength ; yet there were signs 
which tokl 
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The days were fulL The pcure high faith of old 

Was changed ; and on her silken couch of sleep 

She lay, and murmured if a roee-leaf's fold 

Durturbed her dreams; and called her shiTes to 

keep 

Their watch, that no rude sound might reach her' 

o*er the deep. 

III. 

But there are sounds that firam the regal dwell- 
ing 
Free hearts and fearless only may exclude ; 
'Tie not alone the wind at midnight swelling, 
Breaks on the soft repose by Luxury wooed! 
There are unbidden footsteps, which, intrude 
Where the lamps glitter, and the wine-cup flows, 
And darker hues have stained the marble, 

strewed 
With the fiesh myrtle, and the short-lived rope, 
And Parian walls have rung to the dread march 

IV. 

A wnoe of multitudes is on the breeze, 
Remote, yet solemn as the night-storm's roar 
Through Ida's giant-pines ! Across the seas 
A murmur comes, like that the deep winds bore 
From Tempo's haunted river to the shore 
Of the reed-crowned Eurotas ; when, of old, 
Dark Asia sent her battle-myriads o'er 
Th' indignant wave which would not be con- 

tioUed, 
But, past the Persian's chain, in boundless freedom 

roUed. 



And it is thus again f — Shrift oars ard dashing 

The parted waters, and a light is cast 

On their white foam-wreaths, firam the sudden 

flashing . 
Of Tartar spears, whose ranks are thickening 

fast. 
There swells a savage trumpet on the blast, 
A music of the deserts^ wild and deep, 
Wakening strange echoes as the shores are past 
Where low 'midst Dion's dust her oonqueran 

sleep, 
O'ershadowing with high naines each rode sepol- 

chral heap. 

VI. 

War from the Westl-^ihe snows on Thxadan 

hills 
Are kxMod by Spring's warm breath ; yet o'er 

thelmnda 
Whieh Hemufl girds, the chainless mountain 

liUs 
Pour down less swiftly than the Modem bands. 
War from the East!— 'midst Araby's lone sands, 



More lonely now the few bright founts may be, 
While Ismael's bow is bent in warrior-hands 
Against the Golden City of the sea:(l) 
—Oh ! for a soi4 to Are thy dust Thermopyls 1 

VIJ. 
Hear yet again, ye mighty I— Where are they, 
Who, with their green Olympic garlands crown- 

ed. 
Leaped up in proudly beautiful array. 
As to a banquet gathering, at the sound 
Of Persia's clarion 1-^Far and joyous round, 
From the pine-forests, and the mouvtain-snows, 
And the low sylvan valleys, to the bound 
Of the bright- waves,^ at Freedom's voice they 

rose! 
—Hath it no thrilling tone to break the tomb's re- 

posel 

vin. 

They slumber with their swords !— The olive 

shades 
In vain are whispering their immortal talel 
In vain the spirit of the past pervade^ 
The soft winds breathing through each Oredan 

vale, 
— ^Yet must thou wake, though all unarmed and 

pale. 
Devoted City !— Lo I the Moslem's spear. 
Red from its vintage, at thy gates; his sail 
Upon thy waves, his trumpet in thine ear ! 
—Awake and sunmion those, who yet, perchance, 

may hear ! 

IX. 

Be hushed, thou faint and feeble voice of weep- 
ing! 
Lift ye the banner of the Cross on high, - 
And call on chieCb whose noble sires are deepiilg 
In their proud graves of sainted chivalry. 
Beneath the palms and cedars, where they sigh 
To Syrian gaks I — The sons of each brave line, 
From thrar baronial halls shall hear your cry, 
And seize the arme which flashed round Salem's 
shrine. 
And wield for you the swords once waved for Pa- 
lestine! 



All stUl, all voioelesB ;r^uid the biUows roar 
Alone replies ! — ^Alike their soul is gone. 
Who shared the ftxneral feast on OSta's shore, 
And ^Aetrs, that o'er the fidd of Ascak>n 
Swelled the crusader's hymn I— Then giid thoa 

on 
Thine armour, Eastern Glueen I «nd meet the 

hour, 
Which waits thee ere the day's fieioe work is 

done, 
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With a strdng hskti ; lo may thy hdmet tower 
Unahivered through the storm, for generous hope 



XI. 

Bui linger not,— amy thy men of mi^t I 
The shores, the seas are peopled with thy foes. 
Anns through thy qrpress groves are gleaming 

hright, 
And the dark huntsmen of the wild, repose 
Beneath the shadowy marble porticoes 
Of thy proud viUas. Nearor and more near^ 
Aiound thy walls the sons of battle dose ; 
Each hour, each moment, hath its sound of fear. 
Which the deep grave alone is chartered not to hear. 

XIL 
Away ! hring wine, bring odonn to the shade,(2) 
Whcore the tall pine and poplar blend on high I 
Bring roses, exquisite, but soon to fade ! 
Snatch ^ery brief delight, — since we must diet 
Yet is the hour, degenerate Greeks 1 gone by, 
For ieast in vine-wreathed bower, or pillared 

haU; 
Dim gleams the torch beneath yon fiery sky, 
And deep and hollow is the tambour's call, 
And fiom the' startled hand th' untested cup will 

M. 

XIII. 

The night, thp glorious oriental night. 
Hath lost the silence of her purple heaven. 
With iU clear stars I The red artillery's light. 
Athwart her worlds of tranquil splendour driven. 
To the still firmament's expanse hath given 
Its own fierce glare, wherein each cliff and tower 
Starts wildly forth; and now the air is riven 
With thunder-bursts^ and now dullsmoke-clouda 

lower, 
Veiling the gentle moon, in her most hallowed 

hour. 

XIV. 

Sounds fiom the waters, sounds upon the earth, 
Sounds in the air, oi baUle I Yet with these 
A voice is mingling, whose deep tones give birth 
To Faith and Courage I From luxurious ease 
A gallant few have started ! O'er the seas^ 
From the Seven TowerB,(3) their banner waves 

iUsign, 
And Hope is whispering in the joyous breeze. 
Which plays amidst iti^ folds. That voice was 
tfunes 
Thy soul was on that band, devoted Constantine. 

XV, 

Was Rome thy parent 7 Didst thou catch from 

htr .1 

The fire that lives in thine undaunted eye 1 I 



—That city of the throne and sepulchre 
Hath given proud lessons how to reign and die! 
Heir of the Cssars! did that hneage high. 
Which, as a triumph to the grave, hath passed 
, With its loi^ march of sceptred imagery ,(4) 
Th' her«c mantle o'er thy spirit casti 
—Thou ! of an eagle-race the noblest and the last ! 

XVI 
Vain dreams I upon that spirit hath descended 
Light from the living Fountain, whence each 

thought 
Springs pure and holy ! In that eye is blended 
A spark, With Eartii's triumphal memories 

fraught. 
And far within, a deeper meaning, caught 
From worlds unseen. A hope, a lofty trust, 
Whose resting-place on bw^ant wing is songht 
(Though through its veil, seen darkly from the 
dust,) 
In realms where Time no jnore hath power upon 
the just. 

XVII. 

Those were proud days, when on the battle plain, 
And in the sun's bright face^ and 'midst th' array 
Of awe-struck hosts, and circled by the slain. 
The Roman cast his flittering mail away ,(5) 
And, while a silence, as of midnight, lay 
O'er breathless thousands, at his voice who start- 

ed, 
Called on the unseen, terrific powen that sway 
The heights, the depths, the shades ; then, fear- 
less-hearted, 
Qirt <m. his lobe of death, and for the grave departed. 

XVIII. . 

But then, around him as the javelins rushed. 
From earth to heaven swelled up the loud acclaim ; 
And, ere his heart's last free libation gushed. 
With a bright smile the warrior caught his name, 
Far-fioating on the winds ! And Victory came, 
And made the hour of that immortal deed 
A life, in fiery feeling I Valour's aim 
Had sought no loftier guerdon. Thus to bleed. 
Was to be Rome's high star I — He died — and had 
his, meed. 

XIX. 
But pndse — and dearer, holier praise, be theirs, 
Who, in the stiUness and the sotitude 
Of hearts pressed earthwards by a weightof cares, 
Uncheered by Fame's proud hope,th' ethereal food 
Of restless energies, and only viewed 
By Him whose eye, from his eternal throne, 
Is on the soul's dark places ; have subdued 
And vowed themselves, with strength till then 
unknown. 
To some high martyr-task, in secret and alone. 
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XX. 

Theirs be the bright and sacred names enshrined 
Far in the boeoni ! for their deeds belong, 
Not to the gorgeous faith whichcharmed mankind 
With its rich pomp of festival and song, 
Qarland and shrine, and inoense-l^aiing throng; 
But to that Spirit, hallowing, as it tries 
Man's hidden soul in whispera, yet more strong 
Thanstormoreaithquake's voice; for ^A«nce arise 
All that mysterious world's unseen sublimities. 

XXI. 
Well might thy name, brave Constantino I awake 
Such thought, such feeling 1— But the scene again 
Bursts on my vision, as the day-beams break 
Through the red sulphurous mists: the camp, 

the plain, 
The terraced palaces, the dome-capt fane, 
With its bright cross fixed high in crowning grac^ 
Spears on the ramparts, galleys on the main, 
And, circling all with arms, that turbaned race. 
The sun, the desert, stamped in each dark, haugh- 
ty face. 

XXII. 
Shout, ye seven. hills! Lo! Christian pennons 

streaming 
Red o'er the waters !( 6) Hail, deliverers, hail. 
Along your billowy wake the nuliance gleaming. 
Is Hope's own smile ! They crowd the swell- 
ing sail. 
On, with the loam, the sun-beam, and the gale. 
Borne, as a victor's car ! The batteries pour 
Their .clouds and thunders ; but the rolling veil 
Of smoke floats up th' exulting winds before 
*-And oh ! the glorious burst of that bright m 
and shore! 

XXIII. 
The rocks, waves, ramparts, Europe's, Ana's 

OfMSt, 

An thronged ! one theatre for kingly war ! 
A monarch ^rt with his Barbaric host. 
Points o'er the bfeach his flashing scymetar ! 
Dark tribes are tossing javelins from afar, 
Hands waving banners o'er each battlement, 
Decks, with theii serried guns, arrayed to bar 
The promised aid ; but hark ! a shout is sent 
Up horn the noble barks !— the Moslem line is rant ! 

XXIV. 

On,, on through rushing flame, and arrowy show- 
er, 
The welcome prows have cleft their rapid way. 
And, with the shadows of the vesper-hour, 
Furled their white sails, and anchored in the bay. 
Then were the streets with song and torch-fire 



Then the Ghreek wines flowed mantling in the 

light 
Of festal halls;— and there was joy !--tfae lay 
Of dying eyes, a moment wildly bright, 
The sunset of the soul, e^ lost to mortal sight 1 

XXV. 

For, Tain that feeble succour ! Day by day 
Th' imperial towers are crumbling, and the 



Of the vast enghies, in their oeaseless play, 
Comes powerful as when Heaven unbinds the 

deep! 
-—Man's heart is mightier than the castled steeps 
Yet will it sink when earthly hope is fled ; 
Man's thoughts work darkly in such hours, and 

sleep 
Flies far ; and m their mien, the walls who tread, 
Things, by the brave untold, may fearfully be read I 

XXVI. 

It was a sad and solemn task to hold 
Their midnight-watch on that beleaguered wall ! 
As the sea-wave beneath the bastions rolled, 
A sound of fate was in its rise and fidi ! 
The heavy clouds were as an empire's paD, 
The giant-shadows of each tower and (hne 
Lay like the grave's ; a bw, mysterious call 
Breathed in the wind, and from the tented plain 
A voice of omens rose, with each wild martial strain. 

XXVII. 
Fo^ they might catch the Arab charger's neigh- 
ing, 
The Thracian drum, the Tartar's drowsy song ; 
Might almost hear the soldan's banner swaying, 
The watch-word muttered in some eastern 

tongue. 
Then flashed the gun's terrific light along 
The marble streets, all stillness — not repose ; 
And boding thoughts came o'er them, dark and 

strong; 
For heaven, earth, air, speak auguries to those 
Who see their numbered houn fest pressing to the 
dose. 

xxvin. 

But strength is firom the mightiest! There is 

one 
Still in the breach and on the rampart seen, 
Whose cheek shows paler with each morning 

sun, 
And tells in silence, how the night hath been^ 
In kingly halls, a vigil : yet serene. 
The ray set deep within his thoughtful eye, 
And there is that v\ his collected mien, 
To which the hearts of noble men reply, 
With fires, partaking not this frame's mortalityf 
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XXIX. 

Tea! call it not of \6fty minds fte fate, 
To pass o'er earth in brightness, but alone ;. 
High power was made their birthright, to create 
A thoosand thoughts responsive to their own! 
A thousand echoes of their spirit's tone 
Start into life, where'er their path may be, 
StiJl following- fast; as when the wind hath 

bbwn 
O'er Indiaa grov^CT) & wanderer wild and 

free, 
ITitiHling and bearing flames afar from tree to tree! 

XXX. 

And it is thus with thee I thy lot is cast 
On eril days, thou Cssar j yet the few 
That set their generous bosoms to the blaBt 
Which -rocks thy throne — the fearless and the 

true, 
Bear hearts wherein thy glance can still renew 
The free devotion of the years gone by. 
When from bright dreams th' ascendant Roman 

drew 

Enduring strength!— states Tanish— ages fly — 

But leave one task unchanged— to suffer and to 

diel 

XXXL 
These an our nature's heritage. But thou. 
The crowned with empire! thou wert called to 

share 
A cup more bitter. On thy fevered brow 
The semblance of that buoyant hope to wear, 
Which long had passed away ; alone to bear 
The rush and jpressure of dark thoughts, that 



As a strong biUow in their weight of care ; 
And, with all this, to smile! fat earth-bom 
frame. 

These aie stem ocmflkts, yet they pa«, unknown 
to£yneI 



XXXII. 
Her glance is on the triumph, on the field, 
On the red scaffold ; and where'er, in sight 
Of human eyes, the human soul is steeled 
To deeds that seem as of immortal might. 
Yet are proud nature's ! But her meteor light 
Can pierce no depths, no clouds; it falls not 

, where, 
In silence, and in secret, and ui night. 
The noUe heart doth wrestle with despair. 
And rise more strong than death from ito unwit^ 
nessed prayer. 

XXXIII. 
Men have been firm in battle : they have stood , 
With a prevailipg hope on ravaged plainsi 



And won the birthright of their hearths with 

blood, 
And died rejoicing, 'midst their ancient fanes. 
That so their children, undefiled with chains. 
Might worship there in peace. But they that 

stand 
When not a beacon o'er the wave remains, 
Linked but to perish with a ruined land, 
Where Freedom dies with them— call these a 
martyr-bandl 

XXXIV. 

But the world heeds them not. Or if, per- 
chance, 
Upon their strife it bend a careless eye, 
It is but as the Roman's stoic glance 
Fell on that stage^here man's last agony 
Was made kia sport, who, knowing one must 

die, 
Recked not which champion ; but prepared the 

strain, 
And bound the bloody wreath of victory, . 
To greet the conqueror; while, with calm dis- 
dain. 
The vanquished proudly met the doom he met in 
vain. 

XXXV. 

The hour of Fate comes on ! and it is fraught 
With thi9 of Liberty, that now the need 
Is past to veil the brow of anxious thought. 
And clothe the heart, which still beneath must 

bleed. 
With Hope's fiur-seeming drapery. We are 

freed 
From tasks like these by Misery; one alone 
Is left the brave, and rest shall be thy meed, 
Prince, watcher, wearied one I wh^ thou hast 

shown 
How brief the cbudy space which parts the grave 

and throne! 

XXXVL 

The signs are full. They are not in the sky, 
Nor in the many voices of the air, 
Nor the swift clouds. No fiery hoste on high. 
Toss their wild spears ; no meteor-bannerB glare, 
No comet fiercely shakes its blazing hair. 
And yet the signs are full : too truly seen 
In the thin ramparts, in the pale despair 
Which lends one language to a people'^ mien. 
And in the ruined heaps where walls and towen 
have been I 

xxxvn. 

It is a night of beauty; such a night 
As, from the spany grot or laurel-shade, 
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Or ware in marbled cavern rippling bright, 
Might woo the nymphs of Grecian fount and 

glade 
To sport beneath its moonbeams, which pervade 
Their forest-haunts : a night, to rove alone. 
Where the young leaves by vernal winds are 

swayed. 
And the reeds whisper, \rith a dreamy tone 
Of melody, that seems to breathe from worlds un- 
known. 

XXXVIII. 
A night, to call from green Elysium's bowers 
The shades of elder bards : a night, to hold 
Unseen communion with th' inspiring powers 
That made deep groves their dwelling-place of 

old; 
A night, for mourners, o*er the hallowed mould. 
To strew sweet flowers ; fpr revellers to fill 
And wreath the cup ; for sorrows to be told. 
Which love hath cherished long ; — vain 
thoughU! be still! 
— ^It is a night of fate, stamped with Almighty 
Willi 

XXXIX. 

It should come sweeping in the storm, and rend- 
ing 

The ancient summits in its dread career ! 

And with vast billows wnithfiilly contending, 

And with dark clouds o'ershadowing every 
sphere! 

— ^But He, whose fix>t8tep shakes the earth with 
fear. 

Passing to lay the sovereign cities low, 

Alike in His omnipotence is near, 

When the soft winds o'er spring's green path- 
way blow, 
And when His thunders cleave the monarch- 
mountain's brow. 

XL. 

The heavens in still magnificence look down 
On the hushed Boephorus, whose ocean-stfeam 
Sleeps, with its paler stars: the snowy crown 
Of far 0Iympus,(8) in the moohlight-gleam 
Towers radiantly^ as when the Pagan's dream 
Thronged it with gods, and bent the adoring 

kneel. 
— But that is past — and now the One Supreme 
Fills not alone those haunts; but earth, air, sea, 
And time, which presses on, to finish his decree. 

XLI. 

Olympus, Ida, Delphi! ye, the thrones 
And temples of a visionary might, 
Brooding in clouds above your forest-zones, 
And mantling thence tl^ realms beneath with 



Ye have looked down on battles! Fear and 

Flight, 
And armed Revenge, all hurrying past below ! 
But there is yet a more appalling floght 
For earth prepared, than e'er, with tratiquil 

brow. 
Ye gazed on from your world of solitude and 

snow! 

XLIL 

Last night a sound was in the Moslem camp, 

And Asia's hills re-echoed to a ciy 

Of savage mirth! — Wild horn, and war-steeds' 

tramp, 
Blent with the shout of barbarous revelry, 
The clash of desert-spears ! Last night the sky 
A hue of menace and of wrath put on. 
Caught from red watch-fires, blaadng far and 

high, 
And countless, as the flames, in ages gone, 
Streaming to heaven's bright queen from shadowy 
Lebanon! 

XLin. 

But all is stillness now. May this be sleep 
Which wraps those eastern thousands 1 Yes, 

perchance 
Along yon moonlight shore and dark-blue deep 
Bright are their visions with the Houri's glance, 
And they behold the sparkling fountains dance 
Beneath the bowers of paradise, that shed 
Rich odours o'er the faithful ; but the lance, 
The bow, the spear, now round the slumberers 



Ere Fate fulfil such dreams, must rest beside the 
dead. 

XLIV. 

May this be sleep, this hush ? — A sleepless eye 
Doth hold its vigil 'midst that dusky race! 
One that would scan th' abyss of destiny. 
E'en now is ganng on the skies, to trace, 
In those bright worlds, the burning isles of space, 
Fate's mystic pathway; they the while, serene, 
Walk in their beauty; but Mohammed's face, 
Kindles beneath their ii8pect,(9) and his mien. 
All fired with ^tormy joy, by that sbft light is seen. 

XLV. 

Oh! wild presumption of a conqueror's dream. 
To gaze on those pure altar-fires, enshrined 
In depths of blue infinitude, arid deem 
They shine to guide the spoiler of uMuikind 
O'er fields of blood ! — But with the restless mind 
It hath been ever thus! and they that weep 
For worlds to conquer, o'er the bounds assigned 
To human search, in daring pride would sweep, 
A* o'er the trampled dust wherein they soon must 
sleep. 
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XLVI. 
Bat ye! that beamed on Fate's tremendous 

night, 
When the storm burst o'er golden Babylon, 
And ye, that sparkled with your wonted light 
O'er bprnirig Salem, by the l^man won; 
And ye, that calmly viewed the slaughter done 
In Home's own streets, when Alaric's trumpet- 
blast 
Rung through the Capitol ; bright spheres ! roll on ! 
SHU bright, though empires fall; and hid man 
cast 
His humbled eyes to earth, and commune with 
the past. 

XLVII. 
For it hath paighty lessons ! £rom the tomb, 
And £rom the ruins of the tomb, and where, 
'Midst the wrecked cities in the desert's gloom, 
All tameless creatures make their savage lair, 
Thence cotaes its voice, that shakes the mid- 
night air. 
And calls vip clouds to dim the laughing day, 
And thrills the soul ; — ^yet bids us not despau*, 
But make one rock our shelter and our stay, 
Beneath whose shade all else is passing to decay ! 

XLVIII. 

The hours move on. I see a wavering gleam 
O'er the hushed waters tremulously fall, 
Poured firom the Cssars' palace : now the beam 
Of many lamps is brightening in the hall, 
And from its. long arcades and pillars tail 
Soft,. graceful shadows undulating lie 
On the wave's heaving bosom, and recall 
A thought of Venice, with her moonlight sky, 
And festal seas and dpmes, and fairy pageantry. 

XLIX. 

But from that dwelling floats no mirthful sound 1 
The swell of flute aiid Giedan lyre no more, 
Wafting an atmosphere of music round, 
Tells the hushed seaman, gliding past the shore, 
How monarchs revel there ! — Its feasts are o'er — 
Why gleam the lights along its colonnade 1 
— I see a train of guests in silence pour 
Thlt»ugh its long avenues of terraced shade, 
Whose stately founts and bowers for joy alone 
were made! 



In silence, and in arms! With helm^with 

sword— 
These are no marriage-garments !— Yet e'en 

now 

Thy nuptial feast should grace the regal board, 
Thy Georj^an bride should wreath her bvely 

blow 



With an imperial diadem 1(10)— but thou, 
O fated prince! art called, and these with thee, 
To darker scenes ; and thou hast learned to bow 
Thine Eastern sceptre to the dread decree, 
And count it joy enough to perish— being free I 

LI. 

On through long vestibules, with solemn tread. 
As men that in some time of fear and wo, 
Bear darkly to their rest the noble dead, 
O'er whom by day their sorrows may hot flow. 
The warriors pass: their measured steps are 

slow, 
And hollow echoes fill the marble halls, 
Whose long-drawn vistas open as they go, 
In desolate pomp ; and fix>m the pictured walls, 
Sad seems the light itself, which on their armour 
fallsl 

LII. 

And they hAve reaiched a goxgeous chamber, 

bright 
With all wiB dream of splendour ; yet a gloom 
Seems gathered o'er it tb the boding sight, 
A shadow that anticipates the tomb 1 
Still from its fretted roof the lamps illume 
A purple canopy, a golden throne ; 
But it is empty ! — Hath the stroke of doom 
. Fallen there already? — Where is He, the One, 
Bom that high ^at to fill, supremely and alone 1 

LIIl. 

Oh ! there are times whose pressure doth efface 
Earth's vain distinctions ! — #hen the storm beats 

loud, 
When the strong towers are tottering to their 

base, 
And the streets rock, — ^who mingle in the crowdl 
— Peasant and chief, the lowly and the proud, 
Are in that throng I— Yes, life hath many an 

hour 
Which makes us kindred, by one chastening 

bowed, 
And feeling but, as from the storm' we cower, 
What shrinking weakness feels before unbounded 

power I 

LIV, 
Yet then that Power, whose dwelling isron high, 
Its loftiest marvels doth reveal, and speak 
In the deep human heart more gloriously, 
Than in the bursting thunder! — Thence the 

weak. 
They that seemed formed, as flower^«tems, bat 

to break 
With the first wind, have risen to deeds, whose 



Still calls "p thoughts that mantle to the cheekj 
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And thrill the pulse t — Ay, strength no pangs 
could tame 
Hath looked from woman's eye upon the sword 
and flame! 

LV. 

And this is of such hours ! — That throne is void, 
And its lord comes, uncrown'd. Behold him stand. 
With a calm brow, where woes have not de- 
stroyed 
The Greek's heroic beauty, 'midst his band, 
The gathered virtue of a sinking land, 
Alas ! how scanty! — Now is cast aside 
All form of princely state? each noble hand 
Is prest by turns in his: for earthly pride 
There is no room in hearts where earthly hope 
hath died! 

LVI. 

A moment's hush — and Ihen he speaks — ^he 

speaks! 
But not of hope! that dream hath long gone by : 
His words are full of memory — as he seeks. 
By the strong names of Rome and Liberty, 
Which yet are living powers that fire the eye. 
And rouse the heart of inanhood *, and by idl 
The sad yet grand remembrances that lie 
Deep with earth's buried heroes ; io recall 
The soul of other years, if but to grace their fall ! 

LVII. 

His words are full of faith ! — And thoughts, more 

high 
Than Rome e'er knew, now fill his glance with 

light; 
Thoughts which gave nobler lessons how to die 
Than e'er were drawn from Nature's haughty 

might ! 
And to that eye, with all the spirit bright. 
Have theirs replied in tears, which may not shame 
The bravest in such moments ! — 'T is a sight 
To make all earthly splendours cold and tame, 
—That generous burst of soul, with its electric 

flame! 

LVIII. 

They weep— those champions of the cross — ^they 

weep, 
Yet vow themselves to death !— Ay, 'midst that 

train 
Are martyrs, privileged in tean to steep 
Their lofty sacrifice ! — The pang is vain, 
And yet ite gush of sorrow shall not stain 
A warrior's sword. — Those men are strangers 

here-(ll) 
The homes, they never may behold again, 
Lie far away, with all things blest and dear, 
On laughing shores, to which their baiks no more 
! 



LIX. 

Know'st thou the land where hbom the omiga 

bowere1(12) 
Where through dark fttliage gleam the citron's 

dyes? 
It is their own. They see their father's towers, 
'Midst its Hesperian ^ves in sunlight rise: 
They meet in soul, the bright Italian eyes, 
Which long and vainly shall explore the main 
For their white sail's return : the melodies 
Of that sweet land are floating o'er their brain — 
— Oh! what a crowded world one moment may 

contain! 

LX. 

Such moments come to thousands ! — few may 

die 
Amidst their native shades. The young, the 

brave,' 
The beautiful, whose gUuldening voice and eye 
Made summer in a parent's heart, and gave 
Light to their peopled homes*, o'er land and wave 
Are scattered fast and far, as rose-leaves fiJt 
From the deserted stem. They find a grave 
Far from the shadow of th' ancestral hall, 
— A lonely bed is theirs, whose smiles were hope 

toaU! 

XLI. 

But life flows on, and bears ns with its tide, 
Nor may we, lingering, by the slumberen dwefl, 
Though they were those once blooming at oar 

side 
In youth's gay homel — Away! what sound's 

deep swell 
Comes on the wind ? — It is an empire's knell. 
Slow, sad, majestic, pealing through the night ! 
For the last time speaks forth the solemn bell, 
Which calls the Christians to their holiest rite^ 
With a funereal voice of solitary might 

LXU. 
Again, and yet again ! — A startling power 
In sounds like these lives ever ; for they bear, 
Full on remembrance each eventful hour. 
Chequering life's crowded path. They fill the 

air 
When conqueron pass, and fisarful cities wear 
A mien like joys; and when young brides are 

led 
From their paternal homes ; and when the glare 
Of burning streets, on midnight's cloud, wavee 

red, 
And when the silent hoose'receives its guest t he 

deaa.(13) 

LXIIL 
But to those tones what thrilling soul was given, 
On that last night of empire ! — As a spell 
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Whereby the life-blood to its mmice is driTen, 
On the chilled heart of multitudfeB they fell. 
Each cadence seemed a prophecy, to tell 
Of sceptres passing from their line away, 
An angel-watcher's long and sad fiu«well, 
The requiem of a faith's departing sway, 
A throne's, a nation's dirge, a wail for earth's de- 
cay. 

LXIV. 

Again, and yet again! — from yon high dome, 
Still the ijtiow peal comes awfully; and they 
Who never more to rest in mortal home, 
Shall throw the breastpiate off at fall of day, 
Th' imperial band in close and armed array 
As men that from the sword must part no more, 
Take through the midnight streets their silent 

way, 
Within their ancient temple to adora, 
En yet its thousand years of christian pomp are 
o'er. 

LXV. 
It is the hour of sleep: yet few the eyes, 
O'er which foigetfulness her balm hath shed, 
In the beleagured city. Stillness lies 
With moonlight, o'er the hills and waters spread. 
But not the less with signs and sounds of dread, 
The time speed8j)n. No voice is raised to greet 
The last brave Constantine ; and yet the tread 
Of many steps ii in the echoing street, 
And pressure of pale crovds, scaice conscious 
. why they meet 

LXVI. 

Their homes are luxury's yet : why pour they 

thence 
With a dim terror in each restless eye 1 
Hath the diead car, which bean the pestilence. 
In darkness, with its heavy wheels, rolled by. 
And recked their palaces, as if on high. 
The whiriwind passed 1— From couch and joy- 
ous board 
Hath the fierce phantoqi beckoned them to die 'i 
— No! — what are these 1 — for them a cup is 
poured(14) 

More dark with wrath; — Man comes — ^the spoiler 
and the sword. 

LXV^I. 

Still as the monarch and his chieftains pass 
Through those pale throngs, the streaming 

torehlight throws 
On some wild form, amidst the liv^ mass, 
Hues, deeply red, like lava's, which disclose 
What countless shapes are worn by mortal 

woes! ^ 



Lips bloodlesB, quivering limbs, hands clasped 

in prayer, 
Starts, tremblingi^ hurryings, tears * all outward 

shows 
Betokening inward agonies, were there : 
— Greeks! B,omansl ail but such as image brave 

despair! 

LXVIII. 
But high above that scene in bright repose, 
And beauty borrowing from the torohes' gleams 
A mien of life, yet where no life-blood flows, 
But all instinct with loftier being seems, 
Pale, grand, colossal; lot th' embodied dreams 
Of yore!— Gods, heroes, bards, in marble 

wrought. 
Look down, as powers, upon the wild extremes, 
Of mortal passion !— Yet 't was man that caught. 
And in each glorious form enshrined immortal 
thought! 

LXIX. 
Stood ye not thus amidst the streets of Rome? 
That Rome which witnessed, in her sceptred 

days. 
So much <^ noble death 1 — ^When shrine and 

dome, 
'Midst clouds of incense, rung with choral lays. 
As the long triumph passed with all iu blaze 
Of regal spoil, were ye not proudly borne, 
O sovereign forms! concentering all t)ie rays 
Of the soul's lightnings ?— did ye not adorn 
The pomp which earth stood still to gaze on and 
tomoumi 

LXX. 

Hath it been thus?— Or did ye grace the haDi^ 
Once peopled by the mighty? — Haply there^ 
In your still grandeur, from the pillared walls 
Serene ye smiled on banquets of despair, 
Where hopeless courage wrought itself to dare, 
The stroke of its deliveraAce, 'midst the glow 
'Of living wreaths, the sighs of perfumed air, 
The sound of lyres, the, flower-crowned goblet's 
flow:(15) 
-Behold again ! — ^high hearts make nobler oflfor- 
ings now ! 

LXXl. 

The stately fane is reached— and at its gate 
The wanioiB pause; on life's tumultuous tide 
A stilhiess falls, while he, whom regal state 
Hath marked from all, to be more sternly tried, 
By sufferings speais:— each ruder voice hath 

died. 
While his implores forgivenessf— 'Mf there be 
One 'midst your throngs, my people! — whom in 

pride, 
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Or passion, I have wit>nged; such pardon, free 
As mortak hope from Heaven, accord that man 
tome!" 

LXXII. 

But all is silence; and a ^sh of tears. 
Alone replies!^ He hath not heen of those 
Who, feared by many, pine in secret fears 
Of all; th' environed but by slaves and foes, 
To whom day brings not safety, night repoee, 
For they have heard the voice cry " »leep no 

wore/" 
Of them he hath not been, nor such, as close 
Their hearts to misery, till the time is o'er/ 
When it speaks low and kneelsHh' oppressor's 
throne before 1 

LXXIIL 

He hath been loved — ^but who may trust the love 
Of a degenerate race?— in other mould 
Are cast the free and bfty hearts, that prove 
Their faith through fiery trials.— Yet behold, 
And call him not forsaken.— Thoughts untold 
Have lent his aspect calkness, and his tread 
Moves firmly to the shrine. — What pomps un- 
fold 
Within its precincts! — Isles and seas have shed 
Their gorgec;i8 treasures there, around th' impe- 
rial dead. 

LXXIV. 

'Tis a proud vision — that most regal pile 

Of ancient days!— the lamps are lAreaming 

bright 
From its rich altar, down each pillared isle, 
Whose vista fades in dimness ; but the sight 
Is lost in splendours, as the wavering light 
Developes on those walls the thousand dyes 
Of the veined marbles, which array their height, 
And from yon dome,(16) the lode-star of all 

eyes, 
Pour such an iris-glow as emulates the skies. 

LXXV. 

But gaze thou not on these; though heaven's 

own hues 
In their soft clouds and radiant tracery vie ; 
Though tints, of sun-bom glory, may suffuse 
Arch, column, rich mosaic : pass thou by 
The stately tombs, where eastern Ctbsars lie, 
Beneath their trophietf; pause not here^ £» 

know, 
A deeper source of all sublimity 
lives in man's bosom, than the world can show, 
In nature or in art, above, around, below. 



LXXVI. 

Turn thou to mark (though tears may dim thy 

gazfe) 
The steel-clad group before yon altvstone ; 
Heed not, though gems and gold around it blaze, 
Those heads unhelmed, those kbeeling forms 

alone. 
Thus bowed, look glorious here. The tight is 

thrown 
Full from the shrine on one, a nation's lord 
A sufferer I — ^but his tksk shall eoon be done — 
E'en now, as Faith's mysterious cup is poured, 
See to that noble brow, peace, not of ^earth, re- 
stored! 

LXXVII. 

. The rite is o'er. The band of brethren part, 
Once— and btU once — to meet on earth again ! 
Each, in the strength of a collected heart. 
To dare what man nlay dare — and know 't is 

vain! 
The rite is o'er, and thou majestic fane! 
The glory is departed from thy brow ! 
Be clothed with dust I— the Christian's farewell 

strain 
Hath died within thy walls f thy Cross must 

bow; 
Thy kingly tombs be 8p(»led ; thy golden shrines 

laid low ! 

LXXVlIL 
The streets grow still and lonely — and the star, 
The last bright lingerer in the path of mom, 
Gleams faint ; and in the very lap of war, 
As if young Hope with Twilight's ray were 

born. 
Awhile the dty sleeps : — ^her throngs, o'erwom 
With fears and watchings, to their homes retire ; 
Nor is the balmy air of dayspring torn 
With battle sounds ;( 17) the winds in sighs ex- 
pire. 
And Gluiet broods in mists, that veil the sunbeam's 
fire. . 

LXXIX. 
The city sleeps ! — ay! on the combat's eve, 
And by the scaffold's brink, and 'midst the swell 
Of angry seas, hath Nature won reprieve 
Thus from her cares. The brave have slum- 
bered well. 
And e'en .the foarfril, in their dungeon-oell. 
Chained between Life and Death !— Such rest 

be thine. 
For conflicts wait thee still !— Yet who can tell 
In that brief hour, how much of Heaven may 
shine 
Full on thy spirit's dream 1— Sleep, weary Con- 
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LXXX. 

Doth the Uftflt lue V-the clouded East is red, 
As if a storm were gathering ; and 1 hear 
What teems like heavy rain-drops, or the tfeed, 
The soft and smothered step, of those that fear 
Sarpriae from ambushed foes. Hark ! yet more 

near 
It eotaes, a many-toned and mingled sound ; 
A rustling, as of winds where boughs are sear, 
A rolling as of wheels that shake the ground 
From far ; a heavy rush, like seas that burat their 
boundl 

LXXXI. 

Wake, wake! They come from sea and shore 

ascending 
In hosts your ramparts ! Arm ye for the day ! 
Who BOW may sleep amidst (he thunders rend 

Thnugh tower and wall, a path for their arrayl 
Hark ! how the trumpet cheers them to the prey, 
With its wUd voice to which the seas reply t 
And the earth rocks beneath their engine's sway. 
And the for hills repeat their battle-cry, 
Till that fierce tumult seems to shake the vaulted 
skyl 

LXXXII. 

They foU not now, the generous band, that long 
Hac^e ranged their swords around a foiling 

throne; 
Still in those fe a ri sss men the walls are strong, 
Hearts, such- as rescue empires, aro their own ! 
— Shall those high energies be vainly shown? 
No! from their towers th^ invading tide is driven 
Back, like the ^ed-sea waves, when Qod had 

blown 
With his sliong winds !(18>*the daik-browed 



Shout, warriors of the cross 1 — ^for victory is of 
Heaven ! 

LXXXIII. 

Stand firm ! — Again the crescent host is rushing. 
And the waves foam, as on the galleys sweep, 
With all their fires and darts, though blood is 

gushing 
Fart o'er their aider, as rivers to the deep. 
Stand iirml^thero yet is hope—th' ascent is 

steep, 
And from on high no shaft descends in vain ; 
— But those that foil swell u^ the mangled heap, 
In the red moat, the djdng and the slain. 
And o'er that fearful bridge th' asuiUoits mount 

attain ! 

LXXXIV. 

Oh ! the dread mingting in that awful hour, 
Of all terrific sounds \ — the savage tone 
22 ^ 



Of the wild horn, the caimon's peal, the shower 
Of hissing darts, the crash of wall's o'erthrown. 
The deep, dull tambour's beat!— man's voice 

alone 
Is there unheard ! Ye may not catoh the cry 
Of trampled thousands— prayer, and shriek, and 

moan, 
AU drowned, as that fierce hurricane sweeps by. 
But swell the unheeded sum earth pays for victory I 

LXXXV. 

War'«louds hate wrapt the cHyl— through their 

dun 
O'erloaded canopy, at times a blaze, 
As of an angry storm-presaging sun, 
From the Greek fire shoots up;(19) and light- 
ning rays 
Flash, fiom the shock of sabres, through 'the 

haze. 
And glancing arrows cleave the dusky air I 
— Ay I tfuB is in the compass of our gaze, — 
But fearful things, unknown, untold, are there, 
Workings of Wrath and Death, and Anguish, and 
Despair! 

LXXXVI. 
Wo^ shame and wo\ — At^hief, a warrior files, 
A red-cross champion, bleeding, wikl, and pale ! 
— Oh God ! that nature's passing agonies, 
Thus o'er the spark which dies not should pre- 
vail! 
Yest rend the arrow from thy shattered mail, 
And stanch the bbod-drops, Genoa's follen 

son!(20) 
Fly swifter yet ! the javelins pour as hail I 
^But there are tortures which thou canst- not 
shun. 
The spirit is tJieir prey -,— thy pangs are but begun ! 

LXXXVII. 

Oh ! happy in their homes, the noble dead I 

The seal is set on their majestic fkme ; 

Earth has drunk deep the generous bk)od they 

shed, 
Fat6 has ho poweTto dim their stainless name ! 
They may not^ in one Utter moment, shame 
Long glorious years ; from many a lofiy stdm 
Fall graceful fio wen, and eagle-hearts grow tame. 
And stars drop, fading, from the diadem ; 
But the bright pasi' is theirs — there is no change 
fa them I 

LXXXVIII. 

Where art thou Constantineir- Where Death 

is reaping 
His sevenfold harvest ! Where the stormy light. 
Fast as th' artilter^s thunderbolts are sweeping, 
Throws meteor-bursts o'er battle's noonday- 
night 1 
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Where the towers rock and crumble from their 

height, 
As the earthquake, and the engines ply 
Like red Vesuvio; and where human might 
Confionts all this, andstiU brave haiurtsbeajthiih, 
While scymetars ring loud on shivering panoply. 

LXXXIX. . 

Where art thou Constantine7— Where ChiisJ 

tian blood 
Hath bathed the waOs in torrents, and in vain 1 
Where Faith bM Valour perish in the flood, 
Whose billows, rising o*er their bosoms^ gain 
Dark strength each moment : where the gallant 

slain 
Around the banner of the cross lie stuwed, 
Thick as the vine-leaves on the autumnal plain ; 
Where all, save one high spirit, is subdued, 
And through thebreach ptess on tlie o'erwhelming 
multitude. 

Now is he battling 'midst a host alone, 
As the last cedar stems awhile the sway 
Of .mountain-storms, whose fury hath o'erthrown 
Its forest-brethien in their green array I 
And he hath cast his purple robe away, 
With its imperial bearings; that his sword 
An iron ransom from the chain may pay, 
And win, what haply Fate may yet accord, 
A soldier's death, the all now left an empire's lord ! 

XCI. 

Search for him noWt where bloodiest lie the files 
Which once were men, the faithful and the brave ! 
Sefoch for him no^, where loftiest rise the piles 
Of shattered lielms and shields, which could not 

save; 
And crests and banness, never more to wave 
In the free winds of heaven ! — He b of those 
O'er whom the host may rush, the tempest, rave. 
And the steeds trample, and the speanneaclose, 
Yet wake them not j— so deep their long and last 



XCIL 



Wo to the vanquished ! thus it hath been still. 
Since Time's first jnaMXch !— Hark, hark, a peo- 
ple's cry ! 
Ay I now the conquerors in^'the streets fulfil 
Their task of wrath ! In vain the victims fly ; 
Hark ! now each piercing tono of agony 
Blends in the city's shriek 1 — The lot is cast. 
Slaves, 't wasyour choice^ thus, rather thus, todie, 
Than where the warrior's blood flows warm and 
fast, 
And roused and mighty hearts beat proudly to the 
last! 



XGIII. 

Oh t well doth fi^Mdom battle 1— Men have qiad* 
E'en 'midst their blazing roois, a noble stand, 
And on the floors, where once their childreo 

played, 
And by the hearths, round which their house- 
hold band 
At evening met ; ayl struggling hand to hand. 
Within the very chambers of their sleep, 
TTiere have they taught the spoilers of the land, 
In chainless hearts what tieiy strength lies deep, 
To guard finee homes ! — but ye ! kneel, tremblers ! 
kneel and weep t 

XQIV. 

'T is eve— the stoim hath died— the valiant rest 
Low on their shields ; the day's fierce work is 

done, 
And blood-stained seas and burning towers attest 
Its feariiil deeds. An empire's race u run ! 
Sad, 'midst his gkny, looks the parting sun 
Upon the captive city. Hark! a swell 
(Meet to proclaim Barbaric war-fiekls won) 
Of fierce triumphal .sounds, that wildly tell, 
The Soldan comes within the Casan*- ha|ls to 
dweU! 

XCV. 

Yes t with the peal of C3rmbal and of gong. 
He comes, — the Moslem" treads those ancient 

halls! 
But aU is stiUnew there, as Death had kmg 
Been lord alone within those gorgeous walk. 
And half that silence of the grave appals 
The conqueror's heart Ay, thus with Tri- 
umph's hour, 
Still comes the boding whisper, which recalls 
A thought of those impervious clouds that bwer 
O'er Ghrandeur's path, a sense of some &r mightiiir 
Power! 

XCVI. 

" The owl upon Afrasiab's towers hath sung 
Her watch-song, and around th' imperial throne 
The spider weaves hii web !"(31) StiU darkly 

hung 
That verse of omen, as a prophet's tone, 
O'er his flushed spirit Yeanon yean have flown 
To prove its truth : kings pile their domes in air, 
That the coiled snake may bask on sculptured 



And nations clear the forest, to prepare 
For the wild fox and wolf more stately dwellings 
there! 

XCVII. 
But thou ! that on thy ramparts proudly dying, 
As a crowned leader in such houn shouki die, 
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Upon thy p3m> of shiTefed spdUB art lying, 
With the heaveoB o'er thee for a canopy, 
And banners for thy ahroiid ! — No tear ^ no aigh, 
ShaH mingle with thy dirge ; for thou art now 
Beyond viciflntnde ! Lo ! reared on high, 
The Crescent blazes, while the Cross most bow ; 
But where no change can reach, there, Constan- 
tine, ait thou ! 

XCVIII. 
" After life's fitful fever thou sleepest wellT 
We may n6t mourn thee !— Sceptred chiefe, 

from whom 
The earth received her desdny, and feU 
Before them trembling—to a sterner doom 
Have oft been called. For them the dungeon's 

gloom, 
With its cold starless midnight, hath been made 
More fearful darkness, where, as in a tomb. 
Without a tomb's repose, the chain hath weigh- 
ed 
ThttT veiy soul to dust, with each high power de- 
cayed. 

XCIX. 

Or in the eye of thousands they have stood, 
To meet the stroke of Death— -but not like thee ! 
From bonds and scaffolds hath appealed their 

. blood, 
But thou didst fall unlettered, armed, and free, 
And kingly to the last !-- And if it be. 
That, from the viewless world, whose marvels 

none' 
Return to tell, a spirit's eye can see 
The things of earth; still mayest thou hail the 
nin, 
Which o'er thy land shall dawn, when Freedom's 
%ht is won t 



And the hour comes, in storm!— A light is 

glancing 
Far through the forest-god's Arcadian shades! 
— *T is not the moonbeam, tremukiusly dancing, 
Where lone Alpheus bathes his haunted glades; 
A murmur, gathering power, the air pervades. 
Round dark Citheron, and by Delphi's steep ; 
— 'T is not the song and Ijrre of Grecian maids, 
Nor pastoral reed that loDs the valee to sleep, 
Nor yet the rustling pines, nor yet the sounding 
deepl 

CI. 

Aims glitter on the mountains, which, of okl, 
Awoke to freedom's first heroic strain, 
And hy the streams, once crimson as they rolled 
The Persian helm and standard to the main; 
And the blue waves of Salamis again 



Thrill to the trumpet; and the tombs reply. 
With their ten thousand echoes, from each 

plain, 
Far as Platsa's, wh^re the mighty lie. 
Who crowned so proudly there ^ bowl of liber- 
ty!(22) 

CIL 

Bright land with gk>iy mantled o'er by song, 
Land of the vision-peopled hills and streams, 
And fountains, whose deserted banks along. 
Still the soft air with inspiration teems; 
Land of the graves, whose dwellen shall be 

themes 
To verse for ever ; and of ruined shrines. 
That scarce kx>k desolate beneath such beams, 
As bathe in gold thine ahcient rocks and pines 1 
— When shall thy sons repose in peace beneath 
their vines 1 

cm. 

T%ou wert not made for bonds, nor shame, nor 

fear! 
— Do the hoar oaks and dark-green laurels wave 
O'er Mantinea's earth?— <]oth Pindus rear 
His snows, the stinbeam and the storm to brave 1 
And is there yet on Marathon a grave? 
And doth Eurotas lead his silvery line 
By Sparta's ruins ? — And shall man, a slave, 
Bowed to the dust, amid such scenes repine? 
-^If e'er a soil was mari^ed for Freedom's step— 
'tis thine! 

CIV. 

Wash from that soil the stains, with battle- 
showers! 
— Beneath Sophia's dome the Moslem prays, 
The Crescent gleams amidst the olive-bowen, 
In the Comneni's haIlB(23) the Taitar sways: 

But not for long ! — the spirit of those days. 
When the three hundred made their funeral pile 
Of Asia's dead, is kindling, like the rays 
Of thy rejoicing sun, when first his smile 

Warms the Parnassian rock, and gilds the Delian 
isle. 

CV. 

If then 't is given thee to arise in might, 
Trampling the scourge, and dashing down the 

chain, 
Pure be thy trium{»hs, as thy name is bright ! 
The cross of vktoiy diould not know a stain 1 
So may that faith once more supremely reign. 
Through which we lift our spirits from the dust > 
And deem not, e'en when virtue dies in vain. 
She dies forsaken ; but repose our trust • 
On Him whose ways are dark, unsearchable— -but 
just 
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NOTES. 

Note 1, page 180, coL 2s 
While IsmaePa bow, Ac. 
The anny of Mahomet the Second, at the nege 
of Constantinople, was thronged with fanatics of 
aD sects and nationa, who were not enroDed 
amongst the regular troops. The Snltan himself 
marched uipon the city from A^anople; but his 
army must have been prindpally coHected in the 
Asiatic province which he had previously visited. 

Note 2, page 181, col. 1. 
^Brins wine, bring odoun^ Ac 



Hue vina, et unguenta, et nimiam breves 
Flores amc^iuB ftrre jube row. 

Hot. lib. ii od. 3. 

Note 3, page 181, opL 1. 
Fi^am the Seven Toweii% Ac 
The Curtle of the Seven Towers is mentioned 
in the Byzantine history, as early as the sixth 
centuiy of the Christian era, as an edifice which 
contributed materially to the defence of Constanti- 
nople; and it was the principal bulvrark of the 
town on the coast of the Propontis, in the latter 
periods of the empire. For a description of this 
building see Po^queviUe a TraveU, 

Note 4, page 181, col. 2. 
With te long march of sceptred ilnagaiy. 
An allusion to the Roman custom of carrying 
in procession, at the funerals of their great men, 
the images of their ancestors. 

Note 5, page 181, cd. 2. 
The Ronuui a* hie gUuering maU away. 
The following was the ceremony of consecration 
with which Decius devoted himself in battle. He 
was ordered by Valerius, the pontifez maxlmus, 
to quit his military habit,, and put on the robe 
he wore in the senate. Valerius then covered 
his head with a veil; commanded him to put 
forth his baud under his robe to his chin, and 
standing with both feet upon a javelin, to repeat 
these words: " O Janus, Jupiter, Mars, Romulus, 
BeHona, and ye Lares and Novensiles t All ye 
heroes who dwell in heaven, and all ye gods who 
rule over us and our enemies, especially ye gods 
of hell I I honour you^ invoke you, and humbly 
intreat you to prosper the arms of the Romans, 
and to transfer all fear and terror from them to 
their enemies; and I do^ for the safety of the 
Roman people, and their legions, devote myself, 
and with myself the lUtny and auxiliaries of the , 
eiwmy, to the infernal gods, and the goddess of the i 



earth." Decius then, girding his robe aioond him, 
mounted his horse, and rode full speed into the 
thickest of the enemy's battalions. The Latins 
were, for a while, thunderstruck at' this spectacle: 
but at length recovering thempelves, they discharg- 
ed a shower of darts, under w^h the consul fell. 

Note6, page 182, col. 1. 

Ix>l Chr^ian pennooB atreamiiiK 

Red o'er the wauna ! 4ec 

See Gibbon's animated descriptbn of the ani- 
val of &^ Christian ships, with men and provi- 
sbns, fer the succour of the besieged, not many 
days before the fell of Constantinople.— -JDecftns 
arid Foil qfihe Roman Empire^ vol. xii. p; 215. 

Note 7, page 183, col. L 

hM when the wind hath bkmn 

O'er Indian gro?ei^ te. 

. The summits of the lofiy rocks in the Cunatic, 
parlicuUily about the Ghauts, are sometimes co- 
vered with the bamboo tree, which grows in thick 
dumps, and is of such uncommon aridity, that in 
the sultry season of the year the friction occasion- 
ed by a strong dry wind will literally produce 
spariu of fire, which frequently setting the woods 
in a blaze, exhibit to the spectator stationed in a 
valley surrounded by rocks, a magnificent, though 
imperfect circle of fire. — NaUa to Kiindenleif* 
SpedmenM qf Hindoo LUenUure. 

Noted, page 184, col. L 

T lw snowy crown 
Offer OHympuB, Ac. 

Those who steer their westward oonne through 
the middle of the Propontis may at once descry the 
high lands of Thrace and Bithynia, and neviir 
lose sight of the lofty summit of Mount Olympds, 
covered with eternal wao^n.'— Decline and FaU^ 
4^. vol. iii. p. 8. 

Note 9, page 184,' col. 2. 

M ohammed'a face 
Klndlea beneath their aspect, Ac 

Mahomet U. was greatly addicted to the study 
of astrology. His calculations in thissdencel^ 
him to fix upon the morning of the 29th of May 
as the fortunate hour for a general attack upon the 
city. 

Note 10, page 185, col. 2. 
Ttij Georgian bride, dec. 
Constantino Palsologus was betrothed to a 
Georgian princem ; and the very spring which wit- 
nessed the fall of Constantinople had been fixed 
upon as the time for conveying the imperial bride 
to that city. 
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Note 11, page 186, coL 1. 

Tbon men an Mnngen han. 
Many of the adherenU of Com^tantiiie, in his 
last noble aUnd fat the libertiea, or rather the 
honour, of a falling empire, were Ibreignen and 
chiefly Italians. 

Note 12, page 186, col. 3. 
KaoiTBat ttMNi Um land, As. 
This and the next line are an almost literal 
translation from a beautiM song of Qoethe's: 
Kennidn dai lan^ wo die xitrooen bluhn 
Mkdankalnlaubdiegoldocangangluhof&c. ^ 

Notel3,pagel86kCdl2. 

The idea expressed in this stanza is beautifully 
amplified in Schiller's poem " Das Lied der 
Olocke." 

Note 14, page 187, ool. 1. 

. Hath the fleroe phantom, Ac 
It is said to be a Greek supentition that the 
plague u announced, by the heavy rolling of an 
invisible chariqt,^ heard in the streets at midnight,.; 
and also by the appearance of a gigantic spectre, 
who summons the dereted person by name. 

Note 15, page 187, cd. 3. 

— ^Te imUed on banquets of deepoir, Ac 

Many instances of such banquets, given and 

shared by persons resolved upon death, might be 

adduced from ancient history. That of Vibtus 

Virius, at Capua, is amongst the most meniorable. 

Note 16, page 188, col. 1. 

Ton domflb the lodestar of all eyea 

For a minute description of the maibles, jaspers, 
and porphyries, employed in the construction oif 
St Sophia, see TheDedine and FaU^4v,^€lyu. 

p.iao. 

Note 17, page 188, col. 2. 

Nor Is the balmj ail of dajBprlng uxn 
With battl64oandi^ Ac 

The assault of the city took place at day- break, 
and the Turks were strictly enjoined to advance 
in silence, which had also been commanded, on 
pain of death, during the preceding night. This 
dreumstance is fibely alluded to by Miss Baillie, 
in her tragedy of Constantino Palfiologus: 

<*BikatriMilbathemaich: nor diom, nor tnifflp^ 

Nor dMh of inns shall to the watchfullbe 

Our near approach betny : silent and soft, 

Aa the pord's velvet foot on Ljbla's sandii^ 

Blow staalinf with crouched shoulden on her pray." 

CanatanUm PaIaobigu9f Act Iv. 

" The match and labour of thousands" must, 
however, as Qibbon observes, *' have inevitaUy 
pBoduced a strange ooniuskm of discordant cla- 



mours, which reached the ears of the watchmen 
on the towers." 

Note 18, page 189, col. L 

The dark-browed ranks an risen. 

*' After a conflict of two hours, the Greeks still 
maintained and preserved their advantage,'' says 
GKbbon. The strenuous exertiotts of the janiza- 
ries first turned the fortune of the day. 

Notel9,pag!el89,col.2. 
From the Oieek fire shoots op^ Ac 
" A circumstance that distinguishes the siege of 
Constantinople is the reunion of the ancient and 
modem artilleiy. The bullet and the battering- 
ram were directed against the same wall; nor had 
the discovery of gunpowder supernded the use of 
the liquid and unextinguishable &n,"'~DeeUw 
and FaU, <^e., vol xiL p. 313. 

Note 90, page 189, eol. 3. 
And stanch theblood-dropi^ Genoa'a flOkn sonl 
" The immediate loss of Constantinople may be 
ascribed to the bullet, or arrow, which pierced the 
gauntlet of John Justiaiani (a Genoese chief^ 
The sight of his blood, and exquisite pain, ap- 
palled the courage of th^ chief, whose arms and 
counsels were the firmest rampart of the city."— 
Decline and Pall, <f«., vol. xii. p. 229. 

Note 21, page 190, coL 3. 

The owl upon AAasiaVs towen hath sung 
Her watch-song, Ac 
Mahomet II., on entering, after his victory, the 
palace of the Bysantine emperors, was- strongly 
impressed with the silence aiid desolation which 
reigned within its precincts. A melancholy re- 
flection on the vidssitndes of human greatness 
forced itself on his mind, and he repeated an ele- 
gant distich of Persian poetry: ''The spider has 
wove his web in the imperial palace, and the owl 
hath sung her watch-song on the towers of Afira- 
siab.' ''—Deeline and Fall, (f«., vol. xii. p. 340. 

Note 23, page 191, ool. 3. 
■ T he bowl of llbertj. 
One of the ceremonies by which the battle of 
Platoa was annually commemorated was, to crown 
with wine a cup called the Bowl of lAberty, which 
was afterwards poured forth in libation. 

Note 23, page 191, col. 2. 
In the Oomnenrs halK ftc 
The Comneni were amongst the most distin- 
guished of the families who filled the Byzantine 
throne in the declining yean of the eastern em^ 
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I. 

THE STORM OP DELPHI* 

Far through the Delphian shades 

An Eastern trampet rung! 
And the startled eagle rushed on high, 
With sounding flight through the fiery sky, 
And banners o^er the shadowy glades, 

To the sweeping winds were flung. 

Banners, with deep-red gold 

All wa^g, as a flame, 
And a fitful glance firom the bright spear-head 
On the dim wood-paths of the mountain shed, 
And a peal of Asia's war-notes told 

That in arms the Persian came. 

He came, with starry gems 

On his quiver and his crest; 
With starry gems, at whose heart the day 
Of the cloudless orient burninjg lay, 
AAd they cast a gleam on the laurel-stems, 

As onward his thousands pressed. 

But a gloom fell o'er their way, 

And a heavy moan went hyl 
A moan, yet not like the wind's low swell, 
When its voice grows wild amidst cave and dell, 
But a mortal murmur of dismay, 

Or a wanior's dying sigh ! 

A gloom fell o'er their wayl 

>T was not the shadow cast 
By the dark pine-boughs as they passed the blue 
Of the Grecian heavens with their solemn hue; 
—The air was filled with a mightier sway, 

^But on the spearmen passed 1 

And hollow to their tread, 
Game the echoes of the ground, 
And banners drooped, as with dews o'erbome^ 
And the wailing blast of the battle-horn 
Had an altered cadence, dull and dead, 
Of strange foreboding sound. 

^But they blew a louder strain, 
When the steep defiles were passed! 
And afar the crowned Parnassus rose, 
To shine through heaven with his ntdiant snows, 
' And in golden light the Delphian fane 
Before them stood at last ! 

In golden light it stood, 

'Midst the laurels gleaming lone. 



V *6ee Che aoeount cited from Herodouu^ in Blitibnl's Greece. 



For the Sun-God yet, with a lovely smile. 
O'er its graceful pillars looked awhile. 
Though the stormy shade on cliff and wood 
Grew deep, round its monntain-thzone. 

And the Persians gave a shdut ! 

But the maorble-walls replieyi, 
With a clash of steel, and a sullen roar 
Like heavy wheels on the oceaii-shore. 
And a savage trumpet's note pealed out. 

Till their hearts for terror died! 

On the armour of the God, 

Then a viewless hand was laid ; 
There were hdm and spear, with a clanging din, 
And corslet brought frbm the shrine within. 
From the inmost shrine of th6 dread abode, 

And before its front arrayed. 

And A sudden silence fell 
Through the dim and loaded air . 
On the wild bird's wing, and the myrtle-spray. 
And the very founts, in their silvery way, 
With a weight of sleep came down the spdl, . 
Till man grew breathless tiiere. 

But the pause was broken soonl 

*T was not by song or lyre ; 
Fdr the Delphian maids had left their bowers, 
And the hearths were lone in the city's towers, 
But there burst a sound through the misty noon. 

That battle^noon of fixe I 

It burst from earth and heaven f 

It rbllod from crag and cloud I 
For a moment of the mountain-blast. 
With a thousand stormy voices passed, 
And the ptirple gloom of the sky was livei^ 

When the thunder pealed aloud. 

And the lightnings in their play 
Flashed forth, like javelins thrown; 
Like sun-di^ winged firom the sHver bow. 
They smote the spear and the turbaned brow, 
And the bright gems flew from the crests like spray, 
And the banners were struck downl 

And the massy oak-boughs crashed 
To the fire-bolts from on high, ' ^ 
And the finest lent its billowy roar. 
While the glorious tempest onward bore, 
And lit the streams, as they fixuned and dashed, 
With the fierce rain sweeping by. 
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Then rushed the Delphian men 

On the pale and scattered host ; 
Like the joyous bunt of a flashing wave, 
They rushed from the dim Corycian cave, 
And the singing blast o*er wood and glen 

Rolled on, with the spears they tossed. 

Theie were cries of wild dismay, 
There were shouts of warrior-glee, 
There were savage sounds of the tempest's mirth, 
That shook the realm of their eagle-birth ; 
But the mount of song, when they died away, 
Still rose, with its temple, freel 

And the Paan swelled ere long, 

lo Poan 1 from the £uie; 
lo Pean ! for the war-army, 
On the crowned Parnassus riven thatilayl 
— ^Thon shalt rise m free, thou mount of song ! 

With thy bounding streams again. 



IL 

THE BOWL OP LIBERTY .♦ 

Before the fiery sun, 
The sun that looks on Greece with cloudless eye, 
In the free air, and on the war-field won. 
Our faihen crowned the Bowl of Liberty. 

Amidst the tombs they stood, 
The tombs of heroeel with the solenn skies, 
And the wide plain around, where patriot-blood 
Had steeped the soil in hues of sacrifice. 

They called the gbrious dead, 
In the strong faith which brings.the viewless nigh, 
And poured rich odoun o'er their battle-bed, 
And bade them to the rite of Liberty. 

They called them from the shades, 
The golden-fruited shades, where minstTels tell 
How softer light th' immortal clime pervades, 
And music floats o'er meads of Asphodel. 

Then &st the bright red winet 
Fk>wed to their names who taught the worid to die, 
And made the land's green turf a living shrine, 
Meet for the wreath and Bowl of Liberty. 



* Thb ahd tha ftQowlng piaee appcand originBlly in the 
N«wHonUilyMagaaiie. 

tForanaecoonlof tlilsoenBM»y,aDdeDUypar£]rmed in 
eommemocaUoQ ofUiebattla oTFlsli^Bee i^otter>«^fil^^ 
Ha of Grmetf vol L p. 389. 



So the rejoicing earth 
Took from her vines again the blood she gave. 
And richer fiowen to deck the tomb drew Inrth 
From the free soil thus haUowed to the brave. 

We have the battle-fields, 
The tombs, the names, the blue majestic sky, 
We^have the founts the purple vintage yields ; 
—When shall ise crown the Bowl of Liberty! 



III. 
THE VOICE OF SCIO. 

A VOICE from Scio's isle, 
A voice of song, a voice of old, 
Swept far as cloud or billow rolled, 

And earth was hushed the while. 

The souls of nations woke! 
Where lies the land whose hiOs among, 
That Yoke of Victory hath not rung, 

As if a trumpet spoke 1 

To sky^ and sea, and shore. 
Of those whose blood, on Ilion's plain. 
Swept from the riven to the main, 

A glorious tale it bore. 

Still, by our snn4>iight deep, 
With all the &me that fiery lay 
Threw round them, in its rushing way, 

The sons of battle sleep. 

And kings their turf have crowned I 
And inlgrims o'er the foaming wave 
Brought gariands there: so rest the brave, 

Who thus their bard have found ! 

A voice from Scio's isle, 
A voice as deep hath risen again ! 
As fiur shall peal its thrilling strain. 

Where'er our sun may smUe ! 

Let not its tones ezpira ! 
Such power to waken earth and heaven, 
And might and vengeance, ne'er was given 

To mortal song or lyre ! 

ElUow ye not whence it comes? 
— ^From ruined hearths, from burning fanes, 
From kindred blood on yon red plains, 

From desolated homes 1 

T is with us through the night t 
'T is on our hills, t is in our sky — 
— Hear it, ye heavens I when swords flash high, 

O'er the mid-waves of fight ! 
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IV. 

THE SPARTAN'S MARCH.* 



"Tha Spanani mod not the tnimpeC In their mardh ln(o 
battle^ nj« Thucydides^ becauso they wished not to excite 
the nge of their warrion. Their charging step was made to 
the* Dorian mood of flutes and aoft'reeonlerL* Th^yaloarof 
a Spartan was too highly tempered to raqolrB a stunning or 
rousing impulse. His spirit was like a steed too proud forthe 
VWt^—CampbeU on the Elegiac Poetry oj the Qrceko. 



'T WAS morn opon the Oreeian hilh, 
Where peasants dressed the vines, 

Sunlight was on Cithsron's rills, 
Arcadia's rocks and pines. 

And brightly, through his reeds and flowers, 

Evotas wandered by. 
When a sound* arose findm Sparta's towers 

Of solemn harmony. 

Was it the hunters' choral strain 
To the woodland-goddess poured? 

Did virgin-hands in ^alias' fiuie 
Strike the full-sounding chord 1 

But helms wen glancing on the stream. 

Spears ranged in close array. 
And shields flung back a gtorious beam 

To the, mom of a fearful day! 

And the mountain^'echoes of the land 
Swelled through the deep blue sky, 

While to soft strains moved forth a band 
Of men that moved to die. 

They marched not with the trumpet's blast. 

Nor bade the horn peal out, 
And the laurel groves, as on they pasMd, 

Rung with no battle-shout ! 

They asked no clarion's voice to fire 
Their souls with an impulse high ; 

But the Dorian reed and the Spartan lyre 
For the sons of liberty 1 , 

And still sweet flutes, their path around, 

Sent forth Eolian breath; 
They needed not a sterner sound 

To marshal them for death ! 



So moved they eahnly to their field, 

Thence never to return. 
Save bearing back the Spartan shield, 

Or on it proudly borne! 



THE URN AND SWORD. 

Thet sought for treasures in the tomb, ^ 

Where gentler hands were wont to spread 
Fresh boughs and flowers of purple bloom,- 
And sunny ringlets, for the dead.* 

They scattered hi the greensward-heap. 
Where once those hands the bright wine poured; 
— What found they in the home of aleepl 
— A mouldering urn, a shivered swoid ! 

An urn, which held the dust of one 
Who died when hearths and shrines were free ; 
A sword, whose work was proudly done^. 
Between ottr mountains and the sea. 

And these are treasures !~undismayed, 
Still for the suflTering land we trust, 
Wherein the past its fame hath laid, . 
With freedom's sword, and valor's dusL 



* Originally pohUflhed in the Edlahoxgh Ibgastaw. 



VI. 
THE MYRTLE-BOUGH. 
Still green along our sunny shore 

The flowering myrtle waves. 
As when its fragrant boughs of yore 

Were oflfined on the graves; 
The graves, wherein our mighty inen 
Had rest, unvblated then. 

Still green it waves! as when the hearth 

Waa sacM through the land; 
And fearless was the banquet's niiith, 

And free the minstrel's hand; 
And guests, with shining myrtle crowned. 
Sent the.wieathed lyre and vnne-eup round. 

Still green! as when on holy ground 

The tyrant's blood was poured : 
— Foiget ye not what garlands bound 

The youpg delivever's sword! 
— Though earth may shnmd Harmodius now, 
We still have sword and myrtle-bough! 



* Baa FdOax^ Grecian Antiquities voi U. p. 991 
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S^nfffi ottht etv.* 



The IbUowing bftUacbi are not traiiilatione from 
the Spanish, but are ibunded upon eome of the 
* wild and wonderful' traditiona piesenred in the 
romances of that kngoagOi and the ancient poem 
oftheCid. 



THE CliyS DEPARTURE INTO EXILE. 

With rizty knights in his gallant train, 
Went fi>rth the Campeador of Spam; 
For wOd sierras and plains afar, 
He left the lands of his own BiTar.(l) 

To march o*er field, and to watch in tent, 
From his home in good Castile he went; 
To the' wasting si^ and the battle's van, 
—For the noUe Cid was a banished manl 

Through his oliye-woods the mom-breexe played, 
And his native streams wild music made, 
And dear in the sunshine his vineyards lay, 
When for march and combat he took his way. 

With a thought spirit his way he took. 
And he turned his steed for a parting look. 
For a parting look at his own fair towers; 
—Oh! the Exile'sheart hath weary hours! 

The pennons were spread, and the band arrayed. 
But the Cid at the threshold a moment stayed; 
It wu but a moment— the halls were lone, 
And the gates of his dwelling all open thrown. 

There was not a steed in the empty staU, 
Nor a spear nor a cloak on the naked wall. 
Nor a hawk on the perch, nor a seat at the door. 
Nor the sound of a step on the hollow floorX^) 

Then a dim tear swelled to the warrior's eye, 
As the v<N0e of his native groves vront by ; 
And be taid— " My foemen their wish have won— 
—Now the will of God be in all things danel" 

But the trumpet blew, with its note of cheer, 
And the winds of the morning swept off the tear, 
And the fields of his gkny lay distant fiur, 
—He is gone from the towen of his own Bivar! 



• OrigtiMdly pidiiiiwd in tbe Nbw Monthly BbgaslDB. 



THE CID»S DEATH-BED. 

It was an hour of grief and fear ' 

Within Valencia's WaUs, 
When the blue spring-heaven lay still and clear 

Above her m vble hallsu 

There were pale cheeks and troubled eyes. 

And iteps of hurrying feet. 
Where the ZambraXS) notes were wont to rise, 

Along the sunny^ street. 

It was an hour of fear and grief. 

On bright Valencia's shore. 
For death was busy with her chie( 

The noble Campeador. 

The Moor-king*B barks were on the deep, 

With sounds and signs of war. 
For the Cid was passing to his sleep, 

In the silent Alcazar. 

No moan was heard through the towen of states 

No weeper's aspect seen. 
But by the couch Ximena satt^ 

With pale yet steadfest mien.(4) 

Stillneas was round the leader's bed, 

Warriors stood mournful nigh, 
And banners, o'er his glorious head, 

Were drooping heavily. 

Ajid feeble grew the conquering hand, 

And cold the valiant breast ; 
—He had fought the battles of the land, 

And his hour was come to rest 

What said the Ruler of the field? 

— His voice is faint and low ; 
The breeze that creeps o'er his lance and diield 

Hath louder accents now. 

" Raise ye no cry, and let no moan 

Be made when I depart ; 
The Moor must hear no dirge's tone. 

Be ye of mighty heart I 

" Let the cymbal-dash and the trumpet-strain 
From your walls ring far and shrill. 

And fear ye not, for the saints of Spain 
Shan grant yon victory atilL 

(* And gild my form with mall-anay, 
I And set me on, my steed. 
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So go ye forth on your fiincral-way, 
And Ghd shall give you speed. 

" Gh) mth the dead in the front of war, 

All armed with sword and helm, 
And march by the camp of King Bucar, 

For the good Castilian realm. 

'* And let me simnber in the soU 

Which gave my fathers birth ; 
I have closed my day of battle-toil, 

And my course is done on earth." 

— ^Now wave, ye glonons banners, wave 1(5) 
Through the lattice a wind sweeps by, 

And the arms, o'er the death-bed of the brave, 
Send forth a hoUow sigh. 

Now wave, ye banners of many a fight 1 
As the fresh wind o'er you sweeps ; 

The wind and the banners foil hushed as (ught, 
The Campeador— he sleeps! 

Sound the battle-horn on the breeze of mom. 
And swell out the trumpet's blast. 

Till the notes prevail o'er the voice of wail. 
For the noble Cid hath passed! 



THE CID'S FUNERAL PROCESSION. 

The Moot, had beleaguered Valencia's towers, 
And lances gleamed up through her citron-bowers. 
And the tents of the desert had girt her plain. 
And camels were trampling the vines of Spain ; 
For the Cid was gone to rest 

There were men from wOds where the death-wind 

sweeps, 
There were speara from hills where the lion deepe, 
There were bows from sands where the ostrich runs. 
For the shrill horn of Afric had called her sons 
To the battles of the West. 

The midnight bell, o'er the dim seas heard 
Like the roar of waters, the air had stirred ; 
The stars were shining o'er tower and wave. 
And the camp lay hushed, as a wizard's cave ; 
But the Christians woke that night. 

They reared the Cid on his barbed steed. 
Like a warrior mailed for the hour of need, 
And they fixed the sword in the cold right hand, 
Which had fought so well for his fathers' land. 
And the shield from his neck hung bright. 

There was arming heard in Valencia's halls. 
There was vigil kept on the rampart walls ; 
Stars had not faded, nor clouds turned red. 
When the knights had girded the noble dead, 
And the boziaUrun moved out 



With a measured pace, as the pace of one, 
Was'the still death-march of the host begun; 
With a silent step went the cuiraaed bands, 
Like a lion's tread on the burning sands, 
And they gave no battle^hoat. 

When the first went forth it was midnight deep, 
In heaven was the moon, in the camp was sleep. 
When the last through the dty's gates had gone, 
O'er tent and rampart the bright day shone. 
With a sun-burst from tho sea. 

Tlyere were knightsfive hundred went armed before, 
And Bermudez the Cid's green standard bore ;(6) 
To its last fidr field, with the break of mom, 
Was the glorious banner in silence borne, 
On the glad wind streaming free. 

And the Campeador came stately then. 
Like a leader circled with steel-dad men I 
The hehnet was down o'er the fooe of the dead, 
But his steed went proud, by a warrior led. 
For he knew that the Cid was there. 

He was there^ the Cid, with lus own good sword, 
And Ximena following her noble lord ; 
Her eye was Solemn, her step was slow. 
But there rose not a sound of war or wo. 
Not a whisper on the air. 

The halls in Valencia were sdll and lone, 
The churches were empty,. the masses done ; 
There was not a voice through the wide streets 

far, 
Not a foot-fall heard in the Alcazar, 

— So the biirial-train moved out. 

With a measured pace, as the pace of one. 
Was the still death-march of the host begun; 
With a silent step went the cuirassed bands, 
Like a lion's tread on the burning sands; 
— And they gave no battle-shout. 

Bat the deep hills pealed with a cxy ere long, 
When the Christians burst on the Paynim throng ! 
With a sudden flash of the knee and spear. 
And a chaige of the war-steed in full career, 
It was Alvar Fanez came !(7) 

He that was wrapt with no ifuneral shroud. 
Had passed before like a threatening ck>ud t 
And the storm rushed down on the tented plain, / 
And the Azcher-Clueen,(8) with her bands lay 
slain. 
For the Cid upheld hit fame. 

Then a terror foil on the King Bocar, 
And the Lybian kings who had jouied his war; 
And their hearts grew heavy, and died away. 
And their hands could not wield an assagay, 
For the dreadfiil things they saw! 



Digitized by 



Google 



SONGS OF THE CU). 



ise 



For it Memed when Minaya his oniet made, 
There were aeventj thousuid koighta arrayed. 
All while as the sdow on NeTada's steep, 
And they came like the foam of a roaring deep; 
— 'T was a sight of fear and awe ! 

And the crested fonn of a warrior tall; 
With asword of fire, went before them all ; 
Witik a sword of fire, and a banner pale, 
And a blood-red cross on his shadowy mail, 
He rode in the battle's Tsn ! 

There was i&r in the path of his dim white horse, 
There was death in the GHant-warrior's course ! 
Where his banner streamed with its ghostly light, 
Where his sword bkaed out, there was hurrying^ 
flight, 
For it seemed not the sword of man ! 

The field and the river grew darkly red. 
As the kings and the leaders of Afric fled ; 
There was work for the men of the Cid that day I 
— They were weary at eve, when they ceased to 
slay» 
As reapers whose task is done 1 

The kings and the leaders of Afric fled ! 
The sails of their galleys in haiite were spread ; 
But the sea had its share of the Paynim-slain, 
And the bow of the desert was broke in Spain ; 
-^So the Cid to his grave passed on 1 



" That the Cid Ruy Dies, the Campeador, 
Was there in his arms arrayed ; 
And that with him, from the tomb, 
Had tbe Count Gkmzalez come, 
With a host, uprisen to aid ! 

"And they came fot the buried king that lay 

At rest in that ancient fane ; 

For he must be armed on the battle^ay, 

With them to deliver Spain !" 

— Then the march went sounding on. 

And the Moors, by noontide sun, 

Were dust on Tobsa's plain. 



THE CIIVS RISINa. 

T WIS the deep mid-watch Of the silent night, 

And Leon in slumber lay. 
When a sound went forth, in rushing night, 
like an army on its way!(9) 
In the stillness of the hour, 
When the dreams of sleep have power, 
And men forget the day. 

Throogh the dark and k>nely streets it went, 

Till the slnmberers woke in dread ; 
The sound of a passing armament, 
With the charger's stony tread. 
There was heard no trumpet's peal, 
But the heavy tramp of steel, 
As a host's, to combat led. 

Through the dark and bnely streets it passed, 

And the hollow pavement rang, 
And the towers, as with a sweeping blast, 
Rocked to the stormy clang ! 
Bnt the march of the viewless train 
Went on to a royal fane. 
Where a priest his night-hymn sang. 

ThflTB was knocking that shook the marble floor, 
And a voice at the gate, whkh said— 



NOTE^S. 

Note 1, page 197, col. 1. 

Bivar, the supposed birth-place of the Cid, was 
a castle, about two leagues from Buigos. 

Note 2, page 197, coL 1. 

Tomaba la cabeza, eestabalos catando: 
Vb puertas abiertas, e uzos sin canadoe, 
Akandaras vadas, sin pieUes e sin mantos: 
E sin fobones, e sin adtores mudados. 
Sospird mio Cid. Poem ttf the Cid, 

Not<y3, page 197, col. 3. 

The zambra, a Moorish dance. When Valencia 
was taken by the Cid, many of the Moorish fiuni- 
lies chose to remain thero, and reside under his 
government 

Note 4, page 197, eol. 9. 

The cahn fortitude of Ximena is frequently 
alluded toin the romances. 

Note 5, page 198, col. 1. 

Banderas antiguas, tristes 
De victorias un tiempo amadas, 
Tremolando estaa al viento 
Y Iloran aunque no hablan, Ac. 
Herder's translation of these romances (Dor 
Cid, nach Spanischen Romanzen besungen) are 
remarkable for their spirit and scrupubus fidelity. 

Note 6, page 198, col. 3. 

"And while they stood there, they saw the Cid 
Ruy Diez coming up with three hundred knights ; 
for he had not been in the battle, and they knew 
hi& green pennon,"— aouthey's Chronicle of the 
Cid. 

Note 7, page 198, col. 2. 

Alvar Fanez Minaya, one of the Cid's 
distinguished warriors. 
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Noted, page 196, ooL 3. ' 

— ^Ttd archer qoeoD 

A Moorish Ajoazon, who^ with a hand of fe- 
male wazrion , aocomfumied King Bucar from 
Africa. Her anoura were ao unerring, that she 
obtained the name of the Star of archerB. 
Una Mora muy gallaida, 
Gian maestra en el tirar, 



Con eaetaa ^1 Aljava, 
Dft lo8 aicos ^6 Tuiqnia 
Eatrella era nombrada, 
For la deatreza que avia 
En el herir de la X&ra. 

Note 9, page 199, coll. 
Bm Souther's ChTonide of the Cid, p.. 353. 



iHrcarVfit of Womun. 



ARABELLA STUART. 

*^Ths Ladt Arabella," as she has been fre- 
quently entitled, was descended from Margaret, 
eldest daughter of Heniy VII. and consequently 
aUied by birth to Elizabeth, as well as James I. 
Thb affinity to the^ throne proved the misfortune 
of her li£B, as the jealousies which it constantly 
excited in her royal relatives, who were anxious to 
prevent her marrying, shut her out from the en- 
joyment of that domestic happiness which her 
hmirt appears to have so fervently desired. By a 
secret, but early diacovered union with William 
Seymour, son of LordBeauchamp, she alarmed 
the cabinet of James, and the wedded lovers were 
immediately placed.in separate confinement. From 
this they found means to concert a romantic plan 
of escape ; and having won over a female attend- 
ant, by whose assistance she was disguised in 
male attire, Arabelhi, though faint from recent 
sickness and suffering, stole out in the night, and 
at last reached an appointed spot, where a boat 
and servants were in waiting. She embarked; 
and, at break of day, a French vessel, engaged to 
receive her, was discovered and gained. As Sey- 
mour, however, had not yet arrived, she was de- 
sirous that the vessel should lie at anchor for him ; 
but this wish was overruled by her companions, 
who, contrary to iier entreaties, hoisted sail, 
"which," says Disraeli, "occasioned 6o fatal a 
termination to this romantic adventure. Seymour, 
indeed, had escaped from the Tower ;— he reached 
the whar^ and found his confidential' man waiting 
with a boat, and arrived at Lee. The time passed ; 
the waves were rising; Arabella was not there; 
but in -the distance he descried a vessel. Hiring 
a fisherman to take him on board, hp discovered, 
to his grief, on hailing it, that it was not the 
French ship chaiged with his Arabella; in despair 
and confunon he found another ship from New- 
castle, which for a laige sum altered its eouise, 
and landed him in Flanders." — ^Arabella, mean- 
time, while imploring her attendants to linger, and 



earnestly looking out for the expected boat of her 
husband, was overtaken in Cahus Roads by a 
vessel in the King's service, and brought back to 
a captivity, under the suffering of which her mind 
and constitution gradually sank. "What passed 
in that dreadful imprisonment, can not pek'hap^ be 
recovered for authentic history, — ^but enough is 
known; that her mind grew impaired, that she 
finally lost her reason, and, if the duratbn of her 
imprisonment was short, that it was only termi- 
nated by her death. Some effusions, often began 
and never ended, written and erased, incoherent 
and rational, yet remain among her papers." — 
LflsraetVa Curitmtiea <if Literature.— ^^TheM- 
lowing poem, meant as some record of her iate, 
and the imagined fluctuations of her thoughts and 
feeUngs, is supposed to commence during the 
time of her first imprisonment, while her mind was 
yet buoyed up by the consciousness of Seymour's 
affection, and the cherished hope of eventual deli- 
verance. 



And If not kuve iondo, 
TartuTB enough without a llviiig lonib? ' 

Byron. 
FBnnosrialllnilQorchebsIsoiamo. ^ 

Pindemonte, 

L 
TwAs but a dream !— I saw the stag leap free, 

Under the boughs where early birds were sing- 
ing, 
I stood, overshadowed by the greenwood tree, 

And heard, it seemed, a sudden bugle ringing 
Far through a royal forest: then the fawn 
Shot, like a gleam of light, from grassy lawn 
To secret covert; and the smooth turf shook, 
And lilies quivered by the glade's lone brook, 
And young leaves trembled, as, in fleet career, 
A princely band, with horn, and hound, and spear. 
Like a rich masque swept forth. I saw the dance 
Of their white plumes, that bore a silvery glance 
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Into the deep, wood's iMUt; and all ptawd by, 
SaTo one^I met the BDile oCone deer eye, 
Fleehiiig out joy to iiiiDe.~YeB, thou wert there, 
Seymour ! a soft wind blew thr cloftering hair 
Back from thy gaUant brow, as thou didat rein 
Thy Conner, tumilig from that gofgeoos train, 
And fli^g, methooght, thy hunting epear away. 
And, lightly graceful in thy green array, 
Bound to my side ; and we, that met and parted, 

Erer^in dread of some, dark watchful power. 
Won back to childhood's trust, and, feKriess- 
heaited, 

Blent the glad fuhiess of our thoughts that hour, 
EVn like the mingling of swee^ streams, beneath 
Dim woven leaves, and midst the floating breath 
Of hidden finest flowen. 

11. 

'T is past J— I wake, 
A captive^ and fJone, and far from thee, 
My love and friend ! Yet fostering for thy sake, 

A quenchless hope of happiness to be ; 
And ieeting still my woman's spirit strong, 
In the deep faith which lifts from earthly wrong, 
A heavenward glance.. I know, I know our k>ve, 
Shall yet call gentle angels from abovoi 
By its undying fervour ; and prevail. 
Sending a breath, as of the spring's first gale, 
Thio' hearts now cold; and, raising its bright 

&oe. 
With a free gush of sunny tears erase 
The characters of anguish ; in this trust 
I bear, I strive, I bow not to the dust, 
That I may bring thee back no faded form. 
No bosom chilled and blighted by the storm. 
But all my youth's first treasures, when we meet, 
Making past sorrow, by oemmunioil, sweet. 

III. 

And thou too art in bonds ! — ^yet droop thou not, 
Oh, my bek)ved ! — there is one hopeless lot, 
But one, and that not ours. Beside the dead 
TTiere sits the grief that mantles up its head, 
Loathing the laughter and proud pomp of light, 
When darkness from the vainly-doting sight. 
Covers its beautiful !(1) If thou wert gone 

To the grave's bosom, with thy radiant brow, — 
]f thy deep- thrilling voice, with that low tone 

Of earnest tenderness, which now, ev'n now, 
Seems floating thro' my soul, were music taken 
For ever from this world,— oh I thus forsaken. 
Could I bear on 1— thou liVst, thou liv'st, thou 'rt 

mine ! 
With this glad thought I make my heart a shrine, 
And by the lamp which quenchless there shall 

bum, 
Sit, a lone watcher for the day's letum. 



IV. 

And lo I the joy that cometh with the morning, 

Bzightiy victorious o'er the hours of care t 
I have not watched in vain, serenely scorning 

The wild and busy whispers of despair ! 
Thou hast sent tidings as of heaven. — I wait 

The hour, the sign, for blessed flight to thee. 
Oh ! for the skylark's wing that seeks its mate 

As a star shoots ! — ^but on the breeasy sea 
We shall meet soon. — To think of such an hourl 

Will not my heart, o'erburdehed by its bliss. 
Faint and give way within me, as a flower 

Bore down and perishing by noontide's kissi 
Yet shall I fear that lotl-.the perfect rest. 
The full deep joy of dying on thy breast. 
After long-suflfering woni So rich a close 
Too seldom crowns with pe^bce afiection's woe& 



Sunset I — I tell each moment — ^from the skies 

The last red splendour floats along my .wall, 
like, a king's banner !— Now it melts, it dies 1 

I see one star — I hear — 'twas not the call, 
Th' expected voice; my quick heart throbbed too 

. soon. 

I must keep vigil till yon rising moon 
Shower down less golden light Beneath her Seam 
Through my lone lattice poured, I sit and dream 
Of sumfner lands afiur, where holy love, 
Under the vine, or in the citron-grove, 
May breathe from terror. 

Now the night grows deep. 
And silent as its clouds, and full of sleep. 
I hear my veins beat — Hark! a bell's slow chime. 
My heart strikes with it — Yet again — 't is time ! 
A step ! — a voice I— or but'a rising breeze 1 
Hark !— haste !— I come, to meet thee on the sean 
* * • * *• * m 

VL 
Now never more, oh ! never, in the worth 
Of its pure cause, let sorrowing love on earth 
Trust fondly — never more ! — ^the hope is crushed 
That lit my life, the voice within me hushed 
That spoke sweet oracles , and I return 
To -lay ray youth, as in a burial-urn, 
Where sunshine may not find it. — All is lost ! 
No tempest met our barks — no billow tossed ; 
Yet were they severed, e'en as we must be. 
That so have loved, so striven eur hearts to firee 
From their dose-coiling fate ! In vain — in vain ! 
The dark links meet, and clasp themselves again, 
And press out life. — Upon the deck I stood. 
And a white sail came gliding o'er the flood. 
Like some proud Inrd of ocean ; then mine eye 
Strained out, one moment earlier to descry 
The form it ached for, and the bark's career 
Seemed slow to that fond yearning : It drew near, 
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Fraoght with oar foes 1— What boots It to recall 
The strife, the tears 1 Once more a prison-wall 
Shuts the green hills and woodlands from my sight, 
Ani joyous ^(lance of watezB.to the light, 
And thee, my Seymour, thee ! 

I win not sink I 
Thou, thou hast rent the heavy chain that bound 
thee: 
And this shall be my strength — the joy to think 
That thou roayst wander with heaven's breath 
around thee ; 
And all the laughing sky I This thought shall yet 
Shine o'er my heart, a ndiant amulet, 
Guarding it from despair. Thy bonds are broken, 
And unto me, I know, thy true k>ve*s token 
Shall one day be deHverance, though the years 
Lie dim between; o*eriiung with mists of tears. 

VII. 
My friend, my friend t where art thou 1 Day by 

Gliding, like some d&rk mournful stream, away, 
My silent youth flovrs from me. Spring, the while. 

Comes and rains beauty on the kindling boughs 
Round hall and hamlet; Summer, with her smile, 

Fills the green forest ;— young hearts breathe 
their vows ; 
Brothers long parted meet ; fair children rise 
Round the glad board ; Hope laughs from loving 

eyes: 
All this is in the world ! — These joys lie sown, 
The dew of every path— On one alone 
Their freshness may not (all—the stricken deer, 
Dying of thirst with all the waten near. 

VIII. 
Ye are from dingle and fresh glade, ye flowers ! 

By some kind hand to cheer my dungeon sent; 

O'er you the oak shed down the summer showers, 

And the lark's nest was where your bright cups 

bent, 

Cluivering to breeze and rain-drop, like the sheen 

Of twilight stars. On you Heaven's eye hath 

been, 
Through the leaves, pouring its dark sultry blue 
Into your glowing hearts; the bee to you 
Hath murmured, and the rill. — My soul grows 

famt 
With passionate yearning, as its quick dreams 

paint 
Your haunts by dell and stream, — the green, the 

free, 
The full of all sweet sound, — the shut from me I 

IX. 

There went a swift bird singing past my cell— 
O Love and Freedom ! ye are lovely things \ 
With yoa the peasant on the hills may dwell, 



And by the streams; but i— the blood of kings, 
A proud, uno^ingling river, through my veins 
Fbws in k>ne brightness, — and its gifts are chains! 
Kings ! — ^I had silent visions of deep bliss. 
Leaving their thrones hi distant, and for this 
I am cast uiAler their triumphal car, 
An insect to be crushed.— Oh! Heaven is far,— 
EarthintikssI 

Dost thou forget me, Seymour 1 I am proved 
So long, so sternly 1 Seymour, my beloved I 
There are such tales of holy marvels done 
By strong aiKsctton, of deliverance won 
Through its prevailing powier! ' Are these things 

told 
Till the young weep vrith rapture, and the old 
Wonder, yet dare not doubt, — and thou, oh ! thou, 

Dost thou forget me in my hope's decay 1 — 
Thou canst not! — through the silent nightjoVn now, 

I, that need prkyer so much, awake and pray 
Still first for thee.— Oh ! gentle, genUe friend t 
How shall I bear this anguish to the end ? 

Aid I— comes there yet no aid ? — the voice of blood 
Passes Heaven's gate, ev'n ere the crimson flood 
Sinks through the greensward ! — is there not a cry, 
From the wrung heart, of power, through agony, 
To pierce the clouds? Hear, Mercy ! hear me ! 

None 
That bleed and weep beneath the smiling sun, 
Have heavier cause !— yet hear I— my soul grows 

dark— 
Who hears the liist shriek from the sinking bazk, 
On the mid seas, and vrith the storm alone, 
And bearing to th' abyss, unseen, unknown, 
Its freight of human hearts T—th' o'ermastermg 

wave! 
Who shall leD how it rushed— «nd none to save? 

Tbou hast forsaken me ! I feel, I know, 
There would be rescue if this were not so. 
Thou'rt at the chase, thou'rt at the festive board, 
Thou'rt where the red wine free and highis poured, 
Thou'rt wher6 the dancers meet l-^-a magic glass 
Is set vrithin my soul, and proud shapes pass; 
Flushing it o'er with pomp from bower and hall ; — 
I see one shadow, stateliest there of all, — 
TViine /— What dost ^Aou amidst the bright and fair, 
Whispering light words, and mocking' my despair I 
It is not well of thee ! — my love was more 
Than fiery song may breathe, deep thought explore. 
And there thou smilest, while my heart is dying, 
With all its blighted hopes around it lying; 
Ev'n thou, on whom they hung their last green leaf- 
Yet smile, smile on ! too bright art thou for grief! 

Death !— what, is a death a locked and treasured 

thing, 
Guarded by swords of fire %2) a hidden spring. 
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A frUed fruit, that I should thus endure, 
As if the world within me held nO'CUie 1- 
Wheiefiwe not spiead free winge— Heaven, Bea- 

▼en! oootrol 
These thoughts— they lush^I look into my soul 
As down agttlC and tmmfale at th' anaj 
Offieice forms crowding it t Give strength to pray, 
So shall their dark host pass. 

The stoim is stilled. 

Father in Heaven I Thou, only thou, canst sound 
The heart's great deep, with floods of anguish 
filled, 

For human life too fearfiilly profound. 
Therefore, forgive^ my^Father I if Thy child,- 
Rocked on its heaving darkness, hath grown wild, 
And sinned in her despair ! U well may be, 
That Thou wouldst lead my spirit back to Thee, 
By the crushed hope too long on this work! poured. 
The stricken love which hath perchance adored 
A mortal in Thy place I Now let me strive 
With Thy strong arm no more ! Forgive, forgive ! 
Take me to peace 1 

And peace at last is nigh. 

A sign is on my brow, a token sent 
Th* o'erwearied dust, from bonke : no breexe flits by, 

But calls me with a strsnge sweet whisper, blent 
Of many mysteries. 

Hark I the warning tone 
Deepens — ^its word is Death. Alone, alone, 
And sad in youth, but chastened, I depart, 
Bowing to heaven. Yet, yet my woman's heart 
Shall wake a spirit and a power to bless, 
Ev'n in thu hour's o'erahadowing fearfulness. 
Thee, its first love !— oh ! tender still, and true ! 
Be it forgotten if mine anguirii threw 
Drops from its bitter fountain on thy name, 
Though but a moment 

Now, with fidntmg frame, 
With soul just lingering on the flight begun. 
To bind for thee its last dim thoughts in one, 
I bless thee ! Peace be on thy noble head. 
Years of bright fimie, when I am vrith the dead I 
I bid this prayer survive me, and retain 
Its might, again to bless thee, and again I 
Thou hast been gathered into my dark fate 
Too much ; too k>ng, for my sake, desolate 
Hath been thine exiled youth ; but now take back, 
From dying hands, thy freedom, and retrack 
(After a few kind tears for her whose days 
Went out in dreams of thee) the sunny ways 
Of hope, and find thou happiness ! Yet send, 
Ev'n then, in silent hours a thought, dear friend I 
Down to ray voiceless chamber; for thy love 
Hath been to me all giftsofeailh above. 



Though bought with burning tears ! It is the sting 
Of death to leave that vainly-precious thing 
In this cold worid 1 What were it then, if thou. 
With thy fond eyes, wert gazing on me now % 
Too keen a pang !-*Faiewell ! and yet onee mors, 
Farewell ! — the passion of k)ng years I pour 
Into that word : thou hear'st not, — but the wo 
And fervour of its tones may one day flow 
To thy heart's holy place ; there let them dwell — 
We shall o'ersweep the grave to meet — Farewell ! 



THE BRIDE OF THE GREEK ISLE.* 



F\Barl— Fm a Onek, and how dunild I ftar doathl 
A alave, aod wbarefim ahoakl I dreAd my freedom 7 

I win not live dtfftAaL~-Sardamap(Uu9» 



Comb from the woods with the dtron-flowers, 
Come with your lyres for the festal hours, 
Maids of bright Sdo I They came, and the breese 
Bore their sweet songs o'er the Grecian seas ; — 
They came, and Eudora stood robed and crown* 

The bride of the mom, with her train around. 
Jewels flashed out from her braided hair, 
Like starry dews midst the roses there ; 
Pearls on her bosom quivering shone, 
Heaved by her heart through its golden zone ; 
But a brow, as those gems of the ocean pale. 
Gleamed from beneath her transparent veil; 
Changeful and faint was her fidr cheek's hue, 
Tho' clear as a flower, which the light looks 

through; 
And the glance of her dark resplendent eye. 
For the aspect of woman at times too high, 
Lay floating in mists, which the troubled stream 
Of the soul sent up o'er its fervid beam. 

She knked on the vine at her father's door, 

Like one that is leaving his native shoro ; 

She hung o'er the myrtle once called her own, 

As it greenly waved by the threshold stone; 

She turned — and her mother's gaze brought bock 

EUush hue of her childhood's fided track. 

Oh ! hush the song, and let her tears 

Fbw to the dream of her eariy years I 

Holy and puro are the drops that fall 

When the young bride goes from her father's hall ; 

She goes unto love yet untried and new. 

She parts from love which hath still been true; 



* Fbimded on a clrcumalance relaied in the Second Series 
of the Curloaitlea of Literature, and forming part of a pktuia 
In tba *' Painted Biography" there deacribed. 
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Mute be the song and the choral ftf ain, 

Till her heart's deep weU-epring ia clear again 1 

She wept on her mother's &ithfal breaat, 

Like a babe that sobs itself to rest; 

She wept^yet laid he^ hand awhUe 

In kia that waited her dawning smile, 

Her soul's affianced, nor cherished leaf 

For the gush of nature's tenderness ! 

She lifted her graceful head at last— 

The choking swell of iier heart was past ; 

And her loTely thoughts, from their cells found 

way 
In the sudden flow of a plaintiTe lay^S) 



THE bride's farewell. 

Why do I weep7-4o leave the vine . 

Whose clusters o^er me bend, — 
The myrtle^yet, oh f call it mine I — 

The flowers I loved to tend. 
A thousand thoughts of all things dear, 

Like shadows o'er me sweep, 
I leave my sunny childhood here. 

Oh, therefore let me weep! 

I leave thee, sister! we have played 

Through many a joyous hour. 
Where the silvery green of the olive shade 

Hung dim o'er fount and bower. 
Yes, thou and I, by stream, by shore, 

In song, in prayer, in sleep, 
Have been as we may be no more — 

Kind sister, let me weep ! 

I leave thee, father! Eve's bright moon 

Must now fight other feet, 
With the gathered grapes, and the lyre in tuno, 

Thy homeward step to greet. 
Thou in whose voice, to bieas thy child. 

Lay tones of love so deep, 
Whose eye o'er all my youth hath smiled-* 

I leave thee! let me weep ! 

Mother! I leave thee! on thy breast. 

Pouring out joy and wo, 
I have found that holy place of rest 

Still changeless,— yet I go! 
Lips, that have lulled me with your strain, 

Eyes, that have watched my sleep! 
Will earth give love like youta again 7 

Sweet mother! let me weep ! 



And like a slight young tree, that throws 
The weight of rain from its drooping boughs, 
Once more she wept. But a changeful thing 
Is the human heart, as a mountain spring, 
That works its way through the torrent's foam. 
To the bright pool near it, the lily's home! 



It is well !-^he (doud, on her soul that lay, 
Hath melted in glittering drops away. 
Wake again, min^e, sweet flats and lyrel 
She turns to her lover, she leaves her sire. 
Mother ! on earth it miUit etiU base, - - 
Thou rearest the lovely lo see them gd ! 

They are moving onward, the bridal throng,' 
Ye may track their way by the sweUs of song; 
Ye may catqh thxo' the foliage their white robes' 

gleam, 
Like a swan midst the reeds of aabadowy stfe^m. 
Their arms bear up garlands, their gliding tread 
Is over the deep-veined violet's bed; . 
They have light leaves around them, blue ikies 

above, 
An azch Ibr the triumph of youth and love ! 

II. 

Still and sweet was the home that stood 
In the flowering depths of a Ghteian wood, 
With the soft green light o'er its low nwf spread, 
As if from the glow of an emerald shed, 
Pouring through lime-leaves that mingled on high, 
Asleep in the silence of noon's clear sky. 
Citrons amidst their dark foliage glowed. 
Making a gleam round the lone abode ; 
Laoreb o'erhung it, whose lEkintest shiver 
Scattered out rays like a glancing river; 
Stars of the jasmine its pillars crowned, . 
Vine-stalks its lattice and walls had bound. 
And brightly before if a fountain's play 
Flung showers through a thicket of glossy bay, 
To a cypress which rose in that flashing nin, 
Like one tall shaft of some fallen &ne. 

And thither lanthis had brought his bride, 
And the guests were met by that fountain-dde; 
They lifted the veil from Eudora's face. 
It smiled out softly in pensive grace, 
With lips of love, and a brow serene. 
Meet for the soul of the deep wood-scene.— » 
Bring wine, bring odours I-~the board is sprei|d — 
Bring roses 1 a chaplet for every head I 
The vrine-cups foalned, and tlie rose was showered 
On the young and fidr from the world embowered, 
The sun looked not on them in that sweet shade, 
The vrinds amid scented boughs were laid ; 
But there came by flts, through some wavy tree, 
A sound and a gleam of the moaning sea. 

Hush ! be still !— was that no more 
Than the murmur from the shore? 
Silence !— did thick rain-drops beat 
On the grass like trampling feetl — 
Fling down the goblet, and draw the sword ! 
The groves are filled with a pirate-horde ! 
Through the dim olives their sabres shine ; — 
Now must the red blood stream for wine ! 
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The joath firom the banquet to battle sprang, 
The woods with the shriek of the maidens rang ; 
Under the gdden-friiited boughs 
There were flashing poniards and dirkening brows, 
Footsteps, o'er garland and lyre that fled ; 
And the dying soon on a greensward bed< 

Eudort) Eodora ! tfum dost not fly !-« 

She saw but lanthis before her lie, 

With the blood from his breast in a gushing flow, 

Like a child's large tears in its hour of wo, 

And a gathering film in his lifted eye, 

That sought his young bride out mournfully. — 

She knelt down beside him, her ai'ms she wound, 

Like tendrils, his drooping neck around, 

As if the passion of that fond gra^p 

Might chain in life with its ivy-clasp. 

But they tore her thence in her wild despair. 

The sea's fierce rovers — they left him there ; 

They left to the fountain a dark-red vein, 

And on the wet violets a pUe of slain, 

And a hush of fear through the summer-grove, — 

So dosed the triumph of youth and love ! 

III. 

Gloomy lay the shore that night. 
When the moon, with sleeping light, 
Bathed each purple Sciote hill,-^ 
Gloomy lay the shore, and still. 
O'er the wave no gay guitar 
Sent its floating music far ; 
No glad sound of dancing feet ' 

Woke, the starry hours to greet, 
^ut a voice of mortal wo, 
In its changes wild or low, 
Through the midnight's blue repose, 
From the sea-beat rocks aroser 
As Eudora's mother stood 
Gazing on th' Egean flood. 
With a fixed and straining eye— 
Oh ! was the spoilers' vessel nigh 
Yes ! there, becalmed in silent sleep. 
Park and alone on a breathless deep. 
On a sea of molten silver dark. 
Brooding it frowned that evil bark ! 
There its broad pennon a shadow cast, 
Moveless and black finm the tall still mast. 
And the heavy sound of its flapping sail. 
Idly and vain^ wooed the gale. 
Hushed was all else— had ocean's breast 
Rocked e'en Eudora that hour to rest? 

To rest 1— the waves tremble! what pierdng cry 
Bonto fipom the heart of the ship on high'^ 



What light through the heavens, in a sudden 

spire, 
Shopto from the deck npT;Fire ! 'tis fire ! 
There are wild forms, borryipg tt> and fro, 
Seen darkly dear en iktl 4iirid glow ; 
There an shout, and signal-gun, and call, 
And the dashing of water,^-but fcoitless all ! 
Man may not fetter, nor ocean tame 
The might and wrath of the rushing flame! 
It hath twined the'roast like a glittering snake. 
That coils up a tree from a dusky brake; 
It hath touched the sails, and their caiitass rotto 
Away from its breath into shrivelled 8cto\[a } 
It hath taken the flag's high place in air. 
And reddened the stars with its wavy glar^. 
And sent out bright arrows, aiMl soared in glee. 
To a burning mount midst the moonlight sea. 
The swimmers are plunging from stern and prow — 
Eudora, Eudora ! where, where ait thou') 
The slave and his master alike are gone.— 
Mother! who stands on the deck alone 1 
The child of thy bosom !— 4nd k> ! a brand 
Blazing up high in her lifled hand ! 
And her veil flung back, and her firee dark hair 
Swayed by the flames as they rock and flare, 
And her fragile form to its loftiest height 
Dilated, as if by the spirit's might, 
And her eye with ah eagle-gladness fraught, — 
Oh 1 could this work be of woman wrought 1 
Yes ! 't was her deed !— by that haughty smile 
It was her's !— She hath kindled her funeral pik) f 
Never might shame on tliat bright head be. 
Her blood was the Greek's, and hath made hef 
• free. 

Proudly she stands, like an Indian bride 

On tile pyre with the hdy dead beside ; 

But a shriek from her mother hath caught her ear. 

As the flames to her marriage-robe draw near, 

And starting, she spreads her pale arms in vain 

To the form they must never infold again. 

One moment more, and her hani^s ar^ clasped, 
Fallen is the torch they had wildly grasped, 
Her sinking knee ctnto Heaven is bowed, r 
And her last look, raised through the smoke's dinv 

shroud. 

And her lips as in prayer for her pardon move~ 
Now the night gathers o'er youth and love !♦ 



* Originally paU 
i}onJh^ In (be .Nno^ 



j well 88 nyeral other of ihem Be* 
i Magazine. 
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THE SWITZER'S WIFE. g 

Werner Stauflkcher, one of the three confeder- 
ates of the field of Grutli, had been alarmed by the 
envy with which the Austrian Bailifl*, Landen- 
beig, had noticed the appearance of wealth and 
comfort which distinguished his dwelling. It was 
not, however, until roused by the. entreaties of his 
wife, a woman who seems to have been of an ho- 
roie spirit, that he was induced to deliberate with 
his friends upon tlie measures by which Switzer- 
land was finally delivered. 



Nor look iKV tone rerealeth aught ; 
Save women's quietneeB of thought ; 
And yet around her is a light 
Of Inward majenty and might.— M J. J. 

Wer solch ein herz an seinen Busen druckt, 
Der kanh fur herd and hof mit freuden fechten. 



It was the time when children bound to meet 
Their father's homeward step from field or hill, 

And when the herd's returning bells are sweet 
In the Swiss valleys, and the lakes grow still, 

And the last note of that wild horn swells by, 

Which haunts the exile's heart with melody. 

And lovely smiled full many an Alpine home, 
Touched with the crimson of the dying hour, 

Which lit its low roof by the torrent's foam, 
And pierced its lattice thro' the vine-hung bow- 
er; 

But one, the loveliest o'er the land that rose, 

Then first looked mournful in its green repose. 

For Werner sat beneath tbe finden-tree, 
That sent its lulling whispers through his door, 

Eyen as man sits whose heart alone would be 
With some deep care, and thus can find no more 

Th' accustomed joy in all which evening brings, 

Gathering a household with her quiet wings. 

His wife stood hushed before him, — sad, yet mild 
In her beseeching mien ; — he marked it not. 

The silvery laughter of his bright-haired child 
Rang from the greensward round the sheltered 
spot, 

But seemed unheatd ; until at last the boy 

Raised from his heaped up fiowers a glance of joy, 

And met his father's face : but then a change 
Passed swiftly o'er the brow of in&nt glee, 

And fli quick sense of something dimly strange 
Brought him from play to stand beside the knee 

So often climbed, and lift his loving eyes 

That ahond through clouds of sorrowful surprise. 



Then the proud bosom of the strong man shook , 

But tenderly his babe's fair mother laid 
Her hand on his, and with a pleading look, 
Thro' tears- half quivering, o'er him bent, and 
said, 
" What grief, dear friend, hath made thy heart its 

prey, 
That thou shouldst turn thee firom our love away? 

" It is too sad to see thee thus, my friend I 
Markest thou the wonder on thy boy's fair brow, 

Missing the smile from thine? Oh! cheer thee! 
bend 
To his soft arms, unseal thy thoughts e'en now I 

Thou dost not kindly to withhold the share 

Of tried affection in thy secret care." 

He looked up into that sweet earnest face. 
But sternly, mournfully: not yet the band 

Was loosened from his soul ; its inmost place 
Not yet unveiled by love's o'ermastering hand. 

" Speak low!" he cried, and pointed where on high 

The white Alps glittered through the solemn sky : 

" We must speak low amidst our ancient hilhi 
And their free torrents ; for the days are come 

When tyranny lies couched by forest-rills, 
And meets the shepherd in his moontain-home. 

Go, pour the wine of our own grapes in fear, 

K^ep silence by the hearth ! its foe^ are. near. 

" The envy of the oppressor's eye hath been 

Upon my heritage. I sit to-night 
Under my household tree, if not serene, . 

Yet with the faces best-beloved in sight : 
To-morrow eve may find me chained, and the»^ 
How can I bear the boy's young smiles to seel" 

The bright blood left that youthful mother's cheek; 

Back on the linden-stem she leaned her form, 
And her lip trembled, as it strove to speak, 

Like a fhdl harp string, shaken by the storm. 
'Twas but a moment, and the faintness passed, 
And the free Alpine spirit woke at last. 

And she, that ever through her home had moved 
With the meek thoughtfulnessand quiet anile 

Of woman, calmly loving and bek>ved. 
And timid in her happiness the while, 

Stood brightly forth, and stedfaaay, that hour, 

Her clear glance kindling into eodden power. 

Ay, pale she stood, but with an eye of light. 
And took her fidr child to her holy breast, 

An3 lifted her soft voice, that gathered might 
As it found language: — " Are we thus oppre»- 
edl 

Then must we rise upon our mountain-sod, 

And man must arm, and woman call on Qodl 

" I know what thou wouldst do,— and be it done! 
Thy so«i\ is darkened with its fears lor me. 
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Tnist in9 to Heaven, my husband ! — this, thy bod, 
The babe whom I have born thee, must be free ! 
And the sweet memory of our pleasant hearth 
May well give strength — if aught be strong on 
earth. 

" Thou hast been brooding o*er the silent dread 
Of my desponding tears; now lilt once more, 

My hunter of the hills! thy stately head, 
And let thine eagle glance my joy restore! 

I can bear all, but seeing tfiee subdued, — 

Take to thee back thine own undaunted mood. 

*' Oo forth beside the waters, and along 
The chamoiii-paths, and through the forests go ; 

And tell, in burning words, thy tale of wrpng 
To the brave hearts that midst the hamlets glow. 

God shall be with thee, my beloved! — Away! 

Bless but thy child, and leave me,— I can pray!" 

He spnng up like a warrior-youth awaking 
To clarion-sounds upon the ringing air; 

He caught her to his breast, while proud tears 
breaking 
From his dark eyes, fell o'er her braided hair,~ 

And " Worthy art thou," was his joyous cry, 

'* That man ft>r thee should gird himself to die. 

** My bride^ my wife, the mother of my child ! 

Now shall thy name be armour to my heart; 
And this our land, by chains no more defiled, 

Be taught of thee to choose the better part! 
I go^-thy spirit on my words shall dwell, 
Thy gentle voice shall stir the Alps — Farewell I 

And thus they parted, by the quiet lake. 
In the clear starlight : he, the strength, to rouse 

Of the free hills; she, thoughtful for his sake, 
To rock her child beneath the whispering 
boughs 

Singing its blue, half<;urtuned eyes to sleep. 

With a low hymn, apaidst the stillness deep. 



Unknown, though ftmo goes with me ; I must leave 
The Banh unknown. Yet it may be that death 
Shall give ray name a power to win auch lean 
As wouki have made life preciou. 



PROPERZIA ROSSI. 

Propeizia Rossi, a celebrated female sculptor of 
Bologna, posaened also of talents for poetry and 
music, died in consequence of an unrequited at- 
tachment. — A painting by Duds, represents her 
diowing her last work, a basso-relievo of Ariadne, 
to a Roman Knight, the o|)ject of her affection, 
who regards it with indiffeirence. 



^Tell me no more, no more 

Of my^ Bours lofty gifle ! Are they not vain 
To quench Its haunting Uiinst for happineail 
Have I ootlovad, and atriven, and failed to bind 
One crae heart unio roe, whicreon my own 
MightflndareAing-p1ace,ahomBforall ■ 
ftsbQidBDofaflectioiiiY I depart, 



One dream of passion and of beauty moref 
And in its bright fulfilment let me pour 
My sou) away! Let earth retain a trace 
Of that which lit my being, though its race 
Might have been loftier far.— Yet one more dieamf 
From my deep spirit one victorious gleam 
Era I depart ! For thee alone, for thee I 
May this last work, thi^ &rewell triumph be, 
Thou, loved so vainly! I wouJd leave enshrined 
Something immortal of my heart and mind. 
That yet may speak to thee when I am gone. 
Shaking thine inmost bosom with a tone 
Of lost affection ;^8omething that may prove 
What she hath been, whose melancholy love 
On thee was lavished; silent pang and tear. 
And fervent song, that gushed when none wcra 

near. 
And dream by night, and weary thought by d*y, 
Stealing the brightness from her life away, — 

While thou Awake! not-yet within me die. 

Under the burden and the agony 

Of this vain tenderness, — ^my spirit, wake 

Ev'n for thy sorrowful affection's sake. 

Live ! in thy work breathe out !— that he may yet, 

Feeling sad mastery there, perohance regret 

Thine unrequited gifl. 

IL 

it comes,^the power 
Within me bom, flows back ; my fruitless dower 
That could not win me love. Yet once again 
I greet it proudly, with its rushing train 
Of glorious images:— they throng— they press— 
A sudden joy lights up my loneliness, — 
I shall not perish all! 

The bright work grows 
Beneath my hand, unfolding, as a rose, 
Leaf after leaf, to beauty; line by line, 
I fix my thought, heart, soul, to burn, to shine, 
Through the pale marble^s veins. It grows — and 

now 

I give my own life's history to thy brow, 
Forsaken Ariadne ! thou shalt wear 
My form, my lineaments; but ohT more fair, 
Touched into lovelier being by the glow 

Which in me dwells, as by the summer-light 
AH things are glorified. From thee my wo 

Shall yet look becOltiful to meet his sight, 
When I am passed away. Thou art the mould, 
Wherein I pojjrjfhe fervent thoughts, th' untold, 
The self^nsuming I Speak to him of me, 
l^fibu, the deserted by the lonely sea. 
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With the soft sadneas of thine earnest ey<*, 

Speak to him, lorn one! deeply,, mournfully, 

Of all my love and grief! Oh! could I throw 

Into thy frame a voice, a sweet and low, 

And thrilling voice of song ! when he cgjne nigh, 

To send the passion of its melody 

Through his pierced bosom — on its tones to bear, 

My life's deep feeling, as the southern air 

Wafts the faint myrtle's breath, — to rise, to swell, 

To unk away in accents of farewell. 

Winning but one, one gush of tears, whose flow 

Surely my parted spirit yet might know 

If love be strong as death! 

III. 

Now fair thou art, 
Thou form, whose life is of my burning heart ! 
Yet all the vision that within me wrought, 

It can not make thee ! Oh! I might have given 
Birthto creations of far nobler thought, 

I might have kindled witli the fire of heaven. 
Things not of such as die! But I have been 
Too much alone ; a heart whereon to lean. 
With all these deep affections, that o'erflow 
My aching soul, and find no shore below; 
An eye to be my star, a voice to bring 
Hope o'er my path, like sounds that breathe of 

spring, 
These are denied me— dreamt of still in vain,— 
Therefore my brief aspirings from the chain, 
Are ever but as some wild fitful song^ 
Rising triumphantly, to die ere long 
In diige-like echoes. 

IV. 

Yet4he world will see 
Little of this, my parting work, in thee, 

Thou shalt have fame! Oh, mockery! give the 
reed 
From storms a shelter, give the drooping vine 
Something round which its tendrils may entwine, — 

Give the parched flower a rain-drop, and the 
meed 
Of love's kind words to woman ! Worthless fame ! 
That in kia bosom wins not for my name 
Th* abiding-place it asked I Yet how my heart, 
In its own fairy World of song and art, 
Once beat for praise !— Are those high longings 

o'er? 
That which I have been can I be no more? 
Never, oh! never more; though still thy sky 
Be blue as then, my glorious Italy 1 
And though the music, whose rich breathings fill 
Thine air with soul, be wandering past me still, 
And though the mantle of thy sunlight streams. 
Unchanged on forms, instinct with poet-dreams; 



Neve^, oh I never more ! Where'er I move, 
The shadow of this broken-hearted love 
Is on me and around ! Too well /^ know, 
Whose life is all within, too soon and well. 
When there the blight hath settled ;— but I go 

Under the silent wings of peace to dwelh. 
From the slow wasting, from the lonely pain. 
The inward burning of those words — " injoain^ 
Seared on the heart — ^I go. 'T will soon be past. 
Sunshine, and song, and bright Italian heaven, 
And thou, oh ! thou, on whom my spirit cast 
Unvalued wealth, — who knowest not what was 

given 
In that devotedness, — the sad, and deep, 
And unrepaid— farewell ! If I could weep 
Once, only once, beloved one! on thy breas^ 
Pouring my heart' forth ere I sink to rest ! 
But that were happiness, and unto me 
Earth^s gift ha fame. Yet I was formed to be 
So richly blest ! With thee to watch the sky 
Speaking not, feeling but that thou wert nigh ; 
With thee to listen, while the tones of song 
Swept ev'n as part of our sweet air along. 
To listen silently ;-rwith thee to gaze 
On forms, the deified of olden days, 
This had been joy enough ; — and hour by hour, 
From its glad well-springs drinking life and powei^ 
How had my spirit soared, and made its fame 
A glory for thy brow ! — Dreams, dream's !— the 
fire 
Bums fidnt within me. Yet I leave my name- 
As a deep thrill may linger on the lyre 
When iu full chords are hushed— awhile to live, 
And one day haply in thy heart revive 
Sad thoughts of me :— I leave it, with a sound, 
A spell o'er memory, mournfully profound, . 
I leave it, on my country's air to dwell,— 
Say proudly yet — " ' T waa her'a vho loved me 

vxur 



GERTRUDE, 

OR FIPEUTT TILL DEA.TEL 

The Baron Von Der Wart, accused, though it 
.is believed unjustly, as an accomplice in the assas- 
sination of the Emperor Albert, was bound alive 
on the wheel, and attended by his wife Geitnide, 
throughout his last agonizmg hours, with thd most 
heroic devotedness. Her own sufferings, with 
those of her unfortunate husband, are most affect- 
ingly described in a letter which she afterwards ad- 
dressed to a female friend, and which waa publish- 
ed some years ago, at Haadem, in a book entitled 
Gertrude Von Der Wait or Fidelity unto Death. 
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Daifc towers our hte, 
. And lanriblo the sionn that gathera o'er as; 
But nothing, till thai latest agony 
Vfhkh aevera thee from nature, shall unloose 
This fixed and sacred bold In thy dark priaoo-housB^ 
In the terrific fiace of armed lavi^ 
Tea, on the scaffold, if it needs must be, 
I nerer will foraake theft 

Joanna BaUiie. 



Her hands were clasped, her dark eyes raised, 

The breeze threw back her hair ; 
T7p to the fearful wheel she gazed — 

All that she loved was there. 
The night was round her clear and cold, 

The holy heaven above, 
Its pale stars watcMng to behold 

The might of earthly love. 

" And bid me not depart," she cried, 

** My Rudolph, say not so ! 
This is no time to quit thy side, 

Peace, peace ! I can not go. 
Hath the world aught for me to fear, 

When death is on thy brow? 
The world! what means it 1 — mine is here — 

1 will net leave thee now. 

" I have been vrith thee in thine hour 

Of glory and of bliss ; 
Doubt not its memory's living power 

To strengthen me through thisi 
And thou, mine honoured love and true 

Bear on, bear nobly on! 
We have the bleseed heaven in view, 

Whose rest shall soon be won." 

And were not these high words to flow 

Frotn woman's breaking heart? 
Through all that night of bitterest wo 

She bore her lofty part ; 
But oh ! with such a glazing eye. 

With such a curdling cheek — 
Love, love! of mortal agony. 

Thou, only thou shouldst speak I 

The wind rose high,^but with it rose 

Her voice, that he might hear: 
Perchance that dark hour brought repose 

To happy bosoms near; 
While she'sat striving with despair 

Beside his tortured form, 
And pouring her deep soul in prayer 

Forth on the rushing storm. 

She wiped the death-damps from his brow, 

With her pale hands and soft, 
Whose touch upon the lute^hords low, 

Had stilled his heart so oft. 



She spread her mantle o'er his breast. 
She bathed his lips with dew, 

And on his cheeks such kisses presKd 
As hope and joy ne'er knew. 

Oh I lovely are ye, Love «nd Faith, 

Enduring to the last! 
She had her mecd--one smile in death — • 

And his worn spirit passe i. 
While even as o'er a martyr's grave 

She knelt on that sad spot,. 
And, weeping, blessed the God who gave 

Strength to forsake it not! 



IMELDA. 



Tlis yoong foiigot the lesKnis they had learnt, 
And loved when they should hate,->Uke ihtfe, Imdda 1(4) 
Italy f a Poem, 
Vamn h beOa Donna, e par che dorma.— 7Vx«to. 



We have the myrtle's breath around us here, 

Amidst the ftillen pillars;— this hath been 
Some Naiad's fane of old. How brightly dear, 

Flinging a vein of silver o'er the scene, 
Up through the shadowy grass, the fountain weUs, 

And music with it, gushing from beneath 
The ivied altar! — that sweet murmur tells 

The rich wild flowers no tale of wo or death; 
Yet once the wave was darkened, and a stain 
Lay deep, and heavy drops-^but not of rain- 
On the dim violets by its marble bed. 
And the pale shining water-lily's head. 

Sad is that legend's truth. — A fair girl met 
One whom she loved, by this lone -temple's 
spring, 

Just as the sun behind the pine-giove set. 
And eve's low voice in whispers woke, to bring 

All wanderers home. They stood, that gentle pair, 
With the blue heaven of Italy above, 

And citron-odours dying on the air, 
And light leaves trembling romid, and eaily love 

Deep in each breast. — What recked their souk of 
strife 

Between their fathers 1 Unto them young life 

Spread out the treasures of its vernal yean ; 

And if they wept, they wept far other tears 

Than the cold world wrings forth. They stood, 
that hour, 

Speaking of hope, while tree, and fount, and flow- 
er. 

And star, just gleaming through the cypvess 
boughs, 

Seemed holy things, as records of their vows. 
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But change came o'er the scene. A hurrying 
tread 

Broke on the whwpery shades. Imelda knew 
The footstep of her brother's wrath, and fled 

Up where the cedars make yon avenue 
Dim with green twilight: pausing there, she 

caught — 
Was it the clash of swords?— a swift dark thought 

Struck down her lip's rich -crimson as it passed, 
And from her eye the sunny sparkle took 
One moment with its fearfulness, and shook 

Her slight frame fiercely, as a stormy blast 
Might rock the rose. Once more, and yet once 

morCi 
She stilled her heart to listen,— all was o'er; 
Sweet summer winds alone were heard to sigh, 
Bearing the nightingale's deep spirit by. 

That night Imelda's voice was in the song. 
Lovely it floated through the festive throng. 
Peopling her father's halls. That fatal night 
Her eye looked starry in its dazzling light, 
And her cheek glowed with beauty's flushing 

dyes. 
Like a rich cloud of eve in sotithem skies, 
A burning, rqby cloud. There were, whose gaze 
Followed her form beneath the clear lamp's blaze, 
And marvelled at its radiance. But a few 
Beheld the brightness of that feverish hue. 
With something of dim fear; and in that glance 

Found strange and sudden tokens of unrest. 
Startling to meet amidst the mazy dance, 

Where thought, if present, an unbidden guest, 
Comes not unmasked. Howc'er this were, the 

time 
Sped as it speeds with joy, and grief, and crime 
Alike: and when the banquet's hall was left 
Unto its garlands of their bloom bereft, 
When trembling stars looked silvery in their wane, 
And heavy flowers, yet slumbered, once again 
There stole a footstep, fleet, and light, and lone. 
Through the dim cedar shade ; the step of one 
That started at a leaf, of one that fled, 
Of one that panted with some secret dread : — 
What did Imelda there 1 She sought the scene 
Where k>ve so late with youth and hope had 

been; 
Bodings were on her soul— a shuddering thrill 
Ran through each vein, when first the Naiad's 

riU 
Met her with melody— sweet sounds and low ; 
We hear them yet, they live along its flow — 
Her voice ia music lost ! The fountain-side 
She gained — the wave flashed forth — 't was darkly 

dyed 
E'en as from warrior-hearts ; and on its edge. 

Amidst the fern, and flowers, and moss-tufts 
deep, 



There lay, as lulled by stream and rustling sedge, 
A youth, a graceful youth. " Oh ! dost thou 
sleep 1 
Azzo !" she cried, " my Azzo ! is this restl" 
But then her low tones faltered : — " On illy breast 
Is the stain,— yes, 't is blood ! — ^and that cold 

cheek — 
That moveless lip! — thou dost not slumber? — 

speak, 

Speak, Azzo, my beloved ! — no sound — ^no breath! 
What hath come thus between our spirits? — Death ! 
Death? — I but dream — 1 dream!" — ^and there she 

stood, 

A faint, frail trembler, gazing first on blood, 
With her fair arm around yon cypress thrown, 
Her form sustained by that dark stem alone. 
And fading fast, like spell-struck maid of old. 
Into white waves dissolving, clear and cold ; 
When from the grass her dimmed eye caught a 

gleam — 
Twas where a sword lay shivered by the stream, — 
Her brother's sword!— she knew it; and she knew 
'Twas with a venomed point that weapon slew ! 
Wo for young love ! But lo^ is strong. There 

came 
Strength upon woman's fragile heart and frame. 
There came swift courage ! On the dewy ground 
She knelt, with all her dark hair floating rbund. 
Like a long silken stole ; she knelt, and pressed 
Her lips of glowing life to Azzo's breast, 
Drawing the poison forth. A strange, sad sight ! 
Pale death, and fearless love, and solemn night ! — 
So the moon saw them last. 

The mom came singing 

Through the green forest of the Appenines, 
With all her joyous birds their free flight swinging, 

And steps and voices out among the vines. 
What found that day-spring here 7 Two fair form* 

laid 
Like sculptured sleepers ; from the myrtle shade 
Casting a gleam of beauty o'er the wave, 
Still, mournful, sweet. Were such things for the 

grave? 
Oould it be so indeed! That radiant girl, 
Decked as for bridal hours! — ^long braids of pearl 
Amidst her shadowy locks were faintly shining, 

As tears might shine, with melancholy Ught; 
And there was gold her slender waist entwining; 

And her pale graceful arms— how sadly bright! 
And fiery gems upon her breast were lying, * 
And round her marble brow red roses dying. — 
But she died first ! — the violet's hue had spread 

O'er her sweet eye-lids with repose oppressed, 
She had bowed heavily her gentle head. 

And, on the youth's hushed bosom, sunk to rest. 
So slept they well ! — the poison's work was done; 
Love with true heart had striven — ^bnt Death had 
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EDITH, 

A Tale of the woods.* 



Du Heilige i rufo dein Kind xuruck ! 
Ich habe genoaaen das irdiache Oluck, 
Ich habe gelebt und geliebeL 

WaUenstein, 



Whereby she caught its changes : to her eye, 
The eye that faded looked through gathering 
haze. 

Whence love, o'ermastering mortal agony, 
Lifted a long deep melancholy gaze, 

When voice was not: that fond sad meaning pas*- 



The woods— oh ! solemn ore the boundless woods 

Of the great Western World, when day declines. 
And louder sounds the roll of disUnt floods, 

More deep the rustling of the ancient pinw ; 
When dimness gathers on the stilly air, 

And mystery seems o'er every leaf to broo*!. 
Awful it is for human heart to bear 

The might and burden of the solitude ! 
Yet, in that hour, midst those green wastes, there 

sate 
One young and fair; and oh » how desolate! 
But undismayed ; while sank the crimson light, 
And the high cedars darkened with the night. 
Alone she sate : though many lay around. 
They, pale and silent on the bloody ground, 
Were severed from her need and from her wo. 

Far as Death severs Life. O'er that wild spot 
Combat had raged, and brought the valiant low. 

And left them, with the history of their lot. 
Unto the forest oaks. A fearful scene 
For her whose home of other days had been 
Midst the fair halls of England 1 but the love 

Which fill^ her soul was strong to cast out fear. 
And by ito might upborne all else above, 

She shrank not^marked not that the dead were 



or him alone die thought, whose languid head 

Faintly upon her wedded bosom fell ; 
Memory of aught but him on earth was fled. 

While heavily she felt his life-blood well 
Fast o'er her garmenU forth, and vainly bound 
With her torn robe and hair the streaming wound, 
Yet hoped, still hoped !— Oh ! from such hope how 
long 
Affection wooes the whispers that deceive. 
E'en when the pressure of dismay grows strong, 

And we, that weep, watch, tremble, ne'er believe 
The blow indeed can fall ! So bowed she there. 
Over the dying, while unconscious prayer 
Filled all her soul. Now poured the moonlight 

down, 
Yeining the pine-stems through the foliage brown. 
And- fire-flies, kindting up the leafy-place. 
Cast fitfiil radiance tf er the warrior's face, 



• F^oiMlBd on laddBDis rdstsd in sn AnMfiean wcfk, 
" BksielMs of OooDsoUeitt." 



She knew the fulness of bee wo at last ! 
One shriek the foresU heard,— and mute she lay, 
An() cold; yet clasping still the precious clay 
To her scarce-heaving breast. O Love and Death! 
Ye have sad meetings on this changeful earth. 
Many and sad 1 but airs of heavenly breath 
Shall melt the links which bind you, for your birth 
Is &r apart. 

Now light, of richer hue 
Than the moon sheds, came flushing mist and dew ; 
The pines grew red with morning ; fresh winds 

played, 
BrightrcokMired birds with splendour crossed the 

shade. 
Flitting on. flower-like wings ; glad murmurs broke 
From reed, and spray, and leaf, the living strings 
Of earth's Eolian lyre, whose music woke 
Into young Ufe and joy all happy things. 
And she too woke from that long dreamless trance,' 
The widowed Edith: fearfully her glance 
Fell, as in doubt, on fru^es dark and strange, 
And dusky forms. A sudden -sense of change 
Flashed o'er her sjririt, ev'n as memory swept 
The tide of anguish back with thoughts that 

slept; 
Yet half instinctively she rose, and spread 
Her arms, as 't were for something lost, or fled, 
Then faintly sank again. The forest-bough. 
With all its whispers, waved not o'er her now, — 
Where was shel Midst the people of the wild, 

By the red hunter's fire: an aged chief. 
Whose home looked sad— for therein played no 
child- 
Had borne her, in the stillness of her giief. 
To that lone cabin of the woods ; and there, 
Won by a form so desolately fair, 
Or touched'with thoughU from some past sorrow 

sprung, 
O'er her low couch an Indian matron hung, 
While in grave silence, yet with earnest eye, 
The ancient warrior of the waste stood by. 
Bending in watchfulness his proud gray head, 
And leaning on his b«)w. 

And life returned. 
Life, but with all ite memories of the dead. 

To Edith's heart; and well the sufferer learned 
Her task of meek endurance, well she wore 
The chastened grief that humbly can adore, 
Midst blinding tears. But unto that old pair, 
Ev'n as a breath of spring's awakening air, 
Her presence was; or a sweet wild tune 
Bringing hack tender thoughU, which aU too soon 
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Depart with childhood. Sadly they had seen 

A daughter to the land of spirits go, 
And ever from that time her fading mien, 

And voice, like winds of summer, soft and low, 
Had haunted their dim years; hut Edith's face 
Now lodged in holy sweetness from her place, 
And they again seemed parents. Oh ! the joy ! 
The rich, deep blessedness — though earth's alloy, 
Fear, that still bodes, be there — of pouring forth 
The heart's whole power of love, its wealth and 

worth 
Of strong affection, in one healthful flow 
On something all its own ! — that kindly glow, 
Which to shut inward is consuming pain. 
Gives the glad soul its flowering time again, 
When, like the sunshine, freed. — And gentle 

cares 
Th' adopted Edith meekly gave for theirs 
Who loved her thus : — her spirit dwelt, the while, 
With the departed, and her patient smile 
Spoke of farewells to earth;— yet still she prayed, 
Ev'n.o'er her soldier's lowly grave, for aid 
Ojte purpose to fulfil, to leave one trace 
^rightly recording that her dwelling-place 
Had been among the wilds ; for well she knew 
The secret whisper of her boeom true, 
Which warned her hence. 

And now, by many a word 
Linked unto moments when* the heart was stirred. 
By the sweet moumfulness of many a hymn, 
Sung when the woods* at eve grew hushed and 

dim. 
By the persuasion of her fervent eye, 
All eloquent with child-like piety. 
By the still beauty of her life, she strove 
To win for heaven, and heaven-bom truth, the 

love 
Poured out on her so freely. — Nor in vain 
Waa that softrbreathing influence to enchain 
The soul in gentle bonds: by slow degrees 
Ijght followed on, as when a summer breeze 
Parts the deep masses of the forest shade 
And lets the sunbeam through: — ^her voice waa 

made 
Ev'n such a breeae; and she, a lowly guide. 
By faith and sorrow raised and purified. 
So to the Crofis her Indian fosterers led, 
Until their prayers were one. When rooming 

spread 
O'er the blue lake, and when the sunset's glow 
Touched into golden bronze the cypress-bough. 
And when the quiet of the Sabbath time 
Sank on her heart, though no melodious chime 
Wakened the wlldemess, their prayers were one. 
— ^Now might she pass in hope, her work waadone. 
And she was passing from the woods away ; 
The brbken flower of England might not stay 
Amidst those alien shades ; her eye was bright 
Ev'n yet with something of a starry light, i 



But her form wasted, and her fair young cheek 
Wore oft and patiently a fiital streak, 
A rose whose root wds death. The parting sigh 
Of autumn through the forests had gone by. 
And the rich maple o'er her wanderings lone 
Its. crimson leaves in many a shower had strewn, 
Flushing the air ; and winter's blast had been 
Amidst the pines ^ and now a sofl«r green 
Fringed their dark boughs ; for spring again had 

come^ 
The sunny spring ! but Edith to her home 
Was journeying fast. Alas ! we think it sad 
To part with life, when all the earth looks glaJ 
In her young lovely things, when voices break 
Into sweet sounds, and leaves and blossoms wake : 
Is it not brighter then, in that far clime 
Where graves are not, nor blights of changeful 

time, 
If here such glory dwell with passing blooms. 
Such golden sunshine rest around the tombs 1 
So thought the dying one. 'T was early day, 
And sounds and odours with the breezes' play, 
Whispering of spring-time, through the cabin* 

door, 
Unto her couch life's farewell sweetness bore ; 
Then with a look where all her hope awoke, 
" My father !" — ^to the gray-haired chief she spoke— <■ 
"Know'st thou that I depart 1"— "I know, I 

know," 
He answered mournfully, " that thou must go 
To thy beloved, my daughter!" — ^"Sorrow not 
For me, kind mother 1" with meek smiles once 

more 
She murmured in low tones; "one happy lot 
Awaits, us, friends ! upon the better shore; 
For we have prayed together in one trust, 
And lifted our frail spirits from the dust, 
To Grod, who gave them. Lay me by mine own, 
Under the cedar-shade : where he is gone 
Thither I go. There will my sisters be. 
And the dead parents, lisping at whoee knee 
My childhood's prayer was learned, — ^the Saviour's 

prayer 
Which now ye know, — and I shall meet you 

there, 

Father, and gentle mother ! — ^ye have bound 
The bruvsed reed, and mercy shall be found 
By Mercy's children." — From the matron's eye, 
Dropped tears; her sole and passionate reply j 
But Edith felt them not ; for now a sleep, 
Solemnly beautiful, a stillness deep. 
Pell on her settled face. Then, aad and slow, 
And mantling' up his stately head in wo, 
" Thou 'rt paasmg hence," he sang, that warrior 

old. 
In sounds like those by plaintive waters roUed. 

" Thou 'rt paasiiig from the lake's green side, 
And the hunter's hearth away ; 
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For the time of flowers, for the summer's piide, 
Daughter ! thou.caiiat not stay. 

Thou 'rt journeying to thy spirit's home, 

Where the skies are ever clear; 
The corn-month's golden hours will come, 

But they shall not -find thee here. 

And we shall misB thy voice, my biidl 

Under our whispering pine ; 
Music shall midst the leaves be heard, 

But not a song like thine. 

A breeze that roves o'er stream and hiU, 

Telling of winter gods, 
Hath such sweet &Us— yet caught we still 

A &rewell in its tone. 

But thou, my bright one 1 thonshaltbe 

Where farewell sounds are o'er ; 
Thou, in the eyes thou lov'st, shalt see 

No fear of parting more. 

The mosfy grave thy tears have wet, 
And the wind's wild moanings by, 

Thou with thy kindred shalt forget, 
Midst flowers— not such as die. 

The shadow from thy brow shall melt, 

The sorrow from thy strain, 
But where thine earthly smile hath dwelt, 

Our hearts shall thirst in vain. 

Dim will our cabin be, and lone. 

When thou, iU light, art fled; 
Yet hath thy step the pathway shown 

Unto the happy dead. 

And we will follow thee, our guide! 
And join that shining band ; 

Thou 'rt passing from the lake's green side- 
Go to the better land !" 

The song had ceased— the listeners caught i 

breath, 
That lovely sleep had melted into death. 



THE INDIAN CITY.* 



What daep wounds ever doted without a scar 1 
The bean's bleed lonisesC, and but hieal to wear 
ThatwbkhdisflgucBsU. 

ChOdeBanU. 



Royal in splendour went down the day 
On the plain where an Indian dty lay, 



* From a tale bi ForiMS* Oriental Blemoln. 



With its crown of domes o'er the forest high, 

Red as if fused in the burning sky, 

And its deep groves pierced by the rays which made 

A bright stream's way through each long arcade. 

Till the pillared vaults of the Banian stood. 

Like torch-lit aisles midst the solemn wood, 

And the plantain glittered with leaves of gold, 

As a tree midst the genii-gardens old. 

And the cypress lifted a blazing s]4re, 

And the stems of the cocoas were shafts of fire. 

Many a white pagoda's gleam 

Slept lovely round upon lake and stream. 

Broken alone by the lotus-flowers, 

As they caught the glow of the sun's last hours, 

like rosy wine in their cups, and shed 

Its glory forth on their crystal bed. 

Many a graceful Hindoo maid, . 

With the water-vase from the palmy shade, 

Came gliding light as the desert^s roe, 

Down marble steps to the tanks below ; 

And a cool sweet plashing was ever heard. 

As the molten glass of the wave was stirred ; 

And a murmur, thrilling the scented air, 

Told where the Bramin bowed in prayer. 

There wandered a noble Moslem boy 
Through the scene of beauty in breathless joy; 
He gazed where the stately city rose 
Like a pageant of clouds in ite red repose ; 
He turned where birds through the gorgeous gloom 
Of the woods went glancing on starry plume ; 
He tracked the brink of the shining lake, 
By the tall canes feathered in tuft and brake. 
Till the path he chose, in its mazes wound 
To the very heart of the holy ground. 

And there lay the water, as if enshrined 
In a rocky urn from the sun and wind. 
Bearing the hues of the grove on high, 
Far down through ite dark still purity. 
The flood beyond, to the fiery west 
Spread out like a metal-mirror's breast. 
But that lone bay, in ite dimness deep. 
Seemed made for the swimmer's joyous leap, 
For the stag athirst from the noontide chase. 
For all free things of the wild-wood's race. 

Like a falcon's glance on the wide blue sky, 
Was the kindling flash of the boy's glad eye. 
Like a sea-bird's flight to the foaming Wave, 
From the shadowy bank was the bound he gave ; 
Dashing the spray-drops, cold and white, 
O'er the glossy leaves in his young delight, 
And bowing his locks to the waters clear — 
Alas 1 he dreamt not that fate was near. 

His mother looked from her tent the while. 
O'er heaven and earth with a quiet smile : 
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She, on her way unto Mecca's fane, 

Had stayed the march of her pilgrim^rain, 

Calmly to linger a few brief hours, 

In the Bramin city's glorious bowers ; • 

For the pomp of the forest, the wave's bright fiJl, 

The red gold of sunset— she loved them all 

11. 

The moon rose clear in the splendour given 
To the deep-blue night of an Indian heaven ; 
The boy from the high-arched woods came back — 
Oh ! what had he met in his* lonely track 1 
Theserpent'sglanoe, through the long reeds bright? 
The arrowy spring of the tiger's might 7 
No 1 — ^yet as one by a conflict worn, 
With his graceful hair all soiled and torn, 
And a gloom on the lids of his darkened eye, 
And a gash on his bosom — he came to die 1 
He looked for the face to his young heart sweet, 
And found it, and sank at his mother's feet. 

" Speak to me I— whence doth the swift blood run ? 
What hath befallen thee, my child, my son 1" 
The mist of death on his brow lay pale, 
But his voice just lingered to breathe the tale, 
Murmuring faintly of wrongs and scorn, 
And wounds from the children of Brahma bom: 
This was the doom for a Moslem found 
With foot profane on their holy ground, 
This was for sullying the pure waves free 
Unto them alone— 't was their Gtod's decree. 

A change came o'er his wandering look — 

The mother shrieked not then, nor shook : 

Breathless she knelt in her son's young blood, 

Rending her mantle to staunch its flood ; 

But it rushed like a river which none may stay, 

Bearing a flower to the deep away. 

That which our love to the earth would chain. 

Fearfully striving with Heaven in vain, 

That which -fades from us, while yet we hokl, 

Clasped to our bosoms, its mortal n^uld, 

Was fleeting before her, afar and fast; 

One moment — the soul from the foce had passed ! 

Are there no words for that common wo 1 

— Ask of the thousands, its depth that know ! 

The boy had breathed, in his dreaming rest, 

Like a low-vdoed dove, on her gentle breast; 

He had stood, when she sorrowed, beside her knee. 

Painfully stilling his quick heart's glee ; 

He had kissed from her cheek the widow's tears, 

With the loving lip of his infiint years ; 

He had smiled o'er her path like a bright spring- 

day- 
Now in his blood on the eaith he layl 
Murdered h^AUm\ and we love so well 
In a world where anguish like this can dwell ! 



iShe bowed down mutely o'er her dead — 
They that stood round her watched in dread ; 
They watched — she knew not they were by — 
Her soul sat veiled in its agony. 
On the silent lip she pressed no kiss, 
Too stem was the grasp of her pangs for this ; 
She shed no tear as her face bent low, 
O'er the shining hair of the lifeless brow; 
She looked but into the half«hut eye, 
With a gaze that found there n6 reply, 
And shrieking, mantled her head from sight. 
And fell, struck down by her sorrow's might ! 

And what deep change, what work of power, 

Was wrought on her secret soul that hourl 

How rose the lonely one? — She rose 

Like a prophetess from dark repose ! 

And proudly flung from her face the veil, 

And shook the hair from her forehead pale, 

And 'midst her wondering handmaids stood, 

With the sudden glance of a dauntless mood. 

Ay, lifting up to the midnight sky 

A brow in its regal passion high. 

With a close and rigid grasp she pressed 

The blood-stained robe to her heaving breast, 

And said— "Not yet— not yet I weep, 

Nor yet my sjNrit shall sink or sleep, 

Not till yon city, in ruins rent. 

Be piled for its victim's monument 

— Cover his dust ! bear it on before ! 

It shall visit those temple-gates once more." 

And away in the train of death she turned, 
The strength of her step was the heart that burned ; 
And the Bramin groves in the starlight smiled. 
As the mother pused with her slaughtered child. 

III. 

Hark ! a wild sound of the desert's horn 
Through the woods round the Indian city borne, 
A peal of the cymbal and tambour afar — 
War ! 't is the gathering of Moslem war! 
The Bramin looked from the leaguered towers- 
He saw the wild archer amidst his bowers; 
And the lake that flash'd through the plantain shade 
As the light of the Unces along it played; 
And the canes that shook as if winds were high, 
When the fiery steed of the waste swept by; 
And the camp as it lay, like a billowy sea, 
Wide round the sheltering Banian tree. 

There stood one tent from the rest apart — 
That was the place of a wounded heart 
— O^ ! deep is a wounded heart, and strong 
A voice that cries against mighty wrong ; 
And full of death as a hot wind's blight, 
Doth the ire of a crushed aflfection light 

Maimuna from realm to realm had passed, 
And her tale had rung like a tnunpet's blast 
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There had heen words from her pale lips poared, 
Each oDe a spell to uosheath the sword. 
The Tartar had i|)rung from his steed to hear, 
And the dark chief of Araby grasped his spear, 
Till a chain of long lances begirt the wall, 
And a vow was recorded that doomed its fall. 
Back with the dust of her son she came, 
When her voice had kindled that lightning flame; 
She came in the might of a queenly foe, 
Banner, and javetin, and bended bow -, 
Bat a deeper power on her forehead sate — 
There sought the warrior his star of fate ; 
Her eye's wild flash through the tented line 
Was hailed as a spirit and a sign. 
And the faintest tone from her lip was caught, 
As a Sybil's breath of prophetic thought. 

Vidn, bitter glory!— the gift of grief, 
That lights up vengeance to find relief. 
Transient and faithless I — it can not fill 
So the deep void of the heart, nor still 
The yearning left by a broken tie, 
That haunted fever of which we die I 

Sickening she tum^ ^m her sad renown. 
As a king in death.nMgtk reject his crown ; 
Slowly the strength pf the walls gave way — 
She withered faster from day to day. 
All the proud 'sounds of that bannered plain, 
To stay the flight of her soul were vain : 
Like an eagle, caged, it had striven, and worn 
The iVail dost ne'er for such conflicts bom. 
Till the bars were rent, and the hour was come 
For its fearful rushing through darkness home. 

The bright sun set in his pomp and pride. 
As on that eve when the fair boy died ; 
She gazed from her couch, and a softness fell 
O'er her weary heart with the day's farewell ; 
She spoke, and her voice in its dying tone 
Had an echo of feelings that long seemed flown. 
She murmured a low sweet cradle song, 
Strange midst the din of a warrior throng, 
A song of the time when her boy's young cheek 
Had glowed on her breast in its slumber meek ; 
But-something which breathed from that mournful 

strain 
Sent a fitful gust o'er her soul again. 
And starting as if from a dream, she cried — 
" Give him proud burial at my side ! 
There, by yon lake, where the palm-boughs wave, 
When the temples are fallen, make there our 

grave.'* 

And the temples fell, though the spirit passed. 
That stayed not for victory's voice at last ; 
When the day was won for the martyT-d«ul, 
For the broken heart, and the bright Mood shed. 



Through the gates of the vanquished the Tartar 

steed 
Bore in the avenger with foaming speed ; 
Free swept the flame through the idol-fanes. 
And the streams glowed red, as from warrior-veins, 
And the sword of the Moslem, let loose to slay, 
Like the panther leapt on its flying prey. 
Till a city of ruin begirt the shade. 
Where the boy and his mother at rest were laid 

Palace and tower on that plain were left. 
Like fiUlen trees by the lightQing deft ; 
The wild vine mantled the stately square, 
The Rajah's throne was the. serpent's lair. 
And the jungle grass o'er the altar sprung — 
ThiiB was the work of one deep heart wrung ! 



THE PEASANT GIRL OP THE RHONE. 



-—'There Is but one place In the worid. 
TUther where he lies buried I 



There, there is all that au'll remains of him, 
That single apot ta the whole earth lo me. 

OUeridg&B WaUmaiein, 
Alas I our young aflectiona run to waste, 
Or water but the dttaau-^ChUde Harold, 



There went a warrior's funeral through the night, 
A waving of tall plumes, a ruddy light 
Of torches, fitfully and wildly thrown 
From the high woods, along the sweeping Rhone, 
Far down the waters. Heavily and dead, 
Under the moaning trees the horse-hoOf 's tread 
In muffled sounds upon the greensward fell. 
As chieftuns passed ; and solemnly the swell 
Of the deep requiem, o'er the gleaming river 
Borne with the gale, and with the leaves' low 

shiver. 
Floated and died. Proud mourners there, yet pale, 

Wore man's mute anguish sternly ; — but of one 
Oh ! who shall speak? What words his brow ux^ 
veill 

A father following to the grave his son ! 
That is no grief lo picture! Sad and slow. 

Through the wood-shadows moved the knightly 
train, 
With youth's fair form upon tiie bier laid low. 

Fair even when found, amidsji the bloody slain, 
Stretched by its broken lance. They reached the 
lone 

Baronial chapel, where the forest gloom 
Fell heaviest, for the massy boughs had grown 

Into thich archways, as to vault the tomb. 
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Stately they trod the hollow ringing aisle, 
A strange deiep echo shuddering through the pile, 
Till crested heads at last, in silence hent 
Round the De Coucis' antique monument, 
When dust to dust was given :— and Aymer slept, 

Beneath the drooping banners of his line^ 
Whose broidered folds the Syrian wind had swept 

Proudly and oft o'er fields of Palestine: 
So the sad rite was closed. — The sculptor gave 
Trophies, ere long, to deck that lordly grave, 
And the pale image of a youth, arrayed 
As warriors are for fight, but calmly laid 

In slumber on his shield.— Then all was done. 
All still, around the dead. — His name was heard 
Perchance when wine-cups flowed, and hearts 
were stirred " 

By some old song, or tale of battle won. 
Told round the hearth : but in his father's breast 
Manhood's high passions woke again, and pressed 
On to their mark •, and in his friend's clear eye 
There dwelt no shadow of a dream gone by; 
And with the brethren of his fields, the feast 
. Wos gay SB when the voice whose sounds had 
ceased 
Mingled with theirs.— EVn thus life's rushing 

tide 
Bean back affection firom the grave's dark side : 
Alas! to think of this! — the heart's void place 

Filled up so soon!— so like a summer-cloud, 
All that we loved to pass and leave no trace I — 

He lay forgotten in bis early shroud. 
Forgotten?— not of alll — the sunny smile 
Olancing in play o'er tliat proud lip erewhile, 
And the dark locks whose breezy waving threw 
A gladness round, whene'er their shade withdrew 
From the bright brow; and all the sweetness ly- 
ing 

Within that eagle-eye's jet radiance deep, 
And all the music vrith that young voice dying. 

Whose joyous echoes made the quick heart leap 
As at a hunter's bugle — these things lived 
fitill in one breast, whose silent love survived 
The pomps of kindred sorrow. — Day by day. 
On Aymer's tomb fresh fioweis in garlands lay. 
Through the dim fane soft summer-odours breath- 
ing, 
And all the pale sepulchral trophies wreathing, 
And with a flush of deeper brilliance glowing 
In the rich light, like molten rubies flowing 
Through storied windows down. The violet there 
Might speak of k>ve — a secret love and lowly, 
And the rose image all things fleet and fi^ir. 
And the faint passion-flower, the sad and holy, 
Tell of diviner hopes. But whose light hand, 
As for an altar, wove the radiant band? 
Whose gentle nurture brought, from hidden dells, 
That gem-like wealth of blossoms and sweet bells, 
To blush through every season 7— Blight and chill 
Might touch the changing woods, but duly stiU, 



For years, those gorgeous coronals renewed; 

And brightly clasping marble spear and helm, 
Even through mid-winter, filled the solitude 

With a strange amile, a glow of summer's realm. 
Surely some fond and fervent heart Was pouring 
Its youth's vain vror^hip on the dust, adoring 
In lon9 devotedness! 

One spring-mom rose. 
And found, within that tomb's proud shadow 
laid— 
Oh! not as midst the vineyards, to repose 
From the fierce noon — a dark-haired peasant 
maid: 
Who could reveal her story T— That still face 
Had once been fair; for on the clear arched 
brow. 
And the curved lip, there lingered yet 'such grace 
As sculpture gives its dreams ; and long and bw 
The deep black lashes, o'er the half-shut eye — 
For death was on its lids — fell mournfully. . 
But the cold cheek was sunk, the raven hair 
Dimmed the slight form all wasted, as by care. 
Whence came that eariy hhghil^Her kindred's 

place 
Was not amidst the high De Coud race; 
Yet there her shrine had been ! — She grasped a 

wreath — 
The tomb's last gariand ! — This wag love in death ! 



INDIAN WOMAN'S DEATH SONG. 

An Indian woman, driven to despair by her hus- 
band's desertion of her for another wife, entered a 
canoe with her children, and rowed it down the 
Mississippi toward a cataract Her voice was 
heard firom the shore singing a mournful death- 
song, until overpowered by the aound of the war 
ten in which she perished. The tale is related in 
Long's Expedition to the source of St. Peter's Ri- 
ver. 



Non, je ne pub v^rra avec un coeur brisd. H faat qae j« 
retiouve la jole^ et que Je m'unisBe aux esprlts librae de Pair. 
Bride of Meatina, 
Traneiaied by Madame De 9CaeL 

Lei not my child be agiri, for very nd is the life of a wo- 
nan. 7%e Prairie. 



Down a broad river of the western wilds, 
Piercing thick forest glooms, a light canoe 
Swept with the current : fearful was the speed 
Of the frail bark, as by a tempest's wing 
Borne leaf-like on to where the mist of spray 
Rose with the cataract's thunder. — Yet within, 
Proudly, and dauntlessly, and all alone, 
Save that a babe lay sleeping at her breast, 
A woman stood : upon her Indian brow 
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Sat a strange gladness, and her dark hair waved 
Aa if triomphantly. She pressed her child, 
In its bright slumber, to her beating heart, 
And liAed her sweet voice, that rose awhile 
Above the sound of waters, high and clear. 
Wafting a wild proud strain, her song of death. 

RoU swiftly to the Spirit's land, thou mighty stream 

and free! 
Father of ancient waterB,(5) loll 1 and bear oar 

lives with thee ! 
The weary bird that storms have tossed, would 

seek the sunshine's calm, 
And the deer that hath the arrow's hurt, flies to 

the woods of balm. 

Roll on !— my warrior's eye hath looked upon ano- 
ther's face. 

And mine hath fiuled firom his soul, as fiides a 
moonbeam's trace ; 

My shadow comes not o'er his path, my whisper 
to his dream, 

He flings away the broken reed — ^roll swifter jet, 
thoustreaml 

The voice that spoke of other days is hashed with- 

in Aif breast, 
Bol mine its lonely music haunts, and will not let 

merest; 
It sings a low and mournful song of gladnev that 

is gone, 
I can not live without that light— Father of waves ! 

ToUonI 

Will he not miss the bounding step that met him 
from the chaael 

The heart of love that made his home an ever sun- 
ny place*? 

The hand that spread the hunter's board, and 
decked his couch of yon 1 — 

He will not I—^oll, dark Ibaming stream, on to the 
better shore ! 

Some blessed fount amidst the woods of that bright 

land must flow, 
Whose waters firom my soul may have the memo- 

ly of this wo; 
Some gentle wind must whisper there, whose 

breath may waft away 
The burden of the heavy night, the sadness of the 

day* 

And thou, my babe ! though bom, like me, for 

woman's weary lot, 
Smile !^to that wasting of the heart, my own I I 

leave thee not ; 
Too bright a thing art thou to pine in aching love 

away. 
Thy mother bears thee far, young Fawnl from 

ionow and decay. 



She bears thee to the glorious bowers where none 
are heard to weep, 

And where th' unkind one hath no power again 
to trouble sleep ; 

And where the soul shall find its youth, as waken- 
ing from a dream,— 

One moment, and that reahn is ours— On, on, dark 
tolling stream I 



JOAN OP ARC, IN RHEIMS. 

Jeanne d'Arc avait eu la joie de voir a Chalons 
quelques amis de son enfance. Une joie plus in- 
efiable encore Tattendait a Rheims, au sein de son 
triomphe: Jacques d'Arc, son pdre y se trouva, 
auadtot que de troupes de Charles VII. y farent 
entrees ; et comme les deux frdres de notre Heroine 
Tavaient aocompagn6s, elle se vit, pour un instant 
au milieu de sa famille, dans les bras d'un pdre 
vertueux. — Vie de Jeanne d^Arc. 



Tlioa halt a dummd ciip^ O F^e f 
k dnught thai manUea bigb, 

And aeema to liA this eaith-bom frame 
Above mortality : 

Away! to me— a woman— bring 

Sweet walen from aflkctlon'a spring. 



That was a joyous day in Rheims of old, 
When peal on peal of mighty music rolled 
Forth fromher thronged cathedral; while aiound, 
A multitude, whose billows made no sound, 
Chained to a hush nf wonder, though elate 
With victory, listened at their temple's gate. 
And what was done within 1 — within, the light 

Through the rich gloom of pictuied windows 
flowing^ 
Tinged with soft awfuhiess a stately sight. 

The chivalry of France, their proud heads bow- 
ing 
In martial vassalage! — while midst that ring, 
And shadowed by ancestral tombs, a king 
Received his birthright's crown. For thi% the 

hjrmn 
Swelled out like rushing waters, and the day 
With the sweet censer's misty breath grew dim. 

As through long aisles it floated o'er th' array 
Of arms and sweeping stoles. But who, alone 
And unapproached, beside the altar-stone. 
With the white banner, forth like sunshine stream- 
ing, 
And the gold hehn, through clouds of fragrajice 

gleaming, 
Silent and radiant stood 1 — the helm was raised, 
And the fidr face revealed, that upward gazed, 

Intensely wprshipping: — a still, clear face. 
Youthful, but brightly solemn! — ^Woman's cheek 
And brow w«b there, in deep devotion meek, 
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Yet glorified with inspiration's trace 
On its pure paleness; while, enthroned above, 
The pictured virgin, with her smile of love, 
Seemed bending o'er her votaress. — That slight 

form! 
Was that the leader through the battlenitorm 1 
Had the soft light in that adoring eye, 
Guided the warrior where the swords flashed 

high? 
'T was so, even so! — and thou, the shepherd's 

child, 
Joanne, the lowly drieamer of the wild ! 
Never before, and never since that hour. 
Hath woman, mantled with' victorious power, 
Stood forth as thou beside the shrine didst stand. 
Holy amidst the knighthood of the land ; 
And beautiful with joy and with renown. 
Lift thy white banner o'er the olden crown, 
Ransomed for France by thee! 

The rites are done. 
Now let the dome with trumpet- notes be shaken, 
And bid the echoes of the tombs awaken, 
And come thou forth, that Heaven's rejoicing 
sun 
May give thee welcome from thine own blue skies, 

Daughter of victory ! — a triumphant strain, 
A proud rich stream of warlike melodies. 

Gushed through the portals of the antique fane, 
And forth she came. — Then rose a nation's 

sound — 
Oh! what a power to bid the quick heart bound, 
The wind bears onward with the qtormy cheer 
Man give to glory on her high career ! 
Is there indeed such power 1-^far deeper dwells 
In one kind householdi voice, to reach the cells 
Whence happiness flows forth! — The shouts that 

filled 
The hollow heaven tempestuously, were stilled 
One moment ; and in that brief pause, the tone. 
As of a breeze that o'er her home had blown, 
Sank on the bright maid's l^eart. — "Joanne! — 
Who spoke 
Like those whose childhood with her childhood 
grew 
Under one roofi — "Joanne!" — that murmur 
broke 
With sounds of weeping forth ! — She turned — 
she knew 
Beside her, marked from all the thousands there. 
In the calm beauty of his silver hair. 
The stately shepherd ; and the youth, whose joy 
From his dark eye flashed proudly ; and the boy 
The youngestrbom, that ever loved her best ; 
" Father ! and ye, my brothers !" — On the breast 
Of that gray sire she sank — and swiftly back, 
Ev'n in an instant, to their native track 
Her free thoughts flowed. — She saw the pomp no 

more — 
The plumes, the bannen :— to her cabin-door, 



And to the Fairy's fountain in the glade,(6) 
Where her young sisters by her side had played. 
And to her hamlet's chapel, where it rose 
Hallowing the forest unto deep repose. 
Her spirit turned. — The very wood-note, sung 

In early spring-time by the bird, which dwelt 
Where o'e^ her father's roof the beech-leaves hung, 

Was in her heart ; a music heard and felt, 
Winning her back to nature. — She unbound 

The helm of many battles firom her- head, 
And, with her bright locks bowed to sweep the 
ground, 

Lifting her voice up, wept for joy, and said, — 
Bless me, my father, bless me! and with thee, 
To the still cabin and the beechen-tiee, 
Let me return!" 

Oh! nev^r did thine eye 
Through the green haunts of happy infancy 
Wander again, Joanne ! — too much of fame 
Had shed its radiance on thy peasant name } 
And bought alone by gifts beyond all price, 
The trusting heart's repose, the paradise 
Of home with all it loves, doth fttte allow 
The crown of glory unto woman's brow. 



PAULINR 



Tb die for what we lore !— Oh I there ie power 
In the tnie heart, and pride, and joy, for thU; 
ItiMioHve without the vanUied light 
That Btrength la needed. 

Gobi timpsaa al tiapMsar d'un Gloma 

UeUa vita monal 11 fion e*! verde. 

TtU90. 

Along the star-lit Seine went music swelling. 
Till the air thrilled with its ezufting mirth ; 

Proudly it floated, even as if no dwelling 
^or cares or stricken hearts were found on 
. earth; 

And a glad sound the measure lightly beat, 

A happy chime of many dancing feet 

For in a palace of the land that night, 
Lamps, and fresh roses, and green leaves weie 
hung, 

And from the painted walls a stream of light 
On flying forms beneath soft splendour flung : 

But loveliest fkt amidst the revel's pride 

Was one, the lady from the Danube-€ide^7) 

Pauline, the meekly bright ! — though now no more 
Her clear eye flashed with youth's all tameless 
glee, 

Yet something holier than its dayspring wore. 
There in soft rest lay beautiful to see; 

A charm with graver, tenderer, sweetness fraught — 

The Mending of deep bve and matron thought. 
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Through the gay throng she moved, serpnely fair, 
And sach calm joy as fills a moonlight sky, 

Sate on her brow beneath its graceful hair, 
As her young daughter in the dance went by, 

With the fleet step of one that yet hath known 

Smiles and kind voices in this world abne. 

Larked there no secret boding in hger breast 1 
Did no faint whisper warn of evil nigh 1 

Such oft awake when most the heart seems blest 
Midst the light laughter of festivity : 

Whence. come those tones! — Alas! enough we 
know, 

To mingle fear with all triumphal show ! 

Who spoke of evil, when young feet were flying 
In fairy rings around the echoing halll 

Soft aim through braided locks in perfume sighing, 
Glad pulses beating unto music's call? 

Silence ! — the npndtrels pause — and hark t a sound, 

A strange quick rustling which their notes had 
drowned! 

And h\ a light upon the dancen breaking — 
Not such their clear and silvery lamps had shed! 

From the gay dream of revelry awaking, 
One moment holds them still in breathless dread; 

The wild fierce lustre grows — then bunts a cry — 

Fire ! through the hall and round it gathering— fly ! 

And fbrth they rush — as chased by sword and 
spear — 
To the green coverts of the gaiden-bowen ; 
A gorgeous masque of pageantry and fear, 
Startling the birds and trampling down the 
flowers: 
While firom the dome behind, red sparkles driven 
Pierce the dark stUlness of the midnight heaven. 

And where is she, Pauline Y— the hurrying throng 
Have swept her onward, os a stormy blast 

Might sweep some faint overwearied bird along— 
Till now the threshold of that death is past, 

And free she stands beneath the starry skies, 

Calling h«r child— but no sweet voice replies. 

"Bertha! where art thou?— Speak, oh! speak, 
my own!" 
ALat! unoonsdous of her pangs the while, 
The gentle girl, in fear's cold grasp alone, 

Powerless hath sunk within the blazing pile; 
A young bright form, decked gloriously for death, 
With flowen all shrinking from the flame's fieree 
breath!' 

But oh I thy strength, deep love !— there is no power 

To stay the mother firom that rolling grave, 
Though fast on high the fiery volumes tower, 

And forth, like banners, from each lattice wave ; 
Back, bAck she rushes through a host combined- 
Mighty is anguish, with affection twined! 



And what bold step may follow, midst the roar 
Of the red billows, o'er their prey that rise ? 

None ! — Courage there stood still— and never more 
Did those fair forms emerge on huma,n eyes! 

Was one brief meeting theirs, one wild farewell? 

And died they heart to heart?— Oh ! who can tell? 

Freshly and cloudlessly the morning broke 
On that sad palace, midst its pleasure-shades ; 

Its painted roofe had sunk — ^yet black with smoke 
And lonely stood its marble colonnades : 

But yester-eve their shafts with wreaths were 
bound! — 

Now lay the scene one slirivelied scroll around 

And bore the ruins no recording trace 
Of all that woman's heart had dared and done? 

Yes! there were gems to mark its mortal place. 
That forth from dust and ashes dimly shonel 

Those had the mother on her gentle breast, 

Worn round her child's fair image,' there at rest. 

And they were all! — the tender and the true 
Left this alone her sacrifice to prove, 

Hallowing the spot where mirth once lightly flew, 
To deep, lone, chastened thoughts of grief and 
love. 

Oh! vre hive need of patient faith below, 

To clear away the mysteries pf such wo ! 



JUANA. 



Jnaiia, mother of the Emperor Charies V., npon 
the death of her husband, Philip the Handsome of 
Austria, who had treated her with nnifcHrm neglect, 
had his body laid upon a bed of state in a magni- 
ficent dress, and being possessed with the idea thai 
it would revive, watched it for a length of time in- 
cessantly, waiting for the moment of returning 
life. 



ItlibuiddKthoakiok*Blupon. ll&istova^ 
IMi wild and pasrionstd Iddlatiy, 
What doth h In the shadow of the gravel 
Ctather h back within thy kmely heart, 
Bo moat it evw end: too much we give 
Umo tlM tUagi that peririL 



The night-wind shook the tapestry round an an- 
cient palaoe-room. 

And torehes, as it rose and fell, waved through the 
gorgeous gloom, 

Ando'er a shadowy regal couch threw fitful gleams 
and red, 

Where a woman with k>ng raven hair sat watch- 
ing by the dead. 
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Pale shoBe the features of the dead, yet glorious 

still to see, 
like t hunter or a chief struck down while his 

heart and step were free ; 
No shroud he wore, no robe of death, but there 

znajestid lay, 
Proudly and sadly glittering in royalty's array. 

But she that with the dark hair watch^ by the 
cold slumberer's side, 

On her wan cheek no beauty jdwelt, and in her 
garb no pride; 

Only her full impassioned eyes as o'er that clay 
she bent, 

A wildoess and a tenderness in strange resplen- 
dence blent 

And as the swift thoughts crossed her soul, like 

shadowsof a cloud, . 
Amidst the silent iDom of death, the dreamer spoke 

aJoud 'j 
She spoke to him who could not hear, and cried, 

" Thou yet wilt wake. 
And learn my watchings and my tears, beloved 

one ! foi* thy sake. 

*' They told me this was death, but well I knew it 

oould not be ; 
Fairest and stateliest of the earth 1 who spoke of 

death for thee? 
They would have wrapped the funeral shroud thy 

gallant form around, 
But I forbade— and there thou art, a monarch, 

robed and crowned ! 

' With all thy bright locks gleaming still, their co- 
ronal beneath, 

And thy brow so proudly beautiful — ^who said that 
this was death 1 

Silence hath been upon thy lips, and stillness round 
thee long, 

But the hopeful spirit in my breast is all nndtmmed 
and strong. 

" I know thou hast not loved me yet ; I am not 
fair like thee, 

The very glance of whose clear eye threw round 
a light of glee ! 

A frail and drooping form is mine — a cold unsmil- 
ing cheek. 

Oh I I have but a woman's heart, wherewith thy 
heart to seek. 

" But when thou wak'st, my prince, my k)rd! and 

hear'st how I have kept 
A lonely vigil by thy side, and o'er thee prayed and 

weptj 
How in one long deep dream of thee my nights 

and days have past, 
Surely that humble, patient love, mtut win back 

love at last ! 



" And thou wilt smile— my own, my own, shall 

be the sunny smile, 
Which brightly fell, and joyoiisly, on all 611/ me 

erewhilel 
No more in vain aifectidki's Ht^tiA ray weary sooi 

shall pine — 
Oh I years of hope deferted were paid by one fond 

glance of thine! 

'* Thou It meet me in that radiant look when thoo 

coqiest from the chase, 
For me, for me, in festal halls it shall kindle o'er 

thy fece! 
Thou 'It nek no more though beauty's gift mine 

aspect may not bless ; 
In thy kind eyes 'this deep, deep love, shall give 

me loveliness. 

" But wake ! my heart vrithin me bums, yet once 

more to rejoice 
In the sound to which it ever leaped, the music of 

thy voice : 
Awake! I sit in sotitiide, that thy first look and 

tone, 
And the gladness of thine opening eyes may aU be 

mine alone," 

In the still chambers of the dust, thus poured fortki 

day by day, 
The passion of that loving dream from a tioubled 

soul found way. 
Until the shadows of the grave hath swept o'er 

every grace, 
Xjeft midst the awfulness of death on the princely 

form and face. 

And slowly broke the fearful truth upon the watch' 
er's breast. 

And they bore away the loyal dead with requieme 
to his rest. 

With banners and with knightly pinmee all wav- 
ing in the wind— . 

But a woman's broken heart was left in tts lone 
despair behind. 



THE AMERICAN FOREST (SHRL. 



A feaifol gift upon thy heart is lai^ 
Woman !— a power tosullBr and to love, 
Thenefiire tbou so canst pHy. 



WiLDLT and mournfully the Indian drum 
On the deep hush of moonlight forests broke ;-^ 

*' Sing us a death-song, for thine hour is come,"— - 
So the red warriors to their captive spoke. 

Still, and amidst those dusky forms alone, 
A youth, a fair-haired youth of England flood, 
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TJW a king's son; though from hu cheek had 
flown 
The mantKng annMon of the uland-blood. 
And hit preHod lips looked 'marble.— ^ercely 

hoght, 
And high aioimd him, Mated the fires of night, 
Rocking beneath the cedars to and fro, 
Am the wind paMed, and with a fitful glow 
Lighting the nctim's face:— Bat who could tell • 
Of what within his secret heart befel. 
Known but to heaven that hour?— Perchance a 

thought 
Of his far home then so intensely wrought, 
That its full image, pictured to his eye 
On the dark ground of mortal agony 
Rose clear as day ! — and he might tee the hand, 
Of hb young sisters wandering hand in hand, 
Where the Ubumum drooped ; or haply binding 
The jasmine^ up the door's low pillan winding; 
Or, as day closed upon their gentle miith, 
Gathering with braided hair, around the hearth 
Where sat their mother ;— and that mother's face 
lu grave sweet smile yet wearing in the place 
Where so it ever smiled f— Perchance the prayer , 
Learned at her knee Chme back on his despair; 
The blessing from her vcnoe, the very tone 
Of her " Chod^ight," might breathe from boy- 
hood gone !-^ 
He started and looked «p:— 4hick cypress boughs 
Full of stiange sound, waved o'er him, d&ihly 
red 
In the broad stormy firelight;— savage brows, 
With tall plumes crested and wild hues.o'er- 
spiead, 
GKit him like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Looked through the bnmches as thiough'dnngeon 

bars, 
Shedding no hope. — He knew, he felt his doom — 
Oh 1 what a tale to shadow vrith its gloom 
That happy haU in England !— Idle fear ! 
Would the winds tell HI — ^Who might dream or 

hear 
The secret of the forests T— To the stake 
They bound him ; and that proud young soldier 



Yet one that knew how early tears are shed, — 
For here had mourned a playmate brother dead. 

She had sat gazing on the victim long, 
Until the pity of her soul grew strong ; 
And,.by its passion's deepening fervour swayed, 
Ev'n to the stake she rushed, and gently laid 
His bright head on her bosom, and around 
His form her slender arms to shield it wound 
Like dose Liannes; then raised her glittering eye 
And clear-toned voice. that said, "He shall nol 
die!" 

" He shall net die!"— the glopmy forest thriUed 
To that sweet sound. A sudden wonder fell 

On the .fierce throng; and heart and hand were 
stilled. 
Struck down, as by the whisper of a spell. 

They gazed,— their dsfrk souls bowed before the 
maid. 

She of the dancing step in wood and glade ! 

And, as her cheek flushed through its olive bue^ 

As her black tresses to the night-wind flew, 

Something o'ermastered them from that young 
mien^ 

Something of heaven, in silence felt and seen; 

And seeming, to their child-like faith, a token 

That the Great Spirit by her voice had spoken^ 

They loosed the bonds that held their captive's 

brefUh: 
From his pale lips they took the cup of death 
They quenched the brand beneath the cypress 

tree; 
*'Away," they cried, "young stranger, thou art 

fiec!" 



His Ikther's spirit in his bieast.to wake. 

Trusting to die in silence !- He, the love 
Of many hearts !— the fondly reared, — the fair. 
Gladdening all eyes to see!— And fettered there 
He stood beside his.d^tlp-pyre, and the brand ' 
Flamed up to fight it, in the chieftain's hand. 
He thought upon his GM^—Hushl hark!— a cry 
Breaks on the stem ^nd dw^ solemnity, — 
A step hath piereed th^iiilngf— Who dares intrade 
On the dark hunters mlfaetr vengeful mood? — 
A girt— « yoong slight gid>-« fikW»-like child 
Of green Savannas and the leafy wild, 
Springing unmarked till then, as some lojvii fbwer, 
Bappjr beeanw the sunshine is ifs doiwer; 
24 



COSTANZA. 



-Art thou then derolato t 



Of friends^ .of hopes fonaken 7— Gome to me f 

t am thine own.--HaTe tiualed hearts proved ftlsel 

Flattcrere deceived thee 1 Wanderer come to Infl! 

Why didst thou ever leave me 1 Know'si thou all 

I would have borne, and called it joy to bear, 

for thy nket Know** thou that thy voice had power 

To shake me with a thrill of happinen 

By one kind tone 1— to fill mine eyes whh tean 

Of yearning love % And thou— oh t thou didst throw 

That crushed aflection back upon my heart ;— 

Tet come to me I— it died not. 



She knelt in prayer. A stream of sunset ieSi 
Through the stained: window of her lonely cell, 
And with its rich, deep, melancholy gk>w 
Flushing her cheek and pale Madonna-brow, • 
While o'er her long hair's flowing jet it thr§w 
Bright wa:ves of gold— the autumn forest's 
Seemed all a visibn's mist of gbry, spread 
By painting's USoch around some holy head, 
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Virgin'8 or fairest martyr's. In her eye, 
Which glanced as dark clear water to the sky, 
What solemn fervour lived ! And yet what wo, 
Lay Uke some buried thing, till seen below 
The glassy tide I Oh I he that could reveal 
What life had taught that chastened heart to feel, 
Might speak indeed of woman's blighted yean, 
And wasted love, and vainly bitter tears 1 
But she had tokl her griefe to heaven alone, 
And of the gentle saint no more was known, 
Than that she fled the worid's cold breath, and 

made 
A temple of the pine and chestnut shade. 
Filling its depths with soul, whene'er her hymn 
Rose through each murmur of the green, and dim, 
And ancient solitude ; where hidden streams 
Went moaning through the grass, like sounds in 

dreams, 
Music for weary hearts! Midst leaves and flowera 
6he dwelt, and knew all secrets of their powers. 
All nature's balms, wherewith her gliding tread 
To the sick peasant on his lowly bed. 
Came, and brought hope; while scarce of mortal birth 
He deemed the pale fair form, that held on earth 
Communion but with grief. 

Ere long a cell, 
A Tock-hewn chapel rose, a cross of stone 
Gleamed through the dark trees o'er a sparkling 
well. 
And a sweet voice, of rich, yet mournful tone, 
Told the Calabrian wilds, that duly there 
Costanza lifted her sad heart in prayer. 
And now 't was prayer's own hour. That voice 

again 
Through the dim foliage sent its heavenly strain, 
That made thie cypress quiver where it stood 
In day's last crimson soaring from the wood 
Like spiry flame. But as the bright sun set, 
Other and wider sounds in tumult met 
The floating song. Strange sounds !— the trum- 
pet's peal. 
Made hoUew by the rocks ; the clash of steel. 
The rallying war-cry. — In the mountain-pass, 
There had been combat : blood was on the grass, 
Banners bad strewn the waters ; chiefe lay dyings 
And the pine-branches crashed before the flying. 

An^ all was changed within the still retreat, 
Costanza's home : — there entered hurrying feet. 
Dark looks of shame and sorrow ; mail-clad men, 
Stem fugitives from that wild battle-glen. 
Scaring the ringdoves from the porph-roof, bore 
A wounded warrior in : the rocky floor 
Crave back deep echoes to his clanging sword, 
As there they laid their leader, and implored ' 
The sweet saint's prayers to heal him ; then for 

flight. 
Through the wide forest and the mantling n^ht, 



Sped breathlessly again. — They passed — but htf, 
The stateliest of a host — alas I to see 
What mother's eyes have watched in rosy sleep 
Till joy, for very fulness, turned to weep 
Thus dhanged ! — a fearful thing I His golden crest 
Was shivered, and the bright scarf on his breast — 
Some costly love-gift — ^rent : — but what of these? 
There were the clustering raven-locks — the breeze 
As it came in through lime and mjrrtle flowen, 
Might scarcely lift then^— steeped in bloody show- 
ers 
So heavily upon the pallid clay 
Of the damp cheek they hung ! the eye's dark ray — 
Where was it? — and the lips! — they gasped apart, 
With their light curve, as firom the chisel's art, 
Still proudly beautiful ! but that white hue— 
Was it not death's?— that stiUness— that cold dew 
On the scarred forehead 1 No ! his spirit broke 
From its deep trance ere long, yet but awoke 
To wander in wild dreams ; and there he lay. 
By the fierce fever as a green reed shaken. 
The haughty chief of thousands— the forsaken 
Of all save one ! — ;S^ fled not. Day by day — 
Such hours are woman's birthright — ^she, unknown, 
Kept watch beside him, fearless and alone ; 
Binding his wounds, and oft in silence laving 
His brow with tears that mourned the strong man's 

raving. 
He felt them not, nor marked the light veiled form 
Still hovering nigh; yet sometimes, when that 
storm 

Of frenzy sank, her voice, in tones as low 
As a young mother's by the cradle singing, 
Would sooth him with sweet avM, gently bringing 

Moments of slumber, when the fieiy glow 
Ebbed £rom his hollow cheek. 

At last faint gleams 
Of memory dawned upon the cloud of draams, 
And feebly lifting, as a child, his head. 
And gazing round him from his leafy bed, 
He murmured forth, "Where am 17 What soft 

strain 
Passed, like a breeze, across my burning bnunl 
Back from my youth it floated, with a tone 
Of life's first music, and a thought of one— 
Where is she nowl and where the gauds of pride 
Whose hollow splendour lured me ftom her sidel 
All k)st I — and this is death !— rl can not die 
Without forgiveness from that mournful eye I 
Away 1 the earth hath lost her. Was sAe bom 
To brook abandonment, to strive with scorn? 
My first, my holiest love I— her broken heart 
Lies low, and I«--unpardoned I depart." 

But then Costanza raised the shadowy veil 
From her dark kicks and features brightly pale, 
And stood before him with a smile— oh I ne'er 
Did aught that smiled so much of nidnf— 
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A iid said, " Cesario ! look on me ; I live 
To say my heart hath bled, and can foigive. 
I loved thee with such worship, such deep trust 
As should be Heaven's alone— and Heaven is just! 
I bless thee— be at peace 1" 

But o'er his frame 
Too fiut the strong tide rushed— the sudden 

shame. 
The joy, th' amaze! — he bowed his head — it fell 
On the wronged bosom which had loved so well ; 
And love still perfect, gave him refuge there, — 
His laat faint breath just waved her floating hair. 



MADELINE. 

▲ DOMEmC TALE.* 



Who should it be %-:>Where stiouldst thou look for kindnea 1 
When we an eick Where can we turn for ncoour, 
M^hen we are wretched whars can' we complain; 
And when the worid looln oold'andBariy on 0% 
Where can we go to meet a warmer e^A 
With each me confidence as toa motberl 

Joanna BaOlie, 

"Mt child, my chUd, thou leaVrt nie!--I sh&ll 

hear 
The gentle voice no more that blest mine ear 
With its first utterance ; I shall miss the sound 
Of thy light step amidst the flowers around, 
And thy soft breathing hymn at twilight's dose, 
And thy '* Good-night" at parting for repose. 
Under the vine-leaves I shall sit alone, 
And the low breeze will have'a moamful tone 
Amidst their tendrils, while I thinlc of thee, 
My child! and thou, along the moonlight sea. 
With a soft sadness haply in thy>glanee, 
Shalt watch thine own, thy pleasant land of 

France, 
Fading to air. — ^Yet blessings- with thee gof 
Love guard thee, gentlest ! and the exile's wo 
From thy young heart be far! — And sorrow not 
For me, sweet daughter! in my lonely lot, 
God shair be with me.— Now farewell, farewell ! 
Thou that hast been what words may never tell 
Unto thy mother's bosom, since the dayg 
When thou wert pillowed there, and wont to raise 
In sudden laughter thence thy loving eye 
That stiH sought mine : — these moments «re gone 

^^ . ■ . 

Thou too must go, my flbwerf— Yet with thee 

dwell 
The peace of Gk>d!^One, one more gaze — fioe- 

weUr 
This was a mother^ partmg with her child, 
A young meek Btide<m whom fidr fortune smiled, 



' OrigMly PuMWKd. in ifaB liiMiy flouvuiir lor 1828. 



And wooed her with a voice of love away 
From childhood's home ; yet theie, with fond Mmj 
She lingered on the threshold, heard the note 
Of her caged bird through trellised nee-leave* 

float. 
And fell upon her mother's neck, and wept, 
Whilst old remembrances, that long had slept. 
Gushed o'er her soul, and many a vanished dayy 
As in one picture traced, before her lay. 

But the fajrewell was said ; and on the deep, 
When its breast heaved in sunset's golden sleep, 
With a calmed heart, young Madeline ere long 
Poured forth her own sweet solemn vesper-song, 
Breathing of home : through stillneaB heard afar 
And duly rising with the first pale star, 
That voice was on the waters; till at last 
The sounding ocean-solitudes were passed, 
And the bright land was reached, the youthful 

world 
That glows along the West : the sails were furled 
In its clear sunshine, and the gentle bride 
Looked on the home that promised hearts untri^ 
A bower of bliss to come.—Alas ! we trace 
The map of our own paths, and long ere yeara 
With their dull steps the brilliant lines efface, 
On sweeps the storm, and blots them jovA with 

tears. 
That home was darkened soon : the summer breeze 
Welcomed with death the wanderen from the s^as, 
Death Anto one, and anguish how forbmt 
To her, that widowed in her marriage-mom, 
Sat in her voiceless dwelling, whence with him, . 

Her bosom's first beloved,' her friend and guide, 
Joy had gone forth, and left the green earth dim, 

As from the sun shut out on every- side, 
By the close veil of misery !~0h! but ill, 

When with rich hopes o'erfraught, the young, 
high heart 

Be^rs its ^rst blow 1 — it knowa not yet the part 
Which life will teach— to suffer and be still, 
And with submissive love to count the flowers 
Which yet are spared, rfnd through the future 

hours 
To send^io busy dream !-r<S^« had not learned 
Of sorrow till that hour, and therefore turned, 
In weariness from life : then came th' unrest, 
The heart-sick yearning of the exile's breas^. 
The haunting sounds of voices far away, 
And household steps; until at last she lay 
Oil her lone couch of sicknesS) lost in dreams 
Of the gay vineyards and blue-rushing streams 
In her own sunny land, and murmuring oft! 
Familiar names, in accents wild, yet soft, 
To strangen rennd that bed, who knew not aught 
Of the deep spells wherewith each word was 

fraught. 
To strangere? — Oh! could strangen raise the 

head 
Gently as her* wto raised?— did stnngen shed 
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The kindly tears which bathed that feverish brow 
And wasted che^k with half unconscious flow? 
Somethinjf was there, that through the lingering 

night 
Outwatches patiently the taper's light, 
Something that faints not thro' the da/s distress, 
That fears not toil, that knows not weariness ; 
Love, true and perfect love ! — Whence came that 

power, 
Uprearing .through the storm the drooping flower 1 
Whence? who can ask 7 the wild delirium passed, 
And from her eyes the spirit looked at last 
Into her mother' a face, and wakening knew 
The brow's calm grace, the hair's dear silvery hue. 
The kind sweet smile of old ! — and had she come. 
Thus in life's evening, from her distant home, 
To save her child 1 — E'en so — nor yet in vain: 
In that young heart a light sprung up again. 
And lovely still, with so much love to give, 
Seemed this fair world, though faded ; still to live 
Was not to pine forsaken. On the breast 
That rocked her childhood, sinking in soft rest, 
" Sweet mother, gentlest mother I can it beT* 
The lorn one cried, " and do I look on thee 1 
Take back thy wanderer from this fatal shore, 
Peace shall be ours beneath our vines once more." 



THE aUEEN OP PRUSSIA'S TOMB. 

" This tomb is in the garden of Chariottenburgh, 
near Berlin. It was not without surprise that I 
came suddenly, among trees, upon a fair white 
Doric temple. I might, and should have deemed 
it a mere adornment of the grounds, but the cyress 
and the willow declare it a habitation of the dead. 
Upon a sarcophagus of white marble lay a sheet, 
and the outline of the human form was plainly 
visible beneath its folds. The person with me re- 
verently turned it back, and displayed the statue 
of his Gtueen. It is a portrait-statue recumbent, said 
to be a perfect resemblance — not as in death, but 
when she lived to bless and be blessed. Nothing 
can be more calm and kind than the expression of 
her features. The hands are folded on the bosom; 
the limbs are sufficiently crossed to show the re- 
pose of life. Here the King brings her children 

annually, to offer garlands at her grave. These 
hang in withered moumfulness above this living 
image of their departed mother. — Sherber^a Notes 
and ReJUdums during a Ramble in Germany. 



In sfrBet prid»upoD that insult keen 

She smiled ; then drooping mute and hroken-hesrted, 

To Uw oold comlbn of the grave depaned.— ilTttoMm. 

It ptanda where northern wiUows weep, 

A temple &ir and Umm ; 
doft shadows o'er its marble sweep, 

Fxom cypvess-bfanchet thrown; 



While silently around it spread. 
Thou feel'st the presence of the dead. 

And what within u richly shrined 1 

A sculptured woman's form, 
Lovely in perfect rest reclined, 

As one beyond the storm : 
Yet not of death,, but slimiber, lies 
The solemn sweetness on those eyes. 

The folded hands, the calm pure fiice, 

The mantle's quiet flow. 
The gentle, yet majestic grace. 

Throned on the matron brow; 
These, in that scene of tender gloom, 
With a still gbry robe the tomb. 

There stands an eagle, at the fiset 

Of the fair image wrought ; 
A kingly emblem — ^nor unmeet 

To wake yet deeper thought: 
She whose high heart finds rest bekiw, 
Was royal in her birth and wo. 

There are pale garlands hung above, 

Of dying scent and hue ; — 
She was a mother — in her love 

How sorrowfully true I 
Oh 1 hallowed long be every leaf, 
The record of her chUdren's grief I 

She saw their birthright's warrior crown 

Of olden glory spoiled. 
The standard of their sires bore down, 

The shield's blight blazon soUed : 
She met the tempest meekly biave. 
Then turned, o'erweaiied, to the grave. 

She slumbered ; but it camo-— it came, 

Her land's redeeming hour. 
With the glad shout, and signal-flame, 

Sent on from tower to tower I 
Fast through the realm a spirit moved— 
'T was her's, the lofty and the loved. 

Then was her name a note that rung 
To rouse bold hearts from sleep, 

Her memory, a3 a banner flung 
Forth by the Baltic deep ; 

Her grief, a bitter vial poured 

To sanctify th' avenger's awoid. 

And the crowned eagle spread again 

His pinion to the sun ; 
And the strong land shook oflfxts chain— 

So was the triumph won ! 
But wo for earth, where aonow's tone 
Still blends with victory's V—Ske was gone 1^ 
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THE MEMORIAL PILLAR. 

On the road side between Penrith and Appleby, 
stands a small pillar, with this inscription : — " This 
pillar was erected in the year 1656, by Ann, 
Countess Dowager of Pembroke, for a memorial 
<£ her last parting, in this place, with her good and 
pious mother, Margaret, Countess Dowager of 
Cumberland, on the 2d April, 1616.— See Notes to 
the " Pleature* qf Menwry:* 



But thou, through Eden*! w{ld>WDod vales pnnoed 
Each moancali>«eeDe, magnificentlj rude^ 
Nor with auemioo'i lifted eye, roTered 
That modeat etooe, by pious Pembroke narad, 
Which ■till recordfl, beyond the pencil's power, 
Ibeiilenc eonows of a paiiing hour \ 

Rogtrt, 



Mother and child ! whose blending tears 

Have sanctified the place, 
Where, to the love of many years, 

Was given one last embrace ; 
Oh ! ye have shrined a spell of power, 
Deep in your record of that hour I 

A spell to waken solemn thought, 

A still, small under-tone, 
That calls back days of childhood, fraught 

With many a treasure gone ; 
And smites, perchance, the hidden source, 
Though k>ng antioubled—of remorse. 

For who, that gazes on the stone 
Which marks your parting spot, 

Who but a mother's love hath known. 
The ofie love changing noti 

Alas i and haply learned iu worth 

First with the sound of " Earth to earthl" 

But thou, high-hearted daughter ! thou, 
O'er whose bright, honoured head. 

Blessings and tears of holiest flow, 
E'en here were fondly shed, 

Thou from the passion of thy grief, 

In its full bttfst, couldst draw relief. 

For oh ! though painful be th' ezcessi 
The might wherewith it swells, 

In nature's fount no bitterness 
Of nature's mingling, dwells; 

And thou hadst not, by wrong or pride. 

Poisoned the free and healthful tide. 

But didst thou meet the face no more, 
Which thy young heart first knew? 

And all — was all in this world o'er, 
With ties thus close and true 1 

It was ! — On earth no other eye 

Could giw thee back thine infrncy. 



No other voice could pierce the maze 
Where deep within thy breast, 

The sounds and dreams of other days, 
With memory lay at rest ; 

No other smile to thee could bring 

A gladdening, like the breath of spring. 

Yet, while thy place of weeping still 

Its lone memorial keeps. 
While on thy name midst wood and hill, 

The quiet sunshine sleeps^ 
And touches, in each graven line. 
Of reverential thought a sign ; 

Can I, while yet these tokens wear 

The impress of the dead, 
Think of the love embodied there, 

As of a vision fled 1 
A perished thing, the joy and flower 
And glory of one earthly hour? 

Not so! — I will not bow me so 
To thouf^hts that breathe despair 1 

A loftier faith we need below, 
Life's farewell words to bear. 

Mother and child! — Your tears are 

Surely your hearts have met at last! 



THE GRAVE OF A POETESS.* 



"Ne me plaignez pas— d vous aavles 
Combiaa de peines ca tombeau m*a epaigntes I*' 



I STOOD beside thy lowly grave ; — 
Spring odours breathed around. 

And music, in the river-wave, 
Passed with a lulling sound. 

All happy things that love the sun 
In the bright air glanced by 

And a glad murmur seemed to run 
Through the soft azure sky. 

Fresh leaves were on the ivy-bough 
That fringed the ruins near; 

Young voices were abroad — but thou 
Their sweetness couMst not hear. 

And mournful grew my heart for. thee, 
Thou in whose woman's mind 

The ray that brightens earth and sea, 
The light of song was shrined. 



Eztriniic interael has lately attached to the fine nenery 
of Woodstock, near Kilkenny, on account of its having been 
the last residence of the author of Fqrche. Her grave is one 
of many In the church-yard of the village. The river runs 
amoochiy by. The rotos of an ancient abbey that have been 
partially converted into a church, revexentiy throir their inan< 
tk of tender diadow over \L—Tainby the OBara fSmOif. 
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Mournfal, that thou wert slumbering low, 

With a dread curtain drawn 
Betwten thee and the golden glow 

Of this world's vernal dawn. 

Parted from all the song and bloom, 
Thou wouldst have loved so well, 

To thee the sunshine round thy tofah 
Was but a broken spell. 

The bird, the insect on the wing, 

In their bright reekleas play, 
Might feel the flush and life of spring, 

And thou wert pawed away! 

But then, ev'n then, a nobler thought 

O'er my vain sadness came; 
Th' immortal spirit woke, and wrought 

Within my thrilling frame. 

Surely on lovelier things, I said, 
Thou must have looked, ere now, 

Than all that round our pathway shed 
Odours and hues below. 

The shadows of the tomb are here, 

Yet beautiful is earth ! 
What seest thou then where no dim fear, 

No haunting dream hath birth 1 

Here a vain love to paswng flowers 
Thou gav'st— but where thou art, 

The away is not with changeful hours, 
TTiere love and death must part. 

Thou hast left sorrow in thy song, 

A voice not loud, but deep I 
The glorious bowers of earth among, 

How ofUn didst thou weep! 

When couldst thou fix on mortal grotind 
Thy tender thoughts and highl 

Now peace the woman's heart hath found, 
And joy the poet's eye. 



NOTES. 

Note l,.page 201, col. 1. 
When daifcoeas horn the yainly-doOng sight, 
Coven its beautiful! 
" Wheresoever you are, or in what state soever 
yoa be, it suffioeth me you are mine. Rachel 



u>epif and would not be comforted^ because her 
children were no more. And that, indeed, is the 
remediless sorrow, and none else !" — From a -letter 
of Arabella Stuart's to her husband. — See Curio- 
aUies of Literature 

Note 3, page 2(B, col. 3. 

Death !— what, Is death a locked and treasured thii^, 
Guarded by Bwordfl of fin? 

"And if you remember of old, I dare die. 
Consider what the world would conceive, if I 
should be violently enforced to do it." — Fragments 
qf her Letters. 

Note 3, page 204, col. 1. 

And her lovely thoughts from their cells found way. 
In the sudden flow of a plaintive lay. 

A Greek Bride, on leaving her father's house, 
takes leave of her friends and ]felatives frequently 
in extemporaneous verse. — See FaurieVi ChanU 
Pojmlaires de la Grice Modeme, 

Note 4, page 209, col. 2. 
And loved when they should hate— like thee, In;ekkL 
The tale of Imelda is related in Sismondi's His- 
torie. des Republiques Italienne. Vol. ilL p. 443. 

Note 5, page 217, col. 1. 
Father of ancient watei^ roUl 
"Father of waters," the Indian name for the 
Mississippi. 

Note 6, page 218, col. 2. 

And to the Fairy's fountain in the glade. 

A beautiful fountain near Domremi, believed 
to be haunted by faries, and a fiivourite resort of 
Jeanne d'Arc in her childhood. 

Note 7, page 218, col. 2. 

But lovelieai tar amidst the nvel's prids^ 
Was she, the Lady from the Danubxide. 

The Princess Pauline Schwartsenberg. The 
story of her fate is beautifully related in L'Alle- 
magne. Vol ill p. 336. 
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A SPIRIT'S RETURN. 

This is to be a mortal, 
And seek the things beyond mortality I 

Manfred, 

Thy voice prevails; dear Friend, my gentle 

Friend ! 
This long-shut heart for thee shall he unsealed, 
And though thy soft eye mournfully will bend 
Over the troubled stream, yet once revealed 
Shall its freed waters flow; then rocks must close 
For evermore, ahove their dark repose. 

Come while the gorgeous mysteries of the sky 

Fused in the crimson sea of sunset lie ; 

Come to the woods, where all strange wandering 

sound 
Is mingled iato harmony profound ; 
Where the leaves thrill with spirit, while the wind 
Fills with a viewless being, unconfined, 
The trembling reeds and fountains;— Our own 

dell. 
With iU green dimness and ^oliaif breath, 
Shall suit th' unveiling of dark records well- 
Hear me in tenderness and silent faith ! 

Thou knew'st me not in life's fresh vernal noon— 
I would thou hadst!- for then my heart on thine 
Had poured a worthier love; now, all o'erworn 
By its deep thirst for something too divine, 
It hath but fitful music to bestow, 
Echoes of harp-strings, broken long ago. 

Yet even in youth companionlese I stood, 
As a lone foiest-bird midst ocean's foam; 
For Die the silver chords of brotherhood 
Were early loosed ;— the voices from my home 
Passed one by one, and Melody and Mirth 
Left me a dreamer by a silent hearth. 

But, with the fulness of a heart that burned 
For the deep sympathies of mind, I turned 
From that unanswering spot, and fondly sought 
In all wild scenes with thrilling murmurs fraught. 
In every still small voice and sound of power, 
And flute-note of the wind through cave and 

bower, 
A perikMis delight!— for then first woke 
My life's lone passion, the mysterious quest 



Of secret knowledge; and each tone that broke 
From the wood-arches or the fountain's breast, 
Making my quick soul vibrate as a lyre. 
But ministerml to that strange inborn fire. 

Midst the bright silence of the mountain-d^lls, 
In noon-tide hours or golden summer-eves. 
My thoughts have burst forth as a gale that swells 
Into a rushing blast, and from the leaves 
Shakes out response;— O thou rich world un- 
seen! 
Thou curtained realm of spirits '.—thus my cry 
Hath troubled air and silence — dost thou Ue 
Spread all around, yet by some filmy screen 
Shut from us ever?— The resounding woods, 
Do their depths teem with marvels 1 — and the 

floods, 
And the pure fountains, leading secret veins 
Of quenchless melody through rock and hill, 
Have they bright dwellers ?— rare their lone do- 



Peopled with beauty, which may never still 
Our weary thirst of soul 1 — Cold, weak and cold, 
Is Earth's vain language, piercing not one fold 
Of our deep being !— Oh, for gifts more high ! 
For a seer's glance to rend mortality ! 
For a charmed rod, to call from each dark shrine, 
The oracles divine! 

I woke from those high fantasies, to know 
My kindred with the Earth— I woke to love:— 

gentle Friend ! to lave in doubt and wo, 
Shutting the heart the worshipped name abova 
Is to love deeply — and my spirit's dower 

Was a sad gift, a melancholy power 
Of so adoring ; — ^with a buried care. 
And with the o'erflowing of a voiceless prayer, 
And with a deepening dream, that day by day, 
In the still shadow of its lonely sway. 
Folded me closer;— till the world held nought 
Save the one Being to my centred thought. 
There was no music but his voice to hear, 
No joy but such as with his step drew near; 
Light was but where he looked — life where he 

moved — 
Silently, fervently, thus, thus I loved. 
Oh! but such loveis fearful!— and I knew 
Its gathering doom: — ^the souFs prophetic sight 
Even then unfolded in my breast, and threw 

1 O'er ail things round, a full, strong, vivid light, 
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Too aorrowfully dear!— an under-tone 
Was given to Natuce's harp, for me alone 
Whiflpering of grief.— Of grief?— be strong, 

awake! 
Hath not thy love been victory, O, my soul 1 
Hath not its conflict won a voice to shake 
Death'A fastnesses t— a magic to eontrol 
Worlds far removed?— *fiom o'er the grave to thee 
Love hath made answer ; and thy tale sboold be 
Sung like a lay of triamph !— Now return, 
And take thy treasure from its bosomed urn, 
And lift it once to light! 

In fear, in pain 
I said I loved — but yet a heavenly strain 
Of sweetness floated down the tearful stream, 
A joy flashed through the trouble of my dream! 
I knew myself beloved !T-we breathed no vow, 
No mingling visions might our fate allow, 
As unto happy hearU; but still and deep, 
Like a rich jewel gleaming in a grave, 
Like golden sand in some dark river's wave. 
So did my soul that costly knowledge keep 
So jealously ! — a thing o'er which to shed, 
When stars alone beheld the drooping head, 
Xione tears ! yet oiltimes burdened with th' excess 
Of our strange nature's quivering happiness. 

But, oh! sweet Friend h we dream not of love's 

might 
Till Death has robed with soft and solemn light 
The image we enshrine I ^Before thcU hour, 
We have but glimpses of the o'ermastcring power 
Within us laid ! — then doth the spirit^flame 
With sword-like lightning rend its mortal frame ; 
The wings of that which pants to follow fast 
Sha^e their olay-bais, as with a prisoned blast,— 
The sea is in our souls ! 

He died, he died. 
On whom my lone devdtedness was cast! 
I might not k^ep one vigil by his side, 
/, whose wrung heart watched with him to the last 
I might not once his fainting head sustain. 
Nor bathe his parched lips in the hour of pain. 
Nor say to him, " Farewell 1" — He passed away— 
Oh! had my love been there, its conquering sway 
Had won him back from death ! — but thus removed, 
Borne o'er the abyss no sounding line hath proved, 
Joined with the unknown, the viewless, — he be- 
came 
Unto my thoughts another, yet the same-* 
Changed— hallowed— glorified !— and in his low 

grave 
Seemed a bright mournful altar — mine, all mine: — 
Brother and Friend soon left me that sole shrine, 
The birthright of the Faithful ! — /Aetr world's wave 
Soon swept them from its brink. — Oh ! deem thou 

not 
That on the sad and consecrated spot 



My soul grew weak ! — I tell thee that a power 
There kindled heart and lip ; — a fiery shower 
My words were made; — a might was given to 

prayer. 

And a strong grasp to passionate despair, 
And a dread triumph! — Know'st thou what I 

sought 1 

For what high boon my struggling spirit wrought! 
— Communion with the dead !-^I sent a cry, 
Through the veiled empires of eternity, 
A voice to cleave them! By the mournful truth, 
By the lost promise of my blighted youth, 
By the strong chain a might^ love can bind 
On the beloved, the spell of mind o'er mind ; 
By words, which in themselves are magic high. 
Armed, and inspired, and winged with agony; 
By tears, which comfort not, but burn, and seem 
To bear the heart's blood in their passion-stream ; 
I summoned, I adjured ! — with quickened sense^ 
With the keen vigil of a life intense, 
I watched, an answer from the winds to wring, 
I listened, if perchance tlie stream might bring 
Token from worlds afar : I taught one sound 
Unto a thousand echoes; one profound 
Imploring accent to the tomb, the sky; 
One prayer to night, — "Awake, appear, reply!" 

H.ith thou been told that from the viewless bourne. 
The dark way never hath allowed return 1 
That all, which tears can move, with life is fled, 
That earthly love is powerless on the deadi 
Believe it not ! — there is a lar^e lone star, 
Now burning o'er yon western hill afar. 
And under its clear light there lies a spot, 
Which well might utter forth — Believe it notl 

I sat beneath that planet, — I had wept 
My wo to stillness ! every night-wind slept ; 
A hush was on the hills ; the very streams 
Went by like clouds, or noiseless founts in dreams, 
And the dark tree o'ershadowing me that hour. 
Stood motionless, even as the gray church tower 
Whereon I gazed unconsciously : — ^there came 
A low sound, like the tremor of a flame, 
Or like the light quick shiver of a wing, 
Flitting through twilight woods, across the air ; 
And I looked up !— Oh ! for strong words to bring 
Conviction o'er thy thought I — Before me there. 
He, the Departed, stood 1 — Aye, face to face — 
So near, and yet how far ! — his form, his mien, 
Gave to remembrance back each burning trace 
Within :— Yet something awfully serene. 
Pure,— flculpturo-like,— on the pale brow, that 

wore 
Of the once beating heart no token more ; 
And stillness on the lip— and o'er the hair 
A gleam, that trembled through the breathleas air} 
And an unfiithomed calm, that seemed to lie 
In the gtvre sweetness of the illumined eye; 
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Told of the gulfii between our being set, 
And, as that unsheathed spirit-glance I met, 
Made my soul faint :^with /car? — Oh! not with 

fear! 
With the sick feeling that in Aw fer sphere 
My love could be as nothing ! — But he spoke- 
How shall I teU thee of the startling thrill 
In that low voice, whose breezy tones could fill 
My bosom's infinite? — O Friend, I woke 
TTien first to heavenly life ! — Soft, solemn, dear, 
Breathed the mysterious accents on mine ear, 
Yet strangely seemed as if the while they rose 
From depths of distance, o'er the wide repose 
Of slnmbering waters wafted, or the dells 
Of mountains, hoUowwith sweet echo-cells; 
But, as they murmured on, the mortal chill 
Passed firom me, like a mist before the mom, 
And, to that glorious intercourse upborne, 
By slow degrees, a calm, divinely still, 
PosMssed my frame: I sought that lighted eye^ — 
From its intense and searching purity 
I drank in soul I — I questioned of the dead — 
Of the hu^ed, starry shores their footsteps tread— 
And I was answered: — if remembrance there. 
With dreamy whbpers fill the immortal air; 
If Thought, here piled from many a jewel-heap. 
Be treasure ir> that pensive land to keep ; 
If Love, o'eraweeping change, and blight, and blast, 
Find there the music of his home at last ; 
I asked, and I was answered : — Full and high 
Was that communion with eternity, 
Too rich for aught so fleeting ! — Like a knell 
Swept o'er my sense Its closing words, — " Fare- 
well, 

On earth we meet no more !" — and all was gone — 
The pale bright settled brow — the thrilling tone — 
The still and shining eye ! — and never more 
May twilight gloom or midnight hush restore 
That radiant guesti— Qne full-fraught hour of 

Heaven, 
To earthly passion's wild implorings given, 
Was made my own— the ethereal fire hath shivered 
The fragile censer in whose mould it quivered. 
Brightly, oonsumingly! — What now is left? — 
A faded world, of glory's hues bereft, 
A void, a chain ! — I dwell, 'midst throngs, apart, 
In the cold silence of the stranger's heart ; 
A fixed, immortal shadow stands between 
My spirit and life's fast receding scene; 
A gift hath severed me from human ties, 
A power is gone from all earth's melodies. 
Which never may return : — ^their chords are bro- 
ken — 
The music of another land hath spoken. 
Wo after-sound is sweet !— this weary thirst!— 
And I have heard celestial fountains burst ! — 
What here shall quench iti 

Dost thou not rejoice. 
When the spring sends forth an awakening voice 



Through the young woods 1— Thou dost!— And 

in that birth 
Of early leaves, and flowers, and songs of mirth. 
Thousands, like thee, find gladness! — Couldstthou 

know 
How every breeze then summons i7i« to go! 
How all the light of love and beauty shed 
By those rich hours, but wooes me to tlie Dead ! 
The only beautiful thfit change no more, 
The only loved !— the dwellers on the shore' 
Of spring fulfilled !— The Dead !— i0A4nn call wesot 
They that breathe purer air, that feel, that know 
Things wrapt from us ! — Away ! — ^within me pent. 
That which is barred from ite own element 
Still droops or struggles! — But the day will come- 
Over the deep the free bird finds its home, 
And the stream lingers 'midst the rocks, ye\ greets 
The sea at last; and the winged fiower-seed meets 
A soil to rest in : — shall not /, too, be. 
My spirit-love ! upborne to dwell with theel 
Yes! by the power whose conquering anguish 

stirred 
The tomb, whose cry beyond the stars was heard, 
Whose agony of triumph won thee back 
Through the dim pass no mortal step may track, 
Yet shall we meet ! — that glimpse of joy divine, 
Proved thee for ever and for ever mine! 



THE LADY OF PROVENCE.* 



Courage was cast about her likea dresB 

Of aolemn comelineaB, 
A gathered mind and an untroobled ftos 

Did give her dangen grace. 

Donne, 



The war-note of the Saracen 

Was on the winds ^f France; 
It had stilled the harp of the Troubadour, 

And the clash of the tourney's lance. 

The sounds of the sea, and the sounds of the night| 
And the hollow echoes of charge and flight. 
Were around Clotilde, as she knelt to pray 
In a chapel where the mighty lay, 

On the old Provenfal shore; 
Many a Chatillon beneath, 
Unstirred by the ringing trumpet's breath, 

His shroud of armour wore. 
And the glimpses of moonlight that went and 

came 

Through the clouds, like bursts of a dying flame, 
Gave quivering life to the slumber pale 
Of stern forms couched in their marble mail, 
At rest on the tombs of the knightly race. 
The silent throngs of that burial-place. 



*FbaDdBd eo an incident in the early French hirtfliy. 



Digitized by 



Google 



S80 



MRS. HEMANS* WORKS. 



They were imaged there with helm and spear, 
Ab leaders in many a bold career, 
And haughty their stillness looked and high, 
Like a sleep whose dreams were of victory j 
But meekly the voice of the lady rose 
Through the trophies of their proud repose ; 
Meekly, yet fervently, calling down aid. 
Under their banners of battle she prayed; 
With her pale fair brow, and her eyes of love. 
Upraised to the Virgin's pourtrayed above, 
And her hair flung back, till it swept the grave 
Of a Chatillon with its gleamy wave. 
And her fragile frame, at every blast, 
That full of the savage war-horn passed. 
Trembling, as trembles a bird's quick heart. 
When it vainly strives from its cage to part, — 

So knelt she in her wo; 
A weeper alone with the tearless dead — 
Oh ! they reck not of tears o'er their quiet shed. 

Or the dust had stirred below! 

Hark! a swift step! she hath caught its tone, 
Through the dash of the sea, through the wild 

wind's moan ; — 
Is her lord returned with his conquering bands? 
No! a breathless vassal before her stands! 
— " Hast thou been on the field? — Art thou come 

from the host ?" 
—"From the slaughter, Lady! — All, all b lost! 
Our banners are taken, our knights laid low. 
Our spearmen chased by the Paynim foe, 
And thy Lord," his voice took a sadder sound — 
'* Thy Lord — he is not on the bloody ground ! 
There are those who tell that the leader's plume 
Was seen on the flight through the gathering 

gkx>m." 

— A change o'er her mien and spirit past; 

She ruled the heart which had beat so fast, 

She dashed the tears from her kindling eye, 

With a glance, as of sudden royalty: 

The proud blood sprang in a fiery flow, 

Clttick o'er bosom, and cheek, and brow, 

And her young voice ro«e till the peasant shook 

At the thrilling tone and the falcon-look: 

— " Dost thou stand by the tombs of the glorious 

dead, 
And fear not to say, that their son hath fled? 
— Away! he is lying by lance and shield, — 
Point me the path to his battle-field !" 

"the shadows of the forest 

Are about the lady now; 
She is hurrying through the midnight on. 

Beneath the dark pine bough. 

There's a murmur of omens in every leaf, 
There's a wail in the stream like the diige of a 
chief; 



The branches that rock the tempest-strife. 
Are groaning like things of troubled life ; 
The wind from the battle seems rushing by 
With a funeral march through the gloomy sky ; 
The pathway is rugged, and wild, and long. 
But her firame in the daring of love is strong, 
And her soul as on swelling seas upborne, 
And girded all fearful things to scorn. 

And fearful things were around her spread, 
When she reached the field of the warrior-dead; 
There lay the noble, the valiant, low-— 
Aye I but one word speaks of deeper wo ; 
There lay the loved — on each fallen head 
Mothers vain blessings and tears had shed ; 
Sisters were watching in many a home 
For the fet;tered footstep, no more to come ; 
Names in the prayer of that night were spoken, 
Whose claim unto kindred prayer was broken ; 
And the fire was heaped, and the bright wine 

poured. 
For those, now needing nor hearth nor board ; 
Only a requiem, a shroud, a knell. 
And oh I ye beloved of women, farewell ! 

Silently, with lips compressed. 
Pale hands clasped above her breast, 
Stately brow of anguish high. 
Deathlike cheek, but dauntless eye ; 
Silently, o'er that red plain. 
Moved the lady 'midst the slain. 

Sometimes it seemed as a charging cry. 
Or the ringing tramp of a steed, came nigh ; 
Sometimes a blast of the Paynim horn. 
Sudden and shrill from the mountains borne ; 
And her maidens trembled ; — but on her ear 
No meaning fell with those sounds of fear ; 
They had less of mastery to shake her now. 
Than the quivering, erewhile, of an aspen bough. 
She searched into many an unclosed eye, 
That looked, without soul, to the starry sky; 
She bowed down o'er many a shattered breast. 
She lifted up helmet and cloven crest — 

Not there, not there he lay ! 
" Lead where the most hath been dared and done, 
Where the heart of the battle hath bled— lea^ on!" 

And the vassal took the way. 

He turned to a dark and lonely tree, 

That waved o'er a fountain red ; 
Oh 1 swiftest there had the currents free 

From noble veins been shed. 

Thickest there the spear-heads gleamed, 
And the scattered plumage streamed, 
And the broken shields were tossed, 
And the shivered lances crossed. 
And the mail-clad sleepers round 
Made the harvest of that ground. 
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He was there ! the leader amidst his band, 
Where the faithful had made their last vain stand, 
He was there ! but affection's gfance alone 
The darkly-changed in that hour had known; 
With the falchion yet in his cold hand grasped, 
And a banner of France to hb bosom clasped, 
And the form that of conflict bore fearful trace, 
And the face— oh 1 speak not of that dead heel 
As it lay to answer love's look no moiei 
Yet never so proudly loved before ! 
She queDed in her soul the deep floods of wo, 
The time was not yet for their waves to flow ; 
She felt the full presence, the might of death, 
Yet there came no sob with her struggling breath, 
And a proud smile shone o'er her pale despair, 
As she turned to his followers — " Your Lord is there ! 
Look on him ! know him by scarf and crest ! — 
Bear him away with his sires to rest !" 

Another day — another night — 

And the sailor on the deep 
Hears the low chant of a. funeral rite 

From the lordly chapel sweep : 

At comes with a broken and muflSed tobe, 

As if that rite were in terror done ; 

Yet the song 'midst the seas hath a thrilling power, 

And he knows 'tis a chieftain's burial hour. 

Hurriedly, in fear and wu^ 
Through the aisle the mourners go; 
With a hushed and stealthy tread, 
Bearing on the noble dead, 
Sheathed in armour of the fieI^-> 
Only his wan face revealed, 
Whence the still and solemn gleam 
Doth a strange sad contrast seem 
To the anxious eyes of that pale band, 
With torches wavering in every hand. 
For they dread each moment the shout of war, 
And the burst of the Moslem scimitar. 

There is no plumed head o'er the bier to bend, 
No brother of battle, no princely friend ; 
No sound comes back like the sounds of yore. 
Unto sweeping swords from the marble floor ; 
.-'iBy the red fountain the valiant lie, 
Th^ flower of .Proven9al chivalry, 
But one fine step, and one bfty heart, 
Bear through that scene, to the last, their part. 
She hath led the death-train of the brave 
To the verge of his own ancestral grave ; 
She hath held o'er her spirit k>ng rigid sway, 
But the struggling passion must now have way. 
In the cheek', half seen through her mourning veil. 
By tarns does the swift blood flush and fidl; 
The pride on the lip is lingering still, 
But it shakes as a flame to the blast might thrill *, 
Angq^h and Triumph are met at strife, 
Rendmg the chords of her frail young life ; 



And she sinks at last oniicr warrior's bier, 
Lifting her voice, as if Death might hear. — 

" I have won thy fame from the breath of wrong, 
My soul hath risen for thy glory strong ! 
Now call me hence, by thy side to be, 
The world thou leav'st has no place for me. 
The light goes with thee, the joy, the worths- 
Faithful and tender ! Oh ! call me forth 1 
Give me my home on thy noSle heart, — 
Well have we loved, let us both depart !"— 
And pale on the breast of the Dead she lay. 
The fiving cheek to the cheek of clay; 
The living cheek ! — Oh ! it was not vain, 
That strife of the spirit to rend its chain ; 
She is there at rest in her place of pride. 
In death how queen-like — a glorious bride ! 

Joy for the freed One ! — she might not stay 
When the crown had fallen from her life away; 
She might not linger — a weary thing, 
A dove, with no home for its broken wing. 
Thrown on the harshness ef alien skies, 
That know not its own land's melodies. 
From the long heart-withering eariy gone ; 
She hath lived— «he hath loved— her task is donil 



THE CORONATION OP INEZ DE 
CASTRO. 



TiUeao, oA 1' Amour fait aUtancs avec k Tambe; nnkxi 
VBdoulabla de la man ec de la vie I 

MadamB de Stati, 



There was music on the midnight ; — 

From a royal fane it rolled, 
And a mighty bell, each pause between. 

Sternly and slowly tolled. 
Strange was their mingling in the sky. 

It hushed the listener's breath ; 
For the music spoke of triumph high, 

The lonely bell, of death. 

There was hurrying through the midnight— 

A sound of many feet ; 
But they fell with a muflied fearfulness. 

Along the shadowy street : 
And softer, fJEonter, grew their tread, 

As it neared the minster-gate. 
Whence a broad and solemn light was shed 

From a scene of royal state. 

Full glowed the strong red radiance,. 

In the .centre of the nave. 
Where the folds of a purple canopy 

Swept down in many a wave ; 



Digitized by 



Google 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Loading the mfflrble pavement old 
With a weight of goi^eoos gloom, 

For something lay 'midst their firetted gold, 
Like a shadow of the tomb. 

And within that rich pavilion, 

High on a glittering throne, 
A woman's form sat silently, 

'Midst the glare of light alone. 
Her jewelled robes feU strangely still — 

The drapery on her breast 
Seemed with no pulse beneath to thrill. 

So stonelike was its rest! 



But a peal of lordly 

Shook e'en the dost below, 
When the baming gold of the diadem 

Was set on her pallid brow I 
Then died away that haughty sound. 

And fVom the encircling band 
Stept Prince and Chief, 'midst the huah profound, 

With homage to her hand. 

Why passed a faint, cold shuddering 

Over each martial frame, 
Aa one by one, to touch that hand, 

Noble and leader camel 
Was not the settled aspect jairl 

Did not a queenly grace. 
Under the parted ebon hair, 

Sit on the pale still facel 

Death! Death ! canst thou be lovely 

Unto the eye of Lifel 
Is not each pulse of the quick high breast 

With thy cold mien at strife'? 
— It was a strange and fearful sight. 

The crown upon that head. 
The glorious robes, and the blaze of fight. 

All gathered round the Dead! 



And beside her stood in i 

One with a brow as pale. 
And white lips rigidly compressed. 

Lest the strong heart should fail: 
King Pedro, with a jealous eye. 

Watching the homage done, 
By the land's flower and chivalry, 

To her, his martyred one. 

But on the face he looked not. 

Which once his star had been; 
To every form his glance was turned, 

Save of the breathless queen : 
Though something, won from the grave's embrace. 

Of her beauty still was there. 
Its hues were all of that shadowy place, 

It was not for him to bear. 



Alas ! the crdwn, the sceptre, 

The treasures of the earth, 
And the priceless love that poured those gifts, 

Alike of wasted worth ! 
The rites are closed :— bear back the Dead 

Unto the chamber deep! 
Lay down again the royal head, 

Dust with the dust to sleep I 

There is music on the midnight — 

A requiem sad and slow, 
As the mourners through the sounding aisle 

In dark procession go ; 
And the ring of state, and the starry crown, 

And all the rich array. 
Are borne to the house of silence down. 

With her, that queen of day! 

And tearlessly and firmly 

King Pedro led the train,— 
But his face was wrapt in his folding robe, 

When they lowered the dust again. 
'T LB hushed at last the tomb above. 

Hymns die, and steps depart: 
Who called the^ strong as Death, O Lovel 

Mightier thou wast and art. 



ITALIAN GIRL'S HYMN TO THE 
VIRGIN. 



OiBDCtladina, o parkiimal 

DuIciflVligo Maria, 
Mater aznata, intemereta, 

OiBjCnapronobifl. 

SidUan Mariner*9 ffjfmn. 



In the deep hour of dreams. 
Through the dark woods and past the moaning 
sea, 

And by the star-light gleams. 
Mother of Sorrows ! lo, I come to thee. 

Unto thy shrine I bear 
Night-blowing flowers, like my own heart, to lie 

All, all unfolded there. 
Beneath the meekness of thy pitying eye. 

For thou, that once didst move. 
In thy still beauty, through an early home, 

Thou know'st the grief, the love, 
The fear of woman's soul ; — to thee I come ! 

Many, and sad, and deep. 
Were the thoughts folded in thy silent breast ; 

Thou, too, oouldst watch and weep — 
Hear, gentlest mother ! hear a heart opprest ! 
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There is a wandeiing bark 
Bearing one from me o'er the restless waves; 

Oh! let thy soft eye mark 
HiB course; — ^Be with him, Hdiest, guide and 
save! 

My soul is on that way; 
My thoughts are travellers o*er the waters dim 

Through the long weary day, 
I walk, o'ershadowed by vain dreams of him. 

Aid him, — and me, too, aidl 
Oh! 'tis not well, thb earthly love's excess I 

On thy weak child is laid 
The burden of too deep a tenderness. 

Too much o'er fUm is poured 
My being's hope— scarce leaving Heaven a part; 

Too fearfully adored, 
Oh ! make not him the chastener of my heart I 

I tremble with a sense 

Of grief to be;— I hear a warning low- 
Sweet mother! call me hence! 

This wild idolatry must end in wo. 

The troubled joy of life, 
Love's lightning happiness, my soul hath known; 

And, worn with feverish strife, 
Would fold ito wings;— take back, take back 
thine own I 

Hark ! how the wind swept by 1 

The tempest's voice comes rolling o'er the wave- 
Hope of the sailor's eye, 

And maiden's heart, blest mother, guide and save ! 



TO A DEPARTED SPIRIT. 

Prom the bright stars, or from the viewless air. 
Or from some world unreached by human thought, 
Spirit, sweet spirit ! if thy home be there, 
And if thy visions with the past be fraught, 
Answer me, answer me ! 

Have we not communed here of life and deaths 
Have we not said that love, such love as ours. 
Was not to perish as a rose's breath, 
To melt away, like song from festal bowers 7 
Answer, oh ! answer me I 

Thine eye's last light was mine— the soul that 

shone 
Intemely, mournfully, through gathering haze- 
Didst thou bear with thee to the shore unknown, 
Nought of what lived in that long, earnest gazel 
Hear, hear, and answer me ! 



Thy voice— its k>w, soft, fervent, &reweU tone 
ThriUed through the tempest of the parting strift, 



Like a faint breexe : — oh I from that music flown, 
Send back one sound, if love's be quenchless life, 
But once, oh ! answer me ! 

In the still noontide, in the sunset's hush. 

In the dead hour of night, when thought grows 

deep. 
When the heart's phantoms from the darkness 

rush, 
Fearfully beautiful, to strive with sleep- 
Spirit ! then answer me ! 

By the remembrance of our blended prayer ; 
By all our tears, whose mingling made them sweet ; 
By our hat hope, the victor o'er despair ; — 
Speak! if our souls in deathless yearnings meet; 
Answer me, answer me ! 

The grave is nlent: — and the ^.r-offsky. 
And the deep midnight — silent all, and lone ! 
Oh ! if thy buried love make no reply, , 

What voice has Earth 1 — ^Hear, pity, speak, mine 
own! 

Answer me, answer me I 



THE CHAMOIS HUNTER'S LOVE. 



For all his wUdjlen and proud fantaaiei^ 
I love him I 

Cnfy. 

Tht heart is in the upper world, where fleet the 

Chamois bounds. 
Thy heart is where the mountain-fir shidces to the 

torrent-sounds ; 
And where the snow-peaks gleam like stars, 

through the stillness of the air, 
And where the Lauwine's* peal is heard — Hunter! 

thy heart is there ! 

I know thou lov'st me well, dear Friend ! but bet- 
ter, better far. 

Thou lov'st that high and haughty life, with rcckt 
and storms at war ; 

In the green sunny vales with me, thy spirit would 
but pine — 

And yet I will be thine, my Lovo ! and yet I will 
be thine! 

And I wiQ not seek to woo thee down from those 

thy native heights, 
With the sweet song^ our land's own song, of pae* 

toral delights; 



' ZdUiUfinet the avakmcbe. 
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For thou most live as eagles live, thy path is not 

asinine — 
And yet I will be thine, my Love !■ and yet I will 

be thine. 

And I will leave my blessed home, my Father's 

joyous hearth, 
With all the voices meeting there in tenderness 

and mirth, 
With all the kind and laughing eyes, that in its 

fire-light shine, 
To sit forsaken in thy hut, — ^yct know that thou 

art mine! 

It is my youth, it is my bloom, it is my glad free 
heart. 

That I cast away for thee — ^for thee— all reckless 
as thou art ! 

With tremblings and with vigils lone, I bind my- 
self to dwell 

Yet, yet I would not change that lot,— oh no ! I 
love too well ! 

A mournful thing is love which grows to one so 

wild as thou, 
With that bright restlessness of eye, that tameless 

fire of broW ! - 
Mournful !^but dearer far I call its mingled fear 

and pride, 
And the trouble of its happiness, than aught on 

earth beside. 

To listen for thy step in vain, to start at every 

breath, 
To watch through long long nights of storm, to 

sleep and dream of death, 
To wake in doubt and loneliness— rthis doom I 

know is mine, — 
And yet I will be thine, my Love! and yet I will 

be thine 1 . 

That I may greet thee from thine Alps, when 

thence thou com'st at last. 
That I may hear thy thrilling voice tell o'er each 

danger past, 
That I may kneel and pray for thee, and win 

thee aid divine, — 
For this I will be thine, my Love ! for this I will 

be thine! 



THE INDIAN WITH HIS DEAD 
CHILD.* 

In the silence of the midnight 
I journey with my dead ; 



* An Indian who had established himself in a township of 
Maine, feeling indignantlj the wont of a^rmpathy evinced 
towards him by the white inhabitants, particularly on the 
dsaih oi his only child, gave up his farm soon aflerwaids^ dug 
up the body of his child, and carried it with him two hundred 



In the darkness of the forest-boughs, 
A lonely path I tread. 

But my heart is high and fearless, 
As by mighty wings upborne; 

The mountain eagle hath not plumes 
So strong as Love and Scorn. 

I have raised thee from the grave-sod, 
By the white man's path defiled ; 

On to th' ancestral wilderness, 
I bear thy dust, my child! 

I have asked the ancient deserts 

To give my dead a place. 
Where the stately footsteps of the free . 

Alone should leave a trace. 

And the tossing pinns made answer — 
" Go, bring us back thine own !" 

And the streams from all the hunters' hills. 
Rushed with an echoing tone. 

Thou shalt rest by sounding waters 

That yet untamed may roll ; 
The voices of that chainless host 

With joy shall fill thy soul. 

In the silence of the midnight 

I journey with the dead, 
Where the arrows of my father's bow 

Their falcon fiight have sped. 

I have left the spoiler's dwellings, 

For evermore, behind; 
Unmingled with their household sounds^ 

For me shall sweep the wind. 

Alone, amidst their hearth-fires, 

I watched my child's decay, 
Uncheered, I saw the spirit^light 

From his young eyes fade away. 

When his head sank on my bosom, 
When the death-sleep o'er him fell. 

Was there one to say, *' A friend is near?*' 
There was none! — pale race, fiifewell! 

To the forests, to the cedars. 

To the warrior and his bow, 
Back, back I — I bore thee laughing tlience, 

J bear thee slumbering now! . 

I bear thee imto burial 

With the mighty hunters gone ; 
I shall hear thee in the f(yrest-breezo,' 

Thou wilt speak of joy; my son! « 

In the silence of the midnight i 

I journey with the dead; 
But my heart is.strong, my step is fioet. 

My father's path I tread. 

miles through the forests to join the Canadian Indiana.- 
Tudar*9 Letters on the £astem States^ America, 
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SONG OF EMIGRATION. 

There was heard a song on the chiming sea, 

A mingled breathing of grief and glee; 

Man's voice, unbroken by sighe was there, 

Filling with triumph the sunny air ; 

Of fresh green lands, and of pastures new, 

It sang, while the bark through the surges flew. 

But ever and anon 

A murmur of farewell 
Told, by its plaintive tone, 

That from woman's lip it fell. 

" Away, away o'er the foaming main !'* 
— This was the free and the joyous strain^- 
" There are clearer skies than oure, afar, 
We will shape our course by a brighter star; 
There are plains whose verdure no foot hath pressed, 
And whose wealth is all for the first brave guest." 

" But alas! that we should go" 
— Sang the farewell voices then — 

*'From the homesteads, warm and low. 
By the brook and in the glen !" 

''We will rear new homes under trees that glow. 
As if gems were the fruitage of every bough ; 
O'er oar white walls we will train the vine. 
And sit in its shadow at day's decline ; 
And watch our herds, as they range at will 
Through the green savannaB, all bright and still." 

" But wo for that sweet shade 
Of the flowering orchard-trees. 

Where first our children played 
'Midst the birds and honey bees !" 

" All, all our own shall the forests be. 

As to the bound of the roebuck free I 

None shall say, ' Hither, no further pass I' 

We will track each step through the wavy grass ; 

We will chase the elk in his speed and might, 

And bring proud spoils to the hearth at night." 

" But, oh ! the gray church-tower, 
And the sound of Sabbath-bell, 

And the sheltered garden-bower, — 
We have bid them all farewell !" 

•«* We will give the names of our fearless race 
To each bright river whose course we trace ; 
We will leave our memory with mounts and floods. 
And the path of our daring in boundless woods ! 
And our works unto many a lake's green shore. 
Where the Indian's graves lay, alone, before " 

" But who shall teach the flowers. 
Which our children loved, to dwell 

In a soil that b not ours ? 
— Home, home and friends, farewell !" 



THE KING OF ARRAGON'S LAMENT 
FOR HIS BROTHER.* 



If 1 could aee him, it were well with me. 

Coleridge's WaUenateifu 



There were lights and sounds of revelling in the 

vanquished city's halls. 
As by night the feast of victory was held within 

its walls; 
And the conquerors filled the wine-cup high, after 

years of bright blood shed ; 
But their Lord, the King of Arragon, 'midst the 

triumph, wailed the dead. 

He looked down from the fortress won, on the 

tents and towers below, 
The moon-lit sea, the toich-lit streets, — and a 

gloom came o'er his brow : 
The voice of thousands floated up, with the horn 

and cymbal's tone ; 
But his heart, 'midst that proud music, felt more 

utterly alone. 

And he cried, " Thou art mine, fair city ! thou city 

of the sea I 
But, oh I what portion of delight is mine at last in 

thee? 
— I am lonely 'midst thy palaces, while the glad 

waves past them roll. 
And the soft breath of thine orange-bowers is 

mournful to my soul. 

" My brother! oh ! my brother ! thou art gone, — 
the true and brave, 

And the haughty joy of victory hath died upon thy 
grave; 

There are many round my throne to stand, and to 
march where I lead on ; 

There was one to love me in the world, — my bro- 
ther ! thou art gone ! 

" In the desert, in the battle, in the ocean tempest's 

wrath. 
We stood together, nde by side; one hope was 

ours,— one path ; 
Thou hast wrapped me in thy soldier's cloak, thou 

hast fenced me with thy breast ; 
Thou hast watched beside my couch of pain*-oh! 

bravest heart, and best ! 



The grief of Ferdinand, King of Arragon, for the la« of 
his brother, Don Pedro, who waa killed during the siege of 
Naples, is afiectlngiy described by the historian Mariana. It 
is also the subject of one of the old Spanish Ballad In Lock- 
ban's beaatiful coUectioo. 
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" I see the festive lighte around; — o'er a dull sad 

world they shine ; 
I hear the voice of victory— nay Pedro ! where ia 

thine ? 
The only voice in whose kind tone my spirit found 

reply ! — 
Oh ! brother ! I have bought too dear this hollow 

pageantry ! 

" I have hosts, and gallant fleets, to spread my gloiy 

and my sway, 
And chiefs to lead them fearlessly; — my friend 

hath passed awayl 
For the kindly look, tlie word of cheer, my heart 

may thirst in vain, 
And the face that was as light to mine — ^it can not 

come again ! 

" I have made thy blood, thy faithful blood, the of- 

ferkqr for a crown ; 
"With love, which earth bestows not twice, I have 

purchased cold renown ; 
How often will ray weary heart *midst the sounds 

of triumph.die. 
When I think of thee, my brother 1 tliou flower of 

chivahyl 

" I am lonely — I am lonely ! this rest is even as 
death! 

Let me hear again the ringing spears, and the bat- 
tle-trumpet's breath ^ 

Let me see the fiery charger foam, and the royal 
banner wave — • 

But when art thou, my brother'? wherel — in thy 
low and early grave !'* 

And louder swelled the songs of joy through that 

victorious night. 
And faster flowed the red wine forth, by the stars' 

and torches' light ; 
But low and deep, amidst the mirth, was heard the 

conqueror's moan — 
' My brother 1 oh ! my brother I best and braveest ! 

thou art gone!" 



THE RETURN. 

"Hxst thou come with the heart of thy childhood 
back? 

Tlie free, the puro, the kind?" 
— So murmured the trees in my homeward track, 

As they phiyed to the mountain-wind. 

** Hath thy soul been true to its early love t" 

Whispered my native streams; 
*^ Hath the spirit numd amidst hill and grove, 

StUl revered its first high dreame 1" 



" Hast thou borne in thy bosom the holy prayer 

Of the child in his parent- halls 7" 
— Thuft breathed a voice on the thnlfing air, 

From the old ancestral walls. 

'* Hast thou kept thy faith with the fidthful dead, 

Whose place of rest is nigh? 
With the father's blessing o'er thee shed. 

With the mother's trusting eye 1" 

— Then my tears gushed forth in sudden rain. 

As I answered — " O, ye shades 1 
I bring not my childhood's heart again 

To the freedom of your glades. 

" I have turned from my first pure love aside, 

O bright and happy streams ! 
Light after light, in my soul have died 

The day-spring's glorious dreams. 

" And the holy prayer from my thought* hatb 
passed — 

The prayer at my mother's knee ; 
Darkened and troubled I come at last, 

Home of my boyish glee ! 

'< But I bear from my childhood a gift of tears, 

To soften and atone ; 
And oh ! ye scenes of those blessed years 

They shall make me again your own.*' 



THE VAUDOIS' WIFE.* 



Clasp me a litUe longer, on the brink 

Of fale 1 while I can feel the dear c 
And when this heart haih ceaited to beat, oh ! think— 

And let it miiig^ue thy wo's exceas^ 

That thou to me hast been all lendemesa, 
And friend, to more than human friendship just. 

Oh ! by that retrospect of bappineaa^ 
'And by ihq topes of an immortal truat, 
God eliallassuugo thy pangs, when I am laid in dusL 

Gertrude of Wjfomiftff. 



Thy voice is in mine ear, beloved ! 

Thy look is in my heart, 
Thy bosom is my resting-place, 

And yet I must depart. 
Earth on my soul is strong — too utrong- 

Too precious is its chain, 
All woven of thy love, dear friend, 

Yet vain — though mighty — vain j 



The wife of a Vaudols leader, in one of the attacka made 
00 the Protesdant hamlets^ received a mortal wound, and died 
in her husband's arma^ exhoftteg him to counge and endur* 
aoce. 



Digitized by 



Google 



SONGS OP THE AFFECTIONS. 



237 



Thoo seo'st mine eye grow ifim, beloved I 

Thouaee'st my Ufe-biood flow.<^ 
Bow to the chaBtencr silenUy, 

And Mknly let me go ! 
A little while between our heaits 

The eittdowy gulf must lie, 
Yet hKfe we for their oammiining 

Still, 8tiU Eternity! 

Alaal Ihy teuB are on my eheek, 

My spirit they detain ; 
I know that from thine agony 

Is wrong that burning rain. 
Best, kindest, weep not; — ^make the pang, 

The bitter conflict, less— 
Oh! sad it is, and yet a joy, 

To feel thy love's excess ! 

But cabn thee 1 Let the thought of death 

A solemn peace restore ! 
The Toice that must be silent soon. 

Would speak to thee once more, 
That thou mayst bear its blessing on 

Through years of after life — 
A token of consoling love, 

Even from this hour of strife. 

I Mess thee for the noble heart, 

The tender, and the true. 
Where mine hath found the happiest rest 

That e'er fond woman's knew; 
I Mess thee, faithful fnend and guide. 

For my own, my treasured share, 
In the mournful secrets' of thy soul, 

In thy sorrow, in thy prayer. 

I bless thee fer kind looks and words 

Showered on my path like dew. 
For all the love in those deep eyes, 

A gladness ever new ! 
For the voice which ne'er to mine repUed 

But in kindly tones of cheer; 
For every spring of happiness 

My soul hath tasted heiel 

I bless thee fivr the last rich boon 

Won from affection tried, 
The right to gaze on death with thee, 

To perish by thysidel 
And yet more for the glorious hope 

Even to these moments giveii— 
Did not thy spirit ever lift 

The trust of mine to Heaven? 

Now be <Aou strong! Oh! knew we not 

Our path must lead tothis? 
A shadow and a trembling still 

Were nangjed with our bliss! 
We plighlad oar young hearts whm storms 

Wegpadark upon the sky, 
2& 



In full, deep knowledge of thdr task 
To suffer and to die ! 

Be strong! I leave the living voice 

Of this, my martyred blood, 
With the thousand echoes of the hills^ 

With the torrent's foaming flood, — 
A spirit midst the caves to dwell, 

A token on the air, 
To rouse the valiant from repose. 

The fainting from despair. 

Hear it, and bear thou on, my bve! 

Aye, joyously endure ! 
Our mountains must be altars yet, 

Inviolate and pure ; 
There must our God be worshiiqped still 

With the worship of the free — 
Farewell !— there's but one pang in death, 

One only,— leaving thee 1 



THE GUERILLA LEADER'S VOW 



Did you aajr alii 



All my pnuy oofls! 



Lei us make medicine of this gical vsvenge^ 
To cure this deadly grief f 

MaebeUL 



My battle-vow ! — no minster walls 

Gave back the burning word, 
Nor cross nor shrine the low deep tone 

Of smothered vengeance heard: 
But the ashes of a ruined home 

Thrilled as it sternly rose, 
With the mingling voice of blood that eboo^ 

The mulnight's dariL repose. 

I breathed it not o'er kingly tombs, 

But where my children lay, 
And the startled vulture at my step, 

Soared from their precious clay. 
1 stood amidst my dead ak>ne— 

I kissed their Ups — ^I poured, 
In the strong silence of that hour. 

My spirit on my sword. 

The roof-tree £ill'n, the smouldering floor, 

The blackened threshold-stone, 
The baght hair torn, and soiled with bkK>d| 

Whose fountain was my own; 
These, and the everlasting hills, 

Bore witness that wild night ; 
Before them rose th' avenger's soul, 

In crushed aflection's might. 

The stam^ the searching stars of heaven, 
With keen knks would upbnid, 
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If from my heart the fiery vow, 

Seared on it then, could fade. 
They have no cause ! — Go, ask the streams 

That by my paths have swept, 
The red waves that unstained were bom — 

How hath my faith been kept? 

And other eyes are on my soul, i 

That never, never close. 
The nd, sweet glances of the lost— 

They leave me no repose. 
Haunting my night-watch 'midst the rocks. 

And by the torrent's foam, 
Through the dark-rolling mists they shine, 

Full, full of love and home! 

Alas! the mountain eagle's heart, 

When wronged, may yet find rest ; 
Scorning the place made desolate, 

He seeks another nest. 
But I — ^your soft looks wake the thirst 

That wins no quenching rain ; 
Ye drive me back, my beautiful I 

To the stormy fight again! 



THEKLA AT HER LOVER'S GRAVE.* 



Thithsr where he lies buried ! 
Hut single spot b the whole worid to me. 

Coleridge's WaUenatein, 



Tht voice was in my soul ! it called me on; 

O my lost friend ! thy voice was in my soul : 
From the cold faded world, whence thou art gone, 

To hear no more life's troubled billows roll, 
I come, I come! 

Now gpeak to me again! we loved so well— 

We loved! oh! still, I know that still we love! 
I have left all things with thy dust to dwell, 
Through these dim aisles in dreams of thee to 
10 ve; 

This is my home! 

Bpeak to me in the thrilling minster's gloom ! 

Speak! thou hast died, and sent me no farewell! 
I will not shrink;— oh! mighty is the tomb. 

But one thing mighter, which it can not quell, 
This woman's heart ! 

This lone, full, fragile heart !— the strong alone 
In love and gnef— of both the burning shrine! 
Thou, my soul's friend! with grief hast surely 
done, 
But with the love which made thy spirit mine, 
Say, couldst thou parti 

*8ssTFattefisletfsAct6(h. 



I hear the rustling banners ; and I hear 
The wind's low singing througa the fretted 
stone; 
I hear not tkee; and yet I feel thee near — 
What is thi» bound that keeps thee from thine 
own? 

Breathe it away I 

I wait thee — I adjure thee! hast thou known 
How I have loved thee t couldst thou dream it 

ain 

Am I not here, with night and death alone, 
And fearing not? and bath my spirit's call 
O'er thine no sway 1 

Thou canst not come! or thus I should not weep! 

Thy love is deathless — but no longer free I 
Soon would its wing triumphantly o'ersweep 

The viewless barrier, if such power might be^ 
Soon, soon, and fast! 

But I shall come to thee I our souls' deep dreams, 
Our young afifections, have not gushed in vain; 

Soon in one tide shall blend the severed streams, 
The worn heart break its bonds— and death and 



pain 



Be with the past! 



THE SISTERS OF SCIO. 



As are oar heaitSt our way is one, 
And can not be divided. Strong aifection 
Contends with oU thinga, and o'ercometh all things^ 
Will I not live with thee) will I not cheer theel 
Wouldst thou be kmely then 1 wouldst thou be ndl 
Joanna BaiUie. 



" Sister, sweet Sister! let me weep awhile! 

Bear with me — give the sudden passion way ! 
Thoughts of our own lost home, our sunny isle, 

Come, as a wind that o'er a reed hath sway; 
Till my heart dies with yearnings and sick fears ; 
Oh ! could my life melt f^om me in these tean ! 

" Our father's voice, our mother's gentle eye, 
Our brother's bounding step — where are they, 
where? 

Desolate, desolate our chambers lie ! 
— How ha£t thou won thy spirit from despair? 

O'er mine swift shadows, gusts of tervor, sweep; — 

I sink away — ^bear with me— let me weep !" 

'*Yes! weep, mj Sister! weep, till from thy heart 
The weight flow forth in tears; yet sink thou 
not! 

I bind my sorrow to a lofty part 
For thee, my gentle one! our orphan lot 

To meet in quenchless trust; my soul is strong-^ 

Thou, too, wilt rise in holy might era long. 
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*' A breath of our free heavens and noble sires, 
A memory of our old victorious dead, — 

These mantle me with power! and though their 
fires 
In a fipail censer briefly may be shed, 

Yet shall they light us onward, side by side;— 

Have Uie wild birds, and have not toe, a guide 1 

** Cheer, then, beloved! on whose meek brow is set 
Our mother's image — in who«e voice a tone, 

A faint sweet sound of her's Is lingering yet, 
An echo of our childhood's music gone ; — 

Cheer thee! thy Sister's heart and faith are high; 

Our path is one— with thee I live and die!'* 



BEIINARDO DEL CARPIO. 
The celebrated Spanish champion, Bernardo del 
Carpio, having made many ineffectual efforts to 
procure the release of his father, the Count Sal- 
dana, who had been imprisoned by King Alfonso 
df Asturias, almost from th? time of Bernardo's 
birth, at last took up arms in despair. The war 
whksh he maintained proved so destructive that 
the men of the land gathered round the King, and 
united in demanding Saldana's liberty. Alfonso, 
accordingly, offered Bernardo immediate possession 
of his father's person, in exchange for his castle 
of Carpio. Bernardo, without hesitation , gave up 
his strong-hold, with all his captives; and being 
assured that his father was then on his way from 
prison, rode forth with the King to meet him. 
"And When he saw his father approaching, he 
exclaimed,'* says the ancient chronicle, '"Oh, 
God! is the Count of SaMana indeed coming T— 
•Look where he is,' replied the cruel King, 'and 
now go and greet him whom you have so 
desired to see.' " The remainder of the story will 
be found related in the ballad. The chronicles 
and romances leave us nearly in the dark as to 
Bernardo's history after this event. 



The warrior bowed bis crested head, and tamed 

his heart of fire. 
And sued the haughty king to JDree his bng-im- 

prifloned sire; 
" 1 bring thee here my fortress keys, I bring my 

captive train, 
1 pledge thee faith, my liege, my lord!— oh, break 

my father's chain I*' 

"Rise, rise! even now thy father comes, a ran- 
somed man this day; 

Mount thy good horw, and thou and I will meet 
him on bis way." 

Then lightly rose that loyal son, and bounded on 
his steed, 

And urged, as if with knee in rest, thecharger's 
loamy speed. 



And lo! from far, as on they pressed ^ there came 

a glittering band. 
With one that 'midst them stately rode, aa a leadef 

in the land ; 
"Now haste, Bernardo, haste! for there, in very 

truth, ia he. 
The father whom thy faithful heart hath yearaed 

so long to see." * 

Hid dark eye flashed, his proud breast heaved, hid 

cheek's blood came and went; 
He reached that gray-haired chieftain's side, and 

there, dismounting, bent; 
A lowly knee to earth he bent, bis Other's hand 

he took, — 
What was there in its touch that all his fiery spi^ 

rit shook? 

That hand was cold-^a frozen thing— it dropped 

from his like lead, — 
He looked up to the face above— the face was of 

the dead! 
A plume waved o'er the noble brow— the broW 

was fixed and white; — 
He met at last his father's eyes^but in them wa# 
* no sight ! 

Up from the ground he sprting, and gazed, btit 
who could paint that gaze 1 

They hushed their very hearts, that saw its hor- 
ror and amaze; 

They might have chained him, as before that stony 
form he stood. 

For the power was strickeh from his arm, and 
from his lip the bUx)d< 

" Father!" at length he murmured low— and wepi 

like childhood then, — 
Talk not of grief till thou hast seen the tears of 

warlike men ! — - 
He thought on all his glorious hopes, and aU hid 

young r^nown,--- 
He flung the falchion from his side, and in th« 

dust sate down. 



Then cohering with his steel-gloved hafida hi* 

darkly mournfbl brow, 
" No more, there is no mote," he said, "to lift thtf 

sword for now. — 
My king is false, ray hope betrayed, my Father-^ 

oh! the worth, 
The glory, and the loveliness, are passed away 

from earth! 

'•I thought to stand where banners waved, my 

sire! beside thee yet, 
I would that there our kindred blood on Spdll'f 
I free soil had met,— 
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Thou wouldst have known my spirit then,— for 

thee my fields were won, — 
And thou hast perished in thy chains, as though 

thou hadst no son!" 

Then, starting from the ground once more, he 
seized the monarch's rein, 

Amidst the pale and wildered looks of all the 
courtier train; 

And with a fierce, o'ermastering grasp, the rearing 
war-horse led, 

And sternly set them face to face,— the king he- 
fore the dead! — 

" Came I not forth upon thy pledge, my father's 

hand to kiss 7— 
Be still, and gaze thou on, false king ! and tell me 

what is this ! 
The vdce, the glance, the heart I sought— gave 

answer, where are they? — 
If thou wouldst clear thy perjured soul, send life 

through this cold clay ! 

*' Into these glassy eyes put light,— he still ! keep 
down thine ire, — 

Bid these white lips a blessing speak— this earth 
is not my sire ! 

Give me back him for whom I strove, for whom 
my blood was shed, — 

Thou canst not— and a king >— EUs dust be moun- 
tains on thy head !'' 

He loosed the steed ; his slack hand fell,— upon 
the silent face 

He cast one long, deep, troubled look, — then turn- 
ed from that sad place : 

"HJB hope was crushed, his after-fate untold in mar- 
tial strain, — 

His banner led the spears no more amidst the hills 
of Spain. 



THE TOMB OP MADAME LANG- 
HANS,* 

To a myBterioudy oonaorted padr 
Tlitophce Is consecrate; to death and life. 
And to the best aflectiona that proceed 
Trota ihb conjunction. 

Wordsworth, 

How many hopes were borne upon thy bier, 
O bride of striken love ! in anguish hither ! 
Like flowers, the first and fairest of the year 
Plucked on the bosom of the dead to wither ; 



* At Htortlrtwnk, near Beroe, die to repceaented aa burning 
ftom the Mpolchre^ with hsr Inftni In her amus at the sound 
of tba laat trumpet An inacription on the tomb concludes 
thiza :— « Ben am 1, God i with the child whom thou hast 
fiTSB ma." 



Hopes, from their source all holy, though of earthy 
All brightly gathering round affection^s hearth. 

Of mingled prayer they told ; of Sabbath hours ; 
Of morn's &rewell, and evening's blessed meeting; 
Of childhood's voice, amidst the household bowers; 
And bounding step, and smile of joyous gref^ting ; 
But thou, young mother ! to thy gentle heart 
Didst take thy babe, and meekly so depart. 

How many hopes have sprung in radiance hence I 
Their trace yet lights the dust where thou art 

sleeping I 
A solemn joy comes o^er me, and a sense 
Of triumph, blent with nature's gush of weeping, 
As, kindhng up the silent stone, I see 
The glorious vision, caught by fiuth, of thee. 

Slumberer I love calls thee, for the night is past; 
Put on the immortal beauty of thy waking I 
Captive ! and hear'st thou not the trumpet's bl«9t, 
The long, victorious note, thy bondage breaking 1 
Thou hear'st, thou answer'st, " God of earth and 

Heaven I , 

Here am I, with the child whom thou hast given V* 



THE EXILE'S DIRGE.* 

Fear no mom the heato* the sun, 
Nor the furious Winter's rages, 
Thou thy wordljr task haat done, 
Home ait gone, and ta'en thy wages. 

OsnnbcUne. 

I attended a funeral where there were a number 
of the Grerman settlers present. After I had per- 
formed such service as is usual on similar occa- 
sions, a most venerable-looking old man came for- 
ward, and asked me if I were willing that they 
should perform some of their peculiar rites. He 
opened a very ancient version of Luther's Hymns, 
and they all began to sing, in Grerman, so loud that 
the woods echoed the strain. There was something 
afifecting in the singing of these ancient people, 
carrying one of their brethren to his last home, and 
using the language and rites which they had 
brought with them over the sea from the Voter' 
landj a word which often occurred in this hymn. 
It was a long, slow, and mournful air, which they 
sung as they bore the body along ; the words " mein 
Chtt," "mein Bruder," and " Vaterland,'' died 
away in distant echoes amongst the woods. I shall 
long remember that funeral hymn. — Minf* Be- 
coUectunu iff the Valley qf the MtuiarippL 

There went a dirge through the forest's gloom 
— An exile was borne to a lonely tomb. 
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'< Brother 1" (fo the chant was sung 
In the alnmberer'a natiire tongue,) 
** Friend and brother 1 not for thee 
Shall the sound of weeping be :— 
Long the Exile's wo hath Iain 
On thy life a withering chain ; 
Music fiom thine own blue streams, 
Wandered through thy fever-dreams; 
Voices from thy country's vines, 
Met thee 'midst the alien pines. 
And thy true heart died away ; 
And thy spirit would not stay." 

So swelled the chant; and the deep wind's moan 
Seemed through the cedars to murmur — "GoneP^ 

*' Brother by the rolling Rhine, 
Stands the home that once was thine — 
Brother 1 now thy dwelling lies 
Where the Indian arrow flies 1 
He that blest thine infant head, 
Fills a distant greensward bed ; 
She that heard thy lisping prayer, 
Slumbers bw beside him there ; 
They that earliest with thee played, 
Rest beneath their own oak shade. 
Far, far hence ! — ^yet sea nor shore 
Haply, brother ! part ye more ; 
God hath called thee to that band 
In the immortal Fatherland I" 

•' The Fatherland P*—vnih that sweet word 
A burst of tears hnidst the strain was heard. 

" Brother ! were we there with thee 
Rich would many a meeting be ! 
Many a broken garland bound, 
Many a mourned and lost one found ! 
But our task is still to bear, 
Still to breathe in changeful air ; 
Loved and bright things to resign, 
As even now this dust of thine; 
Yet to hope l—to hope in Heaven, 
Though flowers fall, and ties be riven— 
Yet to pray! and wait the hand 
Beckoning to the Fatherland !'* 

And the requiem died in the forest's gloom ;— 
Tboy had reached the Exile's lonely tomb. 



Thy spirit, home upon a breeze of joy 
All day hath ranged through sunshine, clear, yet 
mild: 

And now thou tremblest! — wherefore? — in thy 

soul 

There lies no past, no future.— Thou hast heard 
No sound of presage from the distance roll. 
Thy heart bears traces of no arrowy word 

From thee no love hath gone; thy nund's young 

eye 
Hath looked not into' Death's, and thence become 
A questioner of mute Eternity, 
A weary searcher for a viewless home : 

Nor hath thy sense been quickened unto pain, 
By feverish watching for some step beloved ; 
Free are thy thoughts, an ever-changeful train, 
Glancing like dewdrops, and as lightly moved. 

Yet now, on billows of strange passion tossed, 
How art thou wildered in the cave of sleep ! 
My gentle child I 'midst what dim phantoms lost, 
Thus in mysterious anguish dost thou weep 1 

Awake ! they sadden me— those early tears, 
First gushings of the strong dark river's flow 
That must o'crsweep thy soul with coming years 
The unfathomable flood of human wo ! 

Awful to watch, ev>n rolling through a dream. 
Forcing vrild spray-drops but from childhood's 

eyes! 

Wake, wake ! as yet thy life's transparent stream 
Should wear the tinge of none but summer skies. 

Come from the shadow of those realms unknown, 
Where now thy thoughtB dismayed and darkling 

rove; 
Come to the kindly re^on all thine own, 
The home still bright for thee with guardian love. 

Happy, fair child ! that yet a mother's voice 
Can win thee back from visionary strife !— 
Oh! shall my soul, thus wakened to rejoice, 
Start from the dreamlike wilderness of lifel 



THE DREAMING CHILD. 

AlMl what kind of grief ahoold thy Tears knowt 
Thy brow and cheek are smooth as waten be 
When no breath troublBi them. 

Beaununt and Fteteher. 

AMD is there sadness in thy dreams, my boy? 
What ihoiild the clovid be made of I— blessed child ! 



THE CHARMED PICTURE. 



Oh ! that those lips had language !— Life hath paawd 
Whh me but roughly sincel saw thee laau 

Onoper. 

Thine eyes are charmed — ^thine earnest eyes^ 

Thou image of the dead ! 
A spell within their sweetness lies, 

A virtue thence is shed. 



Digitized by 



Google 



943 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Oft in their meek blue light enshrined, 

A blessing seems to be, 
And sometiuies there my wayward mind 

A still reproach can see : 

And sometimes Pity — soft and deep, 

And quivering through a tear; 
Even as if Love in Heaven could weep, 

For Grief left drooping here. 

^nd oh ! my spirit needs that balm, 

Needs it 'midst fitful mirth ; 
^nd in the night-hour's haunted calm, 

And by the lonely hearth. 

Look on me thus, when hollow praise 

Hath made the weary pine 
For one true tone of other days, 

One glance of love like thine ! 

Look on me thuM^ when sudden glee 

Bean my quick heart along, 
On wings that struggle to be free, 

As bursts of skylark song. 

in vain, in vain ! — too soon are felt 

The wounds they can not flee ; 
Better in childlike tears to melt, 

Pooring my soul on thee 1 

Sweet &oe, that o'er my childhood shone. 

Whence is thy power of change. 
Thus ever shadowing back my own, 

Th0 rapid and the Arange 1 

Wbence are they charmed-^-those earnest eyes? 

-<-I know the mystery well ! 
In mine own trembling bosom lies 

The spirit of the spell ! 

Of Memory, Conscience, Love, 'tis bom—* 

Oh ! change no bnger, thou I 
por ever be the blessing worn 

On thy pi^re thoughtful brow I 



PART^G WORDS. 



One struggle more^ andl am tine. 

Byren, 



Lbaye me, oh ! leave me ! — ^unto all below 
Thy presence binds mc with too deep a spell *, 
Thou ipak'st those mortal regions, whence I go, 
Too mighty in their loveliness — farewell, 
That I may part in peace ! 

Leave me !— thy footstep, with its lightest sound, 
Thi» venr shadow of thy waving hair, 



Wakes in my soul a feeling too profound, 
Too strong for aught that loves and dies, to bear-* 
Oh ! bid the conflict cease ! 

I hear thy wliisper — and the warm tears gush 
Into mine eyes, the quick pulse thrills my heart: 
Thou bid'st the peace, the reverential hush, 
The still submission, from my thoughts depart; 
Pear one ! this must not be. 

The past looks on me from thy mournful eye, 
The beauty of our free and vernal days ; 
Our communings with sea, and hill, and sky- 
Oh ! take that bright world from my spirit's goze I 
Thou art all earth to me ! 

Shut out the sunshine from my dying room. 
The jasmine's breath, the murmur of the bee ; 
Let not the joy of bird-notes pierce the ^loom ! 
They speak of love, of summer, and of thee, 
Too much — and death u here ! 

Doth our own spring make happy music now, 
From the old beech-roots flashing into day 1 
Are the pure liUes imaged in its flow? 
Alas ! vain thoughts ! that fondly thus can stray 
From the dread hour so near ! 

If I could but draw courage from the light 
Of thy clear eye, that ever shone to bless ! 
— Not now ! 'twill not be now ! — my aching sight 
Drinks firom that fount a flood of tenderness, 
Bearing all strength away I 

Leave me \ — thou com'st between my heart and 

Heaven ! 
I would be still, in voiceless prayer to die ! 
— Why must our souls thus love, and then be riven 1 
— Return ! thy parting wakes mine agony ! 
«>0h, yet awhile delay I 



THE MESSAGE TO THE DEAD.* 

Thou 'rt passing hence, my brother ! 

Oh ! my earliest friend, farewell ! 
Thou 'rt leaving me, without thy voice, 

In a lonely home (o dwell ; 
And from the hills, and from the hearth, 

And from the household-tree. 
With thee departs the lingering mirth. 

The brightness goes with thee. 



* "MeaRBgeBftomthelirlngtothedeadarenocuocommon 
in the Highlanda The Gael have wch a ceaseless conscious- 
neBBof immonality, that their dopaited friends are consider- 
ed as merely absent for a time, and permitted to relieve ihs 
houra of separation by occasional inberoourae with the ol^ecla 
of their eaxliflst aflecUona"-<S«5 the Notes to Afnr. J^ruH^ 
ft)n'f Works. 
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But thou, my friend, my brothez ! 

Thoa *rt speeding to the shore 
Where the dirgelike tone of parting words 

Shall smite the soul no more ! 
And thou wilt see oar holy dead ; 

The lost on earth and main ; 
Into the sheaf of kindred hearts, 

Thou wilt be bound again ! 

Tell, then, our friend of boyhood, 

That yet his name is heard 
On the blue mountains, whence his youth 

Passed like a swift bright bird. 
The light of his exulting brow, 

The vision of his glee, 
Aie on me still— Oh ! still I trust 

That smile again to see. 

And tell our fair young sister, 

The rose cut down in spring, 
That yet my gushing soul, is filled 

With lays she loved to sing. 
Her soft, deep eyes look through my dreams, 

Tender and sadly sweet ; — 
Tell her my heart within me bums 

Onee more that gaze to meet ! 

And tell our white-haired father, 

That in the paths he trode. 
The child he loved, the last on earth, 

Yet walks and worships God. 
Say, that his last fond blessing yet 

Rests on my soul like dew, 
And by its hallowing might I trust 

Once more his face to view. 

And tell our gentle mother, 

That on her grave I pour 
The sorrows of my spirit forth, 

As on her breast of yore. 
Happy thou art that soon, how soon, 

Our good and bright will see ! — 
Ob 1 brother, brother 1 may I dwell, 

Ere long, with them and thee ! 



THE TWO HOMES. 



'Midst those green wilds how many a Ibunt lies 

gleaming, 

Fringed with the violet, coloured with the skies! 
My boyhood's haunt, through days of summer 

dreaming, 
Under young leaves that shook with melodies. 

My home I the spirit of its love is breathing 
In every wind that plays across my track; 
From its white walls the very tendrils wreathing, 
Seem with soft links to draw the wanderer back. 

There am I loved — there prayed for — there my 

mother 

Sits by the hearth with meekly thoughtful eye ; 
There my young sisters watch to greet theii l»io- 

ther 
— Soon their glad footsteps down the path will fly. 

There, in sweet strains of kindred music blending, 
All the home-voices meet at day's decline; 
One are those tones, as from one heart ascending,— 
There laughs my home— sad stranger! where is 
thine? 

Ask'st thou of mine 1 — In solemn peace 'tis lying, 
Far o'er the deserts and the tombs away; 
'T is where /, too, am loved with k>ve undying, 
And fond hearts wait my step — But where an 
theyl 

Ask where the earth's departed have their dwell- 
ing! 
Ask of the clouds, the stars, the trackless air! 
I know it not, yet trust the whisper, telling 
My lonely heart, that love unchanged is there. 

And what is home, and where, but with the lov- 
ing 1 
Happy thou art, that so canst gaze on thine ! 
My spirit feels but, in its weary roving. 
That with the dead, where'er they be, is mine. 

Go to thy home, rejoicing son and brother ! 
Bear in fresh gladness to the household ioene! 
For me, too, watch the sister and the mother, 
I well believe — ^but dark seas roll between. 



Oht if the soul iramortal be, 
Is Docits love immonal too 1 



SsEST thou my home! — *tis where yon woods are 

waving. 
In their dark richness, to the summer air; 
Where yon blue stream, a thousand flower-banks 

laving. 
Leads down the hills a vein of light, — 'tis there ! 



THE SOLDIER'S DEATH-BED. 



WIe henllch die Soqdb dart onleifeht! da kh noch sin 
BulM war— war^ mein LiebUngpgedanke, wie sie za lebei^ 
wle sie zu itertien ! 

DieHauber, 



Like thee to die, thou sun! — My boyhood's dream 
Was this; and now my spirit, with thy beam. 
Ebbs from a field of victory ! — ^yet the hoar 
Bears back upon me, with a torrent's power, 
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Nature's <leep longingi: — Oh ! for lome kind eye, 

Wherein to meet bve's fervent farewell gaze; 

SiHne breast to pUJow life's last aj^ny, 

Some voice, to qieak of hope and brighter days, 

Beyond the pass of shadows! — But I go, 

I, that have been so loved, go hence alone ; 

And ye, now gathering round my own hearth's 

glow, 
Sweet friends 1 it may be that a softer tone, 
Even in this moment, with your laughing glee. 
Mingles its cadence while you speak of me: 
Of me, your soldier, 'midst the mountains lying. 
On the red banner of his battles dying. 
Far, fiur away !— ^and oh I your parting prayer- 
Will not his name be fondly murmured there 1 
It win !— A blessing on that holy hearth 1 
Though clouds are darkening to o'ercast its mirth. 
Mother! I may not hear thy voice again ; 
Sisters! ye watch to greet my step in vain ; 
Young brother, fare thee well !— on each dear head 
Blearing and love a thousandfold be shed, 
My soul's last earthly breathings !— May your 

home 
Smile for you ever ! — ^May no winter come. 
No world between your hearts! May ev'n your 

tears 
For my sake, full of long-remembered years, 
duicken the true aSectbns that entwine 
Your lives in one bright bond ! — I may not sleep 
Amidst our fathers, where those tears might shine 
Over my slumbers; yet your love will keep 
My memory living in the ancestral halls. 
Where shame hath never trod :— the dark night 

Mm, 
And I depart. — The brave are gone to rest. 
The brothen of my combat^ on the breast 
Of the red field they reaped : — their work is done — 
ThoUf too, art set ! — ^farewell, farewell, thou sun! 
The last lone watcher of the bloody sod, 
OfSatB a trusting spirit up to Qod. 



THE IMAQE IN THE HEART. 

TO ♦ • ♦ ♦ 

■nue, Indeed, it la, 
Hist tey wham death has hidden from oar right 
An voithlMt of the mind'k regatd ; with them 
TIm future can not oontiadia the past— 
Moitallty'B laat ezerdae and proof 
laandecgooe. 

Wordnoorth. 

Thb km when death has aet hia aeal, 
Nor ^S can ehill, nor rival aiea], 

NorlUaehooddlaavow. 

Byron. 

I CALL thee bleat!— though now the voice be fled. 
Which, to thy soul, brought dayspring with its tone, 



And o'er the gentle eyes though dust be spread. 
Eyes that ne'er k)oked on thine but light wasthrown 
Far through thy breast: 

And though the music of thy life be broken. 
Or changed in every chord, since he is gone, 
Feeling all this, even yet, by many a token, 
O thou, the deeply, but the brightly k>ne ! 
I call thee blest 1 

For in thy heart there is a holy spot, 
As 'mid the waste an Isle of fount and palm, 
For ever green !— the worid's breath enters not 
The passion-tempests may not break its calm ; 
'T irf thine, all thine 1 

Thither, in trust unbaffled, mayst thou turn. 
From bitter words, cold greetings, heartless eyes^ 
Cluenching thy soul's thirst at the hidden urn 
That, filled with waters of sweet memory, lies 
In its own shrine. 

Thou hast thy Aome/— there is no power in change 
To reach that temple of the pasC;~no sway, 
In all times brings of sudden, dark, or strange. 
To sweep the still transparent peace away 
From its hushed air ! 

And oh ! that glorious image of the dead ! 
Sole thing whereon a deathless love may rest. 
And in deep faith and dreamy worship shed 
Its high gifts fearlessly I — ^I call thee blest. 
If only there I 

Blest, for the beautiful within thee dwelling. 
Never to fade ! — a refiige from distrust, 
A spring of purer life, still freshly welling. 
To clothe the barrenness of earthly dust 
With flowers divine. 

And thou hast been beloved ! — it is no dream, 
No false mirage for thee, the fervent love. 
The rainbow still unreached, the ideal gleam. 
That ever seems before, beyond, above. 
Far off to shine. 

But thou, from all the daughters of the earth 
Singled and marked, hast /niown its home and 

place; 
And the high memory of its holy worth. 
To this our life a gbry and a grace 

For thee hath given. 

And art thou not eHU fondly, truly bved? 
Thou art 1— the love his spirit bore away, 
Was not for death !— a treasure but removed, 
A bright bird parted for a clearer day,^ 

Thine still m Heaven 1 
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THE LAND OF DBEAMS. 



And drauni^ In ifaeir dBvetopinent, hare breath, 
And toan^ and ttntnni^ and the touch of joy ; 
Th^ loare a iwighi apan oar waking tfaoyghii^ 
They maka OB what m wen not— what they ivm, 
And ahaka 08 wkh tha tWoq tiutt'a gone bj. 

BytwL 

O Spirit-Land ! Uioa land of dieami! 
A world thou ait of m jateriouf gleami, 
Of ataitfing vokea, and aoandfl at atrifii, — 
A woridof the dead in the hnei of lilh. 

Like a wizaid*! magic ghuM thou art, 
When the wavy ahadows float by, and part : 
YkioDfl of a«pecta, now loved, now atrange, 
Glimmering and mingKng in ceaaetoia change. 

Thoa art like a city of the past, 
With ita goigeoua halls into firagmenta caat, 
Amidst whoae ruins there glide and play 
Familiar forms of the world's to^y. 

ThoQ art like the depths where the seas have birth, 
Rich with the wealth that is lost firom earth,— > 
All the sere flowers of our days gone by, 
And the buried gems in thy bosom lie. 

Yes I thou art like those dim searcaves, 

A realm of treasures, a leahn of graves I 

And the shapes through thy mysteries that come 

and go, 
Are of beauty and terror, of power and wo. 

But finr me, O thou picture-land of sleep t 
Thou art all one world of affections deep, — 
And wrung firom my heart is each flushing dye. 
That sweeps o'er thy diamben of imagery. 

And thy bowen are fair— even as Eden fair 
All the beloved of my soul are there! 
The forms my spirit most pines to see, 
The eyes, whoae bve hath been life to me: 

Tbey are there, — and each blessed voice I hear, 
Kindly, and joyous, and silvery clear; 
But undertones are in each, that say, — 
"Itisbntadream; it will melt away r 

I walk with sweet friends in the sunset's glow; 

I listen to music of long ago ; 

But one thought, like an omen, breathes fidnt 

through the lay, — 
"It is but a dream; it will melt away!" 

I sit by the hearth of zny early days; 
All the home-feces are met by the blaze, — 
And the eyes of the mother shine soft, yet say, 
** It is but a dnam; it win melt away!" 



And away, like a flower's passing breath, 'tis gone, 
And I wake more sadly, more deeply lone I 
Oh! a haunted heart is a weight to bear, — 
Bright feces, kind vmcesl where are ye, where 1 

Shadow not forth, O thou land of dreams, 
The past, as it fled by my own blue streams ! 
Make not my spirit within me burn 
For the scenes and the hours that may ne'er re- 
turn! 

Call out from ihefutwe thy visions bright. 
From the world o'er the grave, take thy solemn 

light, 
And oh ! vnth the loved, whom no more I see. 
Show me my home, as it yet may be ! 

As it yet may be, in some purer sphere, 
No cloud, no parting, no sleepless fear; 
So my sonil may bear on through the long, long 

Till I go where the beautiful melts not away ! 



WOMAN ON THE FIELD OF BATTLE. 



Where hath noc wonum Blood, 
Strong in afiectioii'8 mightl a reed^ npbonia 
By an o'ermaKaring cuirent ! 



Gentle and lovely form. 
What didst thou here. 

When the fierce battle-storm 
Bore down the spear 1 

Banner and shivered crest. 

Beside thee strown, 
Tell that amidst the beet, 
Thy work was done! 

Yet strangely, sadly feur. 

O'er the wild scene. 
Gleams, through its golden hair. 

That brow serone. 

Low lies the stately head, — 
EUirth-bound the free ; 

How gave those haughty dead 
A place to thee 7 

Slumberer! thine early Mer 
Friends should have crowned, 

Many a flower and tear 
Shedding around. 

Soft vdces clear and young. 

Mingling their swell, 
Should o'er thy dust have sung 

Earth's lart ferewell. 
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Sisters, above the grave 

Of thy repose, 
Should have bid violets wave 

With the white rose. 

Now must the trumpet's note, 

Savage and shrill, 
For requiem o'er thee float, 

Thou fair and still! 

And the swift charger sweep, 

In full career, 
Trampling thy place of sleep, — 

Why earnest thou here 1 

Why 7 — ask the true heart why 

Woman hath been 
Ever, where brave men die, 

Unshrinking seen 7 

Unto this harvest ground 
Proud reapers came, — 

Some, for that atirring sound 
A warrior's name; 

Some, for the stormy play 

And joy of strife j — 
And some, to fling away 

A weary life :^- 

But thou, pale sleeper, thou. 
With the slight frame, 

And the rich locks, whose glow 
Death can not tame; 

Only one thought, one power, 

Thee could have led, 
So, through the tempest's hour, 

To lift thy head ! 

Only the true, the strong, 

The love, whose trust 
Woman's deep soul too long 

Pours on the dust! 



THE DESERTED HOUSE. 

Gloom is upon thy lonely hearth, 

O silent house ! once filled with mirth ; 

Sorrow is in the breezy sound. 

Of thy tall poplars whispering round. 

The shadow of departed hours 
Hangs dim upon thine early flowers ; 
Even in thy sunshine seems to brood 
Something more deep than solitude. 

Fair art thou, faur to a stranger's gaze, 
Mine own sweet home of other daysl 
My children's birth place ! yet for me, 
It is too much to look on thee. 



Too much ! for all about thee spread, 
I feel the memory of the dead. 
And almost linger for the feet 
That never more my step shall meet. 

The looks, the smiles, all vanished now, 
Follow me where thy roses blow ; 
The echoes of kind household words 
Are with me 'midst thy singing birds. 

Till my heart dies, it dies away 
In yearnings for what might not stay; 
For love which ne'er deceived my trust, 
For all which went with " dust to dust !" 

What now is left me, but to raise 
From thee, lorn spot ! my spirit's gaze. 
To lift, through tears, my straining eye 
Up to my Father's house on highl 

Oh I many are the mansions there,* 
But not in one hath grief a share ! 
No haunting shade from things gone by, 
May there o'ersweep the unchanging sky. 

And they are there, whose long-loved mien 
In earthly home no more is seen ; 
Whose places, where they smiling sate, 
Are left unto us desolate^ 

We miss them when the board is spread ; 
We miss them when the prayer is said ; 
Upon our dreams their dying eyes 
In still and mournful fondness rise. 

But they are where these longings vain 
Trouble no more the heart and brain ; 
The sadness of this aching love 
Dims not our Father's house above. 

Ye are at rest, and I in tearB,t . 
Ye dwellers of immortal spheres ! 
Under the poplar boughs I stand. 
And mourn the broken household band. 

But, by your life of lowly faith. 
And by your joyfid hope in death, 
Ouide me, till on some brighter shore. 
The severed wreath is bound onoe more !'* 

Holy ye were, and good, and true 1 
No change can cloud my thoughts of you ; 
Ghiide me, like you, to live and die. 
And reach my Father's house on high ! 



* In my FUhei^ hoaao thenars many mamiona 

Jokn, cliap. adv. 
t From an ancient Bebraw dlige : 

" Mourn for the monrnar, and not for the dead, 

For be teat reat, and we in tears I" 
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THE STRANGER'S HEART. 

The Btranger's heart ! Oh ! wound it not ! 
A yearning anguish ia its lot; 
In the green shadow of thy tree, 
The stranger finds no rest with thee. 

Thou think'st the vine's low rustling leaves 
GUd music round thy household eaves ; 
To him that sound hath sorrow's tone — 
The stranger*s heart is with his own. 

Thou think'st thy children's laughing play 
A lovely sight at fiUl of day ;— 
Then are the stranger's thoughts oppressed — 
His mother's voice comes o'er his hreast. 

Thou think'st it sweet when friend with friend 
Beneath one roof in prayer may blend ; 
Then doth the stranger's eye grow dim — 
Far, fiir are those who prayed with him. 

Thy hearth, thy home, thy vintage land— 
The voices of thy kindred band — 
Oh ! 'midst them all when blest thou art, 
Deal gently with the stranger's heart i 



COME HOME. 

Come home! — ^there is a sorrowing breath 

In music since ye went. 
And the early flower-scents wander by, 

With mournful memories Uent 
The tones in eveiy household voici 

Are grown mora sad and deep. 
And the sweet word— 6ro/Aer— wakes a wish 

To turn aside and weep. 

O ye Beloved! come home!— the hour 

Of many a greeting tone, 
The time of hearth-light and of song, 

Returns — and ye are gone! 
And darkly, heavily it falls 

On the forsaken room, 
Burdening the heart with tenderness. 

That deepens 'midst the gloom. 

Where finds it you, ye wandering ones? 

With all your boyhood's glee 
Untamed, beneath the desert's palm, 

Or on the lone mid-sea 7 
By stormy hills of battles old 1 

Or where dark rivers foami 
— Oh! life is dim where ye are no^-o 

Back, ye beloved, come home 1 

Come with the leaves and winds of spring, 

And swift birds, o'er the main! 
Our love is grown too sorrowfril— 

Pring us its youth again ! 



Bring the glad tones to music back I 
Still, still your home is fair, 

The spirit of your sunny life 
Alone is wantijig there ! 



THE FOUNTAIN OP OBLIVION. 



"Imploni psce !"• 

One draught, kind Fairy ! from that fountain deep, 
To lay the phantoms of a haunted breast, 
And lone affections, which are griefs, to steep 
In the cool honey-dews of dreamless rest ; 
And from the soul the lightning-marks to lave^ 
One draught of that sweet wave ! 

Yet, mortal, pause ! — within thy mind is laid 
Wealth, gathered long and slowly ; thoughts divine 
Heap that full treasure-houae ; and thou hast made 
The gems of many a spirit's ocean thine ; 
— Shall the dark waters to oblivion bear 
A pyramid so fair 1 

Pour from the fount ! and let the draught efface 
All the vain lore by memory's pride amassed, 
So it but sweep along the torrent's traoe, 
And fill the hollow channels of the past ; 
And from the bosom's inmost folded leaf. 
Rase the one master-grief! 

Yet pause once more I — all, all thysoul hathknown, 
Loved, felt, rejoiced in, frotai its grasp must fade ! 
Is there no voice whose kind awakening tone 
A sense of spring-time in thy heart hath made 1 
No eye whose glance thy day-dreams would recall? 
— Think— wouldst thou part with all? 

Fill with forgetfulness ! — there are, there are 
Voices whose music I have loved too well; 
Eyes of deep gentleness — but they are far — 
Never! oh— never, in my home to dwell ! 
Take their soft looks from off my yearning soul-^ 
Fill high th' oblivious bowl ! 

Yet pause again ! — ^with memory wilt thou cast 
The undying hope away, of memory bom? 
Hope of re-union, heart to heart at last. 
No restless doubt between, no rankling thorn? 
Wouldst thou erase all records of delight 

That make such visions bright ? 



' Quoced tarn a tetter of Lord Byxoa^n. He describes the 
hnprenion produced upon him by some tombs at Bologna, 
bearing this simple inscription, and adds, " Wlien I die, I 
could wish that some friend would sec these wordt^ and no 
other, placed above my grave—' Tmplora pace.* " 
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Fill with forgetfolnen, fill high !— yet stay— 
— 'T IB from the past we shadow forth the land 
Whexe smiles, long lost, again shall light our way, 
And the soul's fhends be wieAh'd in one bright band: 
— Poor the sweet wateis back on thdr own rill, 
I mtut remember still. 



For their sake, for the dead — ^whose image nought 
May dim within the temple of my breast — 
For their love's sake, which nofw no earthly thought 
May shake or trouble with its own unrest, 
Though the past haunt me as a spirit,— yet 
I ask not to forget 



fl^miviu on tfie imtttku tit :BMtntt, 

FOR THE USE OF CHILDREN. 



[The following Hymns were written expressly 
for the use of Mis. Hemans's own children. She 
has consented to their publication, in the hope that 
they may be useful to others. The editor trusts 
that they will afford a new source of gratification 
to her admiren and friends in this country. 

To the Hymns are added two beautiful little 
poems before published, addressed by Mrs. Hemans 
to her children. A. N.] 



INTRODUCTORY VERSES. 

Oh ! blest art thou, whose steps may rove 
Through the green paths of vale and grove, 
Or, leaving all their charms below. 
Climb the wild mountain's airy brow; 

And gaze afar o'er cultured plains, 
And cities with their stately fiuies, 
And forests, that beneath thee lie, 
And ocean mingling with the sky. 

For man can show thee nought so fair, 
As Nature's varied marvels there ; 
And if thy pure and artless breast 
Can feel their grandeur, thou art blest I 

For thee the stream in beauty flows, 
For thee the gale of summer blows. 
And, in deep glen and wood-walk free, 
Voices of joy still breathe for thee. 

But happier far, if then thy soul 
Can soar to Him who made the whole, 
If to thine eye the simplest flower 
Portray His bounty and His power. 

If, in whatever is bright or grand, 
Thy mind can trace His viewless hand. 
If Nature's music bid thee raise 
Thy song of gratitude and praise ; 

If heaven and earth, with beauty fhiught 
Lead to hb throne thy raptured thought, 
If there thou Wst His bve to read. 
Then, wanderer, thou art blest indeed. 



THE RAINBOW. 



I do set my bow in the cload, and It dull belbratokenaf 
a covenant bedvwQ ma and iho esnlL 

Gfenecit be. 13. 

Soft falls the mild, reviving shower 

From April's changeful skies, 
And rain-drops bend each trembling flower 

They tinge with richer dyes. 

Soon shall their genial influence call 

A thousand buds to day, 
Which, waiting but their balmy foil. 

In hidden beauty lay. 

E'en now full many a blossom's bell 

With firagnnce fills the shade 1 
And verdure clothes each grassy dell, 

In brighter tints anayed. 

But marie I what arch of varied hue 
From heaven to earth is bowed 1 

Hasten ere it vanish, hasto to view 
The Rainbow in the cloud. 

How blight its glory! there behold 

The emerald's verdant rays, 
The topaz blends its hue of gold 

With the deep ruby's blaze. 

Yet not alone to charm thy sight 

Was given the vision fair ; — 
Graze on that arch of coloured light. 

And read Gh)d's mercy there. 

It tolls us that the mighty deep, 

Fast by th' Eternal chained, 
No more o'er earth's domains shall 

Awful and unrestrained. 

It tells that seasons, heat and cold, 

Fixed by his sovereign will. 
Shall, in their ooune, bid man behold 

Seed-tim9 and harvest still ; 
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That itiU the flower shall deck the field, 
When the vernal zephyrs blow ; 

That still the vine iU fruit shall yield, 
When autumn sun-beams glow. 

Then, child of that fiur earth! which yet 
SmUes with each chaim endowed, 

Bless thou His name, whose mercy set 
The Rainbow in the cloud I 



THE SUN. 

The Sun comes forth;— «ach mountain height 

Glows with a tinge of rosy light, 

And flowers that slumbered through the night, 

Their dewy lea.ves unfold ; 
A flood of splendour bursts on high, 
And ocean's breast reflects a sky 

Of dimscm and of gold. 

Oh! thou art glorious^ orb of day I 
Exulting nations hail thy ray, 
Cieatbn sweUa a choral lay, 

To welcome thy return*. 
From thee all nature draws her hues, 
Thy beams the insect's wings suffuse, 

Ami in the diamond bum. 

Yet must thou lade ;— when earth and heayen 
By fire and tempest shall be riyen, 
Thou, from thy sphere of radiance driven, 

Oh Sun ! roust fall at last; 
Another heaven, another earth, 
Far other gbry shall have birth. 

When all we see is past 

But He, who gave the word of might, 
"Let there be light"— and there wu light, 
Who bade thee chase the gloom of night, 

And beam, the world to bless; — 
For ever bright, for ever pure, 
Alone unchanging shall endure, 

The Sun of righteousness ! 



THE RIVERS. 

Go ! trace th' unnumbered streams, o'er earth 

That wind their devious course, 
That draw from Alpine heights their birth, 

Deep vale, or cavern source. 

Some by majestic cities glide, 

Proud scenes of man's renown, 
Some lead their solilaiy tide. 

Where pathless fintsta frown. 

Some calmly roll in goUen sands, 

Where Afric's dcsarts lie! 
Or ipiMid, to clothe lejokiiig laoda 

With rich fertility. 



There bear the bark, whose stately sail 

Exulting seems to swell; 
While these, scarce rippled by a gale, 

Sleep in the bnely dell. 

Yet on, alike, though swift or slow 
Their varbus waves may sweep. 

Through cities or through shades they flow 
To the same boundless deep. 

Oh I thus^ whate'er our path of life. 

Through sunshine or through gloom, 
Through scenes of quiet or of strife. 

Its end LB still the tomb. 

The chief, whose mighty deeds we hail. 
The monarch throned on high. 

The peasant in his native vale. 
All journey on— to die ! 

But if Thy guardian care, my God ! 

The pilgrim's course attend, 
I will not fear the dark abode. 

To which my footsteps bend. 

For thence thine all-redeeming Son, 

Who died, the world to save. 
In light, in triumph, rose, and won 

The victory from the gravel 



THE STARS. 



Hm heavens deelan the gkvy of God, and (he flnnamant 
dioireih his band j work. 

PMiffiziz.L 



No cloud obscures the sunmier sky, 
The moon in brightness walks on higb. 
And, set in azure, every star 
Shines, like a gem of heaven, afar! 

Child of the earth ! oh 1 lift thy glance 
To yon bright firmament's expanse; 
The glories of its realm explore, 
And gaze, and wonder, and adore ! 

Doth it not speak to every sense . 
The marvels of Omnipotence 1 
Seest thou not there th' Ahnighty name^ 
Inscribed in characters of flame 1 

Count o'er those lamps of quenchless light, 
That sparkle through the shades of night ! 
Behold them !— can a mortal boast 
To number that celestial host*) 

Mark well each Uttle star, whose rays 
In distant splendour meet thy gase; 
Each is a worid by Him sustained. 
Who from etenity hath reigned. 
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Each, shining not for earth alone, 
Hath suns and planets of its own, 
And beings, whose existence springs 
From Him, th' all-powerful King of kings. 

Haply, those glorious beings know 
Nor stain of guilt, nor tear of wo! 
But raising still th' adoring voicoj 
For ever in their God rejoice. 

What then art thou^ oh ! child of clay I 
Amid creation's grandeur, say 1 
— E'en as an insect on the breeze, 
E'en as a dew-drop, lost in seas ! 

Yet fear tliou not I — the sovereign hand, 
Which spread the ocean and the land, 
And hung the rolling spheres in air, 
Hath, e'en for thee, a Father's care! 

Be thou at peace! — ^th' all-seeing eye, 
Pervading earth, and air, and sky. 
The searching glance which none may flee, 
Is still, in mercy, turned on thee. 



THE OCEAN. 



They that go down to the sea in thlpa, that do busineoB in 
great waten^ these see the worka of the Lord, and his wondeni 
in the deep. 

Pto^mcvii. 23^21 



He that in venturous barks hath been 

A wanderer on the deep, 
Can tell of many an awful scene. 

Where storms for ever sweep. 

For many a fair majestic sight 
Hath met his wandering eye, 

Beneath the streaming northern light^ 
Or blaze of Indian sky. 

Go! ask him of the whiripod's roar, 
Whose echoing thunder peals 

Loud, as if rushed along the shore 
An army's chariot wheels ; 

Of icebergs, floating o'er the main, 

Or fixed upon the coast. 
Like glittering citadel or fane, 

'Mid the bright realms of frost; 

Of coral rocks from waves below 
In steep ascent that tower, 

And fraught with peril, daily grow, 
Formed by an insect's power; 

Of sea-fires, which at dead of night 

Shine o'er the tides a£sir, 
And make th' expanse of ocean bright 

As heaven, with many a star. 



Oh God ! thy name they well may praise, 

Who to the deep go down. 
And trace the wonders of thy ways, 

Where rocks and billows finown* 

If glorious be that awful deep, 

No human power can bind. 
What then art Thou, who bidst it keep 

Within its bounds confined! 

Let heaven and earth in praise unite, 

Eternal praise to Thee, 
Whose word can rouse the tempest's mighty 

Or still the raging sea ! 



THE THUNDER STORM. 

Deep, fiery clouds o'ercast the sky, 

Dead stillness reigns in air. 
There is not e'en a breeze, on high 

The gossamer to bear. 

The woods are hushed, the waves at rest, 

The lake is dark and still. 
Reflecting, on its shadowy breast. 

Each form Of rock and hill. 

The lime-leaf waves not in the grove, 

Nor rose-tree in the bower; 
The birds have ceased their songs of love, 

Awed by the threatening hour. 

'T is noon; — ^yet Nature's calm profound 

Seems as at midnight deep; 
— But hark! what peal of awful sound 

Breaks on creation's sleep? 

The thtindefbuTstBl — ^its rolling might 

Seems the firm hills to shake; 
And in terrific splendour bright. 

The gathered lightnings break 

Yet fear not, shrink thou not, my child 1 

Though by the bolt's descent 
Were the tall clif& in ruins piled. 

And the wide forests rent 

Doth not thy God behold thee still, 

With all-surveying eye 1 
Doth not his power all nature fill, 

Around, beneath, on highl 

Know, hadst thou eagle-pinions fi[«e. 

To track the realms of air, 
Thou couldst not reach a spot where He 

Would not be with thee therel 

In the wide city's peopled towen, 

On the vast ocean's plains, 
'Midst the deep woodland's biieliest bowei% 

Alike th' Almighty reignsl 
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Then fear not, though the angry sky 
A thousand darts should cast ; — 

Why should we tremble, e'en to die, 
And be with Him at last? 



THE BIRDS. 



An not fire ap ai ixJws sold for two farthings^ and not one of 
Aiem &i fingouen before God. 

St, Luke, ziL 6. 



Tribes of the air ! whose favoured race 
May wander through the realms of space, 

Free guests of earth and sky ; 
In form, in plumage, and in song, 
What gifts of nature mark your throng 

With bright variety! 

Nor differ less your forms, your flight, 
Your dwellings hid from hostile sight, 

And the wild haunts ye love ; 
Birds of the gentle beak 1* how dear 
Your wood-note, to the wanderer's ear, 

In shadowy vale or grove ! 

Far other scenes, reotote, sublhne. 
Where swain or hunter may not climb^ 

The mountain-eagle seeks ; 
Alone he reigns, a monarch there. 
Scarce will the Chamois' footstep dare 

Ascend bis Alpine peaks. 

Others there are, that make their home 
Where the white billows roar and ibam, 

Around th' o'erhanging rock ^ 
Fearless they skim the angry wave, 
Or shdtered in their sea-beat cave. 

The tempest's fury mock. 

Where Afric's burning realm expands^ 
The ostrich haunts the desert sands, 

Parched by the blaze of day ; 
The swan, where northern rivers glide. 
Through the tall reeds that fringe their tide, 

FkMts graceful on her way. 

The condor, where the Andes tower. 
Spreads his broad wing of pride and power. 

And many a storm defies ; 
Bright in the orient realms of mom, 
All beauty's richest iiues adorn 

The Bird of Paradise. 

Some, amidst India's groves of palm. 
And spicy forests breathing balm. 



* Tlw ttalkuH call att aloging birik^ Bfnfa tf tkegenik 






Weave soft their pendent nest ; 
Some, deep in western wilds, dii»play 
Their fairy form and plumage gay. 

In rainbow colours drest. 

Others no varied song may pour, 
May boast no eagle-plume to soar. 

No tints of light may wear ; 
Yet, know, our Heavenly Father guides 
The least of these, and well provides 

For each, with tenderest care. 

Shall He not then thy guardian bel 
Will not his aid extend to thee? 

Oh ! safely may'st thou rest ! 
Trust in his love, and e'en should pain. 
Should sorrow tempt thee to complain. 

Know, what He wills is best ! 



THE SKY LARK. 

The Sky-lark, when the dews of mom 
Hang tremulous on flower and thorn, 
And violets round his nest exhale 
Their fragrance on the early gale, 
To the first sunbeam spreads his wings, 
Buoyant with joy, and soan^ and sings. 

He rests not on the leafy spray. 
To warble his exulting lay. 
But high above the morning cloud 
Mounts in triumphant fi:eedom proud. 
And swells, when nearest to the sky, 
Hii notes of sweetest ecstacy. 

Thus, my Creator ! thus the more 
My sfnrit's wing to Thee can soar. 
The more she triumphs to behold 
Thy love in all thy works unfold. 
And bids her hymns of rapture be 
Most glad, when rising most to Thee. 



THE NiaHTlNGALE. 

When twilight's gray and pensive hour 
Brings the low breeze, and shuts the floweti 
And bids the solitary star 
Shine in pale beauty from afiur ; 

When gathering shades the landscape veil, 
And peasants seek their village-dale. 
And mists finm river-wave arise, 
And dew in every blossom lies; 

When evening's primrose opes, to shed 
Soft firagrance round her grassy bed ; 
When gk)w-worms in the wood- walk light 
Their lamp, to cheer the traveller's sight; 
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At that calm hoar, ao still, so pale. 
Awakes the lonely nightingale ; 
And from a hermitage of shade 
Fills with her voice the forestrglade. 

And sweeter far that melting voice, 
Than all which through the day rejoice ; 
And still shall bard and wanderer love 
The twilight music of the grove. 

Father in Heaven ! oh ! thus, when day 
With all its cares hath passed away, 
And silent hours waft peace on earth, 
And hush the louder strains of mirth ; 

Thus may sweet songs of praise and prayer- 
To Thee my spirit's oflering bear; 
Yon star, my signal, set on high, 
For vesper-hymns of piety. 

So may thy meicy and thy power 
Protect me through the midnight hour; 
And balmy sleep and visions blest 
Smile on thy servant's bed of rest 



THE NORTHERN SPRING. 

When the soft breath of Spring goes forth 
Far o'er the mountains of the North, 
How soon those wasted of dazzling snow 
With life, and bloom, and beauty glow. 

Then bursts the verdure of the plains. 
Then break the streams from icy chains; 
And the glad lein-deer seeks no more 
Amidst deep snows his mossy store. 

Then the dark pine-wood's boughs are seen 
Arrayed in tint&of living green ; 
And roses, in their brightest dyes. 
By Lapland's founts and lakes arise. 

Thus, in a moment, from the gloom 
And the cold fetters of the tomb. 
Thus shall the blest Redeemer's voice 
Call forth his servants to rejoice. 

For He, whose word is truth, hath said, 
His power to life shall wake the dead, 
And sununon those he kives, on high, 
To " put on immortality !" 

Then, all its transient sufferings o'er. 
On wiBgB of light the soul shall soar. 
Exulting, to that blest abode, 
When teut of sonow never flowed. 



PARAPHRASE OP PSALM CXLVIU. 



Pnise ye the Locd Pnlas yelhe Lord from the hea?eiiB: 
pniae him in iha heights. 



Praise ye the Lord ! on every height 

Songs to his glory raise! 
Ye angel-hosts, ye stars of lights 

Join in inmiortal praise 1 

Oh I heaven of heavens! let praise far-swelling 

From all your orbs be sent! 
Join in the strain, ye waters, dwelling 

Above the firmament! 

For His the woid which gave yoa birth, 

And majesty and might ; 
Praise to .the Highest from the earth. 

And let the deeps unite ! 

Oh! fire and vapour, hail and snow, 

Ye servants of His will ; 
Oh! stormy winds, that only blow 

His mandates to ifulfil; 

Mountains and rocks, to heaven that rise ; 

Fair cedars of the wood; 
Creatures of life, that wing the skies, 

Or track the plains for food ; 

Judges of nations; kings, whose hand 

Waves the proud sceptre high ; 
Oh 1 youths and virgins of the land. 

Oh 1 age and infency ; 

Praise ye SRa name, to whom alone 

All homage should be given ; 
Whose gbry from th' eternal throne 

Spreads wide o*er earth and heaven ! 



TO ONE OF THE AUTHOR'S CHIL- 
DREN 

ON BIS BXBTH DAT, AUGUST 97, 18S&. 

Thou wak'st from happy deep to play 

With bounding heart, my boy ! 
Before thee lies a k>ng bright day 

Of sununer and of joy. 

Thou hast no heavy thought or dieam 

To doud thy fearless eye; — , 
Long be it thus — ^life's efirly stream * 

Should still reflect the sky. 

. Yet ere the cares of life lie dim 

On thy young spirit* s wings, 
Now in thy moqi forget not Him 

Fnm whom each puie thought 
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So m the onward vale of teara, 
Where'er thy path may be, 

When strength hath bowed to evil years- 
He will xemember thee. 



TO A YOUNGER CHILD 

ON ▲ SIMILAR OCCASION, SEPTEMBER 17, 1825. 

Where sucks the bee now? — Summer is flying 1 
Leaves on the grass-plot faded are lying: 



Violets are gone from the grassy dell, 
With the cowslip^sups, where the faries dwell; 
The rose from the garden hath fMssed away— 
Yet happy, &ir boy I is thy natal day. 

For love bids it welcome, the love which hath smiled 
Ever around thee, my gentle child ! 
Watching thy footsteps, and guarding thy bed, 
And pouring out joy on thy sunny head 
Ro^s may vanish, but this will stay — 
Happy and bright is thy natal day. 



Ztun»lntion» from itumottm »nn otiiet l^oettt. 



Siamo nati veramento in un sccolo in cui gV in- 
gegni e gli studj degli uomini sono rivolti all' uti- 
hta. L'Agricoltura, le Arti, il Commercio acquis- 
tano tutto di novi lomi dalle ricerche de' Saggi ; e 
il voler farsi un'nome tenlando di diteitare^ quand' 
altri v' aspira con piu ginstizia giovando, scmbra 
impresa dura e difficile. — Savioli. 

CAHOflNSr - 

SONNET 70. ^ 

Na metade do Ceo subldo aiAa. 
High in the glowing heavens, with cloudless beam,. 
The sun had reached the zenith of his reign, 
And for the living fount, the gelid stream, 
Each flock forsook the herbage of the plain : 

'Midst the dark foliage of the forest-shade, 
The birds had sheltered from the scorching ray ; 
Hushed were their melodies— and grove and glade 
Resounded but the shrill cicada's lay: 

When through the glassy vale a love-lorn swain, 
To seek the maid who but despised his pain, 
Breathing vahi sighs of fruitless passion roved : 
"Why pine for her," the slighted wanderer cried, 
" By whom thou art not loved 1"-^and thus replied 
An echo's murmimng voke — " Thau art not 
lovedr 



CAM0XN8. 

SONNET 283. 
From PBolui CXXXVIl 
. Na ribelni do Euprstes anentada 
Wrapt in sad musings by Euphrates' stream 
I sat, retracing days for ever flown. 
While Kwe thine image on the exile's dream, 
O much-kivcd Salem ! and thy gfories gone. 
36 



When they, who caused the ceaseless tears I shed/ 
Thus to their captive spoke, — " Why sleep thy layil 
Sing of thy treasures lost, thy 8t)lendour fled, 
And all thy triumphs in departed days ! 

" Know'st thou not. Harmony's resistless charm 
Can sooth each passion, and each grief disarm 1 
Sing then, and tears will vanish from thine eye.'' 
With sighs I answered, — " When the cup of w<y 
Is filled, till misery's bitted draught o'erflow, 
The mourner's eure is not to amg, — ^but die.** 



CAM0EN8. 

PART OF ECLOGUE 15. 

Se lA no asRnto da msicr alieia. 
Ir in thy glorious home above 
Thou still recallest earthly love, 
If yet retained a thought may be 
Of him whose heart hath bled for thee ; 

Remember still how deeply shrined 
Thine image in his joyless mind. 
Each well-known scene, calch fonner ouOf 
Forgotten-^thoa alone art thett 1 

Remember that thine eye-beam's light 
Hath fled for ever from his sight, . 
And, with that vanished snnshino, lost 
Is every hope be cherish^ most 

Think that his life, from thee apart, 
Is all bot weariness of heart, 
Each stream, whose music once was dear# 
Now murmurs discords to his ear. 

Through thee, the morn, whose cbudlttM raj* 
Woke him to joy in other days, 
Now, in the light of beauty drest. 
Brings but new sorrows to his breast. 
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Through thee, the heavens are dark to him, 
The sun's meridian blaxe b dim ; 
And tiarsh were e'en the bird of eve, 
But that her song still loves to grieve. 

All it hath been, his heart forgeti, 
So altered by its long regrets ; 
Each wish is changed, each hope is o'er, 
And joy's Tight sprit wakes no more. 



CAHOENS. 

SONNET ^1. 

A ibrmatuFa dtata freaca sexn. 

This mountain-scene, with sylvan grandeur 

crowned ; 
These cheront-woods, in summer verdure bright : 
These founts and rivulets, whose mingling sound 
Lulls every bosom to serene delight ; 

Soft on these hills the sun's declining ray; 

This dime, where all is new; these murmuring 

seas*, 
Flocks to the fold that bend their lingenng way; 
Light clouds contending with the genial breeze ; 

And all that Nature's lavish hands dispense, 
In gay luxuriance, charming every sense, 
Ne'er, in thy absence, can delight my breast : 
Nought, without thee, my weary soul beguiles ; 
And joy may beam, yet, 'midst her brightest smiles, 
A secret grief is mine that will not rest 



CAM0EN8. ' 

SONNET 108. 
Bnndasaguafldo T<}o qoa pwinift 
Fair Tajol thou, whose calmly-flowmg tide 
Bathes the fresh verdure of these lovely plains, 
Enlivening all where'er thy waves may glide, 
Flowers, herbage, flocks, and sylvan nymphs, and 
swains: 

Sweet stream I I know not when my steps again 
Shall tread thy shores ; and while to part I mourn, 
I have no hope to meliorate my pain. 
No dream that whispers— I may yet return! 

My frowning destiny, whose watchful cars 
Forbids me blessmgs, and ordains despair. 
Commands me thus to leave thee and repine : 
And I must vainly mourn the scenes 1 fly. 
And breathe on other gales my plaintive sigh, 
And blend my tears with other waves than thine I 



CAMOENS. 

SONNET 186. 
Ob olhos code csflUo Amor tnlla. 
Those eyes, whence Love diflused hb purest light. 
Proud in such beaming orbs his reign to show; 
That face, with tints of mingUng lustre bright, 
Where the rose mantled o'er the living snow ; 

The rich redundance oi that golden haa, 
Brighter than sunbeams of meridian day; 
That form so graceful, and that hand so fair, 
Where now those treasures V-mouldering into 
clay! 

Thus, like some blossom prematurely torn, 
Hath young Perfection withered in its morn. 
Touched by the hand that gathers but to blight I 
Ohl how could Love survive his bitter tears 1 
Shed, not for her, who mounts to happier spheres, 
But for his own sad fate, thus wrapt in starless 
night I 



CAMOENS. 

SONNET 23. 
TO A LADY WHO DIED AT SEA. 
Cbaraminba Inimiga, em cujamao. 
Thou, to whose power my hopes, my joys, I giro, 
O fondly loved! my bosom's dearest care! 
Earth, which denied to lenil thy form a grave, 
Yields not one spell to soothe my deep despair I 

Yes! the wild seas entomb those charms divine, 
Dark o'er thy head th' eternal biUows roU ; 
But while one ray of life or thought is mine, 
Still shalt thou live, the inmate of my soul. 

And if the tones of my uncultured song 
Have power the sad remembrance to prolong, 
Of love so ardent, and of faith so pure; 
Still shall my verse thine epiUph remain, 
Still shaU thy charms be deathless in my strain, 
While Time, and laie, and Memory shall endure. 



CiMOBMB. 

SONNET 19. 
Aliq^minha gentil, <|iie IS putkls. 
Spirit beloved! whose wing so soon hath flown 
The joyless precincts of this earthly sphere, 
Now is yon heaven eternally thine ovni. 
Whilst 1 deplore thy loss, a captive here. 

Oh ! if allowed in thy divine abode 
Of aught on earth an image to retain, 
Romember still the fervent love which gloweA 
I In my fond bosom, pure from ewy i^ain- 
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And if thou deem that all mj faithful grief, 
Caused by thj loss, and hopeless of relief, 
Can merit thee, sweet native of the skies! 
Oh ! ask of Heaven, which called thee soon away, 
That I may join thee in those realms of day, 
Swiftly, as thou hast vanished finm mine eyes. 



CAMOENS. 

Que eiaanho caao de amor ! 

How strange a fate in love is mine! 
How deariy prised the pains 1 feel I 
Pangs that to rend my soul combine. 

With avarice I conceal : 
For did the world the tale divine, 
My lot would then be deeper wo, 
And mine is gtlef that none must know« 

To mortal ears I may not dare 
Unfold the cause, the pain I prove ; 
'T would plunge in ruin and despair 
Or me, or her I love. 
My soul delights alone to bear 
Her silent, unsuspected wo, 
And none shall pity, none shall know. 

Thus buried in my bosom*s urn. 
Thus in my inmost heart concealed, 
Let me alone the secret mourn, 
In pangs unsoothed and unrevealed. 
For whether happiness or wo, 
Or life or death its power bestow. 
It is what none on earth must know< 



CAM0EN8. 

SONNET 58. 

80 as psoas com que Amor tio mal ros tnlA 

Should Love, the tyrant of my suffering heart, 
Yet long enough protract his votary's days. 
To see the lustre from those eyes depart, 
The lodo-stars now,* that fascinate my gaze ) 

To see rude Time the living roses blight. 
That o'er thy cheek their loveliness unfold. 
And all unpitying, change thy tresses bright 
To silvety whiteness, Irom their native gold ; 

Oh! then my heart fin equal change will prove. 
And mourn the coldness that repelled my love, 
When tears and penitence will all be vain ; 
And I shall see thee weep for days gone by, 
And in thy deep regret and fruitless sigh, 
Find amplest vengeance, for my former pain* 



"TaireywsrBlp^|«tan'^^--;^Jki^^ . 



CAM0EN8. 

SONNET I7B. 
J& camel, }k chorei a dun guem. 

Ort* have I sung and mourned the bitter woe«y 
Which loVe for years hath mingled with my fate^ 
While he the tale forbade me to disclose, 
That taught his votaries their deluded state. 

Nymphs ! who dispense Castalia's living stream^ 
Ye, who from Death oblivion's mantle steal. 
Grant me a strain in powerful tone supremej 
EMili grief by love inflicted to reveal: 

That those, whose ardent hearts adore his swa/^ 
May hear experience breathe a warning lay. 
How false bis smiles^ his promises how vain I 
Then, if ye deign this effort to inspire. 
When the sad task is o'er^ my plaintive lyre^ 
Forever hushed, shall slumber in your fane« 



CAMOCN8. 

SONNET 80. 

Oomo quando do mar lempeauioach 

SAtED from the perils of the stormy wave, 
And ftint with toil, the Wanderer of the main; 
But just escaped from shipwreck's billowy grave^^ 
Trembles to hear its horrors named again. 

How warm his vow, that Ocean's fairest mien 
No more shall lure him from the smiles of home 
Yet soon, forgetting each terrific scen<^. 
Once more he turns, o'er boundless deeps to roaol 

Lady ! thus I, who vainly oft in flighl 

Seek refuge from the dangers of thy sight, 

Make the firm vow, to shun thee and be free; 

But my fond heart, devoted to its chain. 

Still draws me back where countless perils reigd^ 

And grief and rUin spread their snares for ms/ 



CAM0EN8< 

SONNET 23ff. 

From Ftelm CXXXVn. 

Em Babylonia sobre as rioi^ quando: 

Beside the streams of Babylon, in tears 
Of vain desire, we sat; remembering thee, 
O halk>wed Sion ! and th<r vanished years. 
When Isrttel's diosen sons wwe blest and frte 2* 

Our harps, neglected and unloned, we hting 
Mute on the willows of the stranger's land ; 
When songs, like ihpee that in thy fanes we 8Ung^ 
Oof loes dema9<|ed ftatn theit eaptiva-buMCr 
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How shiUl our voices, on a foreign shore, 
(We answered those whose chains the exile wore,) 
The songs of God, our sacred songs, renew 7 
If I forget, midst grief and wasting toil, 
Thee, O Jerusalem I my native soil ! 
May my right-hand forget Ua cunning too! 



CAMOtNS. 

SONNET 128. 

Hama admiravd jbenra se conbeoa. 
Th£re blooms a plant, whose gaze, from hour to 

hour, 
Still to the sun with fond devotion turns, 
Wakes, when Creation hails his dawning power, 
And most expands, when most her idol bums; 

But when he seeks the bosom of the deep, 
His faithful plant's reflected charms decay ; 
Then fade her flowers, her leaves discoloured weep, 
Still fondly pining for the vanished ray. 

Thou whom I love, the daystar of my sight ! 
When thy dear presence wakes me to delight, 
Joy in my soul unfolds her fairest flower : 
But in thy heaven of smiles alone it blooms. 
And of their light deprived, in grief consumes, 
Bora but to live within thine eye-beams power. 



Polo meu apaitamenta 
Amidst the bitter tears that fell 
In anguish at my last farewell, 
Oh 1 who would dream that joy could dwell-, 

To make that moment bright 1 
Yet be my judge, each heart I and say. 
Which then could most my bosom sway, 

Affliction, or delightl 

It was, when Hope, opprcst with woes, 
Seemed her dirn eyes in death to close, 
That Rapture's brightest beam arose 

In Sorrow's darkest night. 
Thus, if my soul survive that hour, 
*T is that my fate o'crcame the power 

Of anguish with delight 

For oh ! her love, so long unknown, 
She then confcst, was all my own, 
And in that parting hour alone 

Revealed it to my sight. 
And now what pangs will rend my soul, 
Shoukl fortune still, with stern control. 

Forbid me this delight 

I know not if my bliss were vain. 
For an the fbrce of parting pain 
Forbade suspicious doubts to reign, 
When exiled from her sight : 



Yet now what double wo for me. 
Just at the close of eve, to see 

The dayspring of delight 



SONNET 205. 
Quern diz que Amor he lalao^ o enganoKu 
Hb who proclaims that Love is light and vain, 
Capricious, cruel, false in all his ways ; 
Ah ! sure too well hath merited his pain. 
Too justly finds him all he thus portrays. 

For Love \a pitying, ]^ve is soft and kind ; 
Believe not him who dares the tale oppose ; 
Oh ! deem him one whom stormy passions blind. 
One to whom earth and heaven may well be foes. 

If Love bring evils, view them all in me ! 
Here let the world his utmost rigour see. 
His utmost power exerted to annoy: 
But ail his ire b still the ire of Love ; 
And such delight in all his woes I prove, 
I would not change their pangs for aught of other 
joy I 



SONNET 133. 

Doeei^ e daiBa aguaa do Mondega 
Waves of Mondego ! brilliant and serene, 
Haunts of my thought, where memory fondly 

strays; 
Where hope allured me with perfidious mien. 
Witching my soul, in long-departed days ; 

Yes ! I forsake your banks ; but still my heart 
Shall bid remembrance all your charms restore, 
And, suflTering not one image to depart. 
Find lengthening distance but endear you mora. 

Let fortune's will, through many a future day, 
To distant realms this mortal firatme convey, 
Sport of each wind, and tost on every wave ! 
Yet my fond soul, to pensive memory true, 
On thought's light passion still shall fly to you, 
And still, bright waters I in your current lave. 



CAM0EN8. 

SONNET 181. 
ODdB achanlhigar tao speiladix 
Where shall I find some desert-scene so rude. 
Where lonelinese so undisturbed may reign, 
That not a step ehal! ever there intrude 
Of loving man, or nature's lavage train 1 - 
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Some tangled thicket, desolate and drear, 
Or deep wild forest, silent as the tomb, 
Boasting no verdure bright, no fountain clear, 
But darkly suited to mj spirit's gloom? 

That there, 'midst frowning rocks, alone with grief 
Entombed in life, and hopeless of relief, 
In lonely freedom I may breathe my woes — 
For oh I since nought my sorrows can allay. 
There shall my sadness cloud no festal day, 
And days of gloom shall soothe me to repose. 



CAMOENS. 

SONNET 278. 

Eu Tiria do lagrimas isonta 

Exempt irom every grief, 'twas mine to live 
In dreams so sweet, enchantments so divine, 
A thousand joys propitious Love can give. 
Were scarcely worth one rapturous pain of 

Bound by soft spells, in dear illusions blest, 
I breathed no sigh for fortune or for power } 
No care intruding to disturb my breast, 
I dwelt entranced in Love's Elysian bower: 

But Fate, such transports eager to destroy, 
Soon rudely woke me from the dream of joy. 
And bade the phantoms of delight begone I 
Bade hope and happiness at once depart. 
And left but memory to distract my heart. 
Retracing every hour of bliss for ever flown. 



CAMOENS. 
Bn nneye y duloe querells. 
No searching eye can pierce the veil 
That o'er my secret love is thrown; 
No ootward signs reveal its tale. 

But to my bosom known. 
Thus, like the spark, whose vivid light, 
In the dark flint is hid from sight, 
It dwells within, slone. 



METASTA8I0. 
Donque si sfogain pianta 

In tears, the heart opprest with grief 

GKves language to its woes; 
In tears, Us fulness finds relief, 

When rapture's tide o'erflows I 
Who then unclouded bliss would seek 

On this terrestrial sphere; 
When e'en Delight can only speak, 

Like Sofrrow— in a tear? 



VINCENZIO DA FILICAJA. 

Italia, Italia! O tu coi feo la sorts. 
Italia! thou, by lavish Nature graced 
With ill-starred beauty, which to thee hath 
A fatal dowry, whose effects are traced 
In the deep sorrows graven on thy mien ; 

Oh! that more strength, or fewer charms were 

thine, 
That those might fear thee more, or love thee less, 
Who seem to worship at thy beauty's shrine, 
Then leave thee to the death-pang's bitterneasi 

Not then the herds of Gaul would drain the tide 
Of that Eridanus thy blood hath dyed; 
Nor from the Alps would legions, still renewed. 
Poor down; nor wouldst thou wield a 

brand. 
Nor fight thy battles with the stranger's hand, 
Still doomed to serve, subduing or subdued 1 



Genora mia, m con asclutto ciglkx 
If thus thy fidlen grandeur I behold. 
My native (renoa 1 with a tearless eye. 
Think not thy son's ungrateful heart is cold, 
But know — I deem rebellions every sigh ! 

Thy glorious ruins proudly I survey, 
Trophies of firm resolve, <i patriot might ! 
And in each trace of devastation's way 
Thy worth, thy courage, meet my wandering sight. 

Triumplis far less than suflering virtue shine I 
And on the spoUem high revenge is thine, 
While thy strong spirit unsubdued remains. 
And lo! fidr Liberty rejoicing flies, 
To kiss each noble relic, while she cries, 
"Hail! though in rvifw, thou weri ne'er in 
chain* r 



LOPE DE TEGA. 
Brtan el oortosmo. 

Let the vain courtier waste his days, 
Lured by the charms that wealth diqilaye, 

The couch of down, the board of costly &re; 
Be his to kiss th' ungrateful hand. 
That waves the sceptre of command. 

And rear full many a palace in the air; 
Whilst 1 enjoy, all unconfined. 
The glowing sun, the genial wind, 

And tranquil hours, to rustic toil assigned; 
And prize far more, in peace and health, 

Contented iudigenoe, than joylcw wealt|i. 
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Notfloine in Fbrtune'a fape to bend, 

At Ohrandeur'fl altar to attend, 
Reflect bis sm&Ic, and tremble at his frown ; 

Nor mine a fond aspiring thought, 

A wish, a sigh, a vision, fraoght 
With Fame's bxight phantom, GHory's deathless 
ciownl 

Nectareons draaghts and viands pure, 

Luxuriant nature will ensure ; 

These the clear fount, and fertile field, 

Still to the wearied shepherd yield ; 

And when repose and visions reign. 
Then we are equals all, the quoiuurch and the 
ingrain. 



PRANCISOO MANUEL. 

ON ASCENDING A HILL LEADING TO 
A CONVENT. 

No bazes temeroso, o perogrina 

Pause not with lingering foot, O pilgrim, here; 
Pierce the deep shadows of the mountain-side ; 
Firm be thy step, thy heart unknown to fear, 
To brighter worlds this thorny path will guide. 

Soon shall thy feet approach the calm abode, 
So near the mansions of supreme delight; 
Pause not-i'bqt tread this consecrated road, 
'T is the dark basis of the heavenly height. 

Behold, to cheer thee on the toilsome way, 
How many a fountain glitters down the hill I 
Pure gales, inviting, softly round thee play, 
Bright sunshine guides — and wilt thou linger 

still? 
Oh! enter there, where, freed from haman strife, 
^ope is reality, and time is life. 



BELLA CABA. 



VENICE. 

QuflMi palazzi, e queue logge or oolta. 

These marble domes, by wealth and genius graced 
With sculptured fbrms, bright hues, and Parian 

stone. 
Were once rude cabins 'midst a lonely waste, 
Wild shores of solitude, and isles unkobwn. 

Pore ftom each vice, 't was here a virtuous train, 
Fearless in fragile barks explored the s^a ; 
N<Dt thein a wish to conquer or to reign, 
They sought these island-precihcts — ^to be free. 

Ne'er in their souls ambition's flame aroae, 
No dfeam of avarice broke their calm repose; 
Fniud, move than death abhorred each artless 
brea4' 



Oh! now, sinee Fortune gilds their brightening 

day. 
Let not those virtues languish and decay, 
O'erwhelmed by luxury, and by wealth opprestl 



IL MARCHESS CORNELIO BENTITOGLIO, 

L'anima bella, die dal vero Eltao. 
The sainted spirit, which from bliss on high 
Descends like dayspring to my favoured sight 
Shines in such noontide radiance of the sky. 
Scarce do I know that form, intensely bright! 
But with the sweetness of her well-known smile. 
That smile of peace! she bids my doubts depart, 
And takes my hand, and sodly speaks the while, 
And heaven's full glory pictures to my heart. 
Beams of that heaven iu her my eyes behold, 
And now, e'en now, in thought my wings unfold 
To soar with her and mingle with the blesii 
But ah! so swift her buoyant pinion flies, 
That I, in vain aspiring to the skies. 
Fall to my native sphere by earthly bonds deprcst. 



METASTASIO. 
AI furor d'avvem sona. 
He shall not dread Misfortune's angry mien, 
Nor feebly sink beneath her tempest rude. 
Whose soul hath learned, through many a trying 

scene. 
To smile at &te, and suffer unsubdued. 

In the rough school of billows, clouds, and storms, 
Nursed and matured,, the pilot Icams his art: 
Thus Fate's dread ire, by many a conflict forms 
The lofty spirit ^nd enduring heajrt ! 



METASTASIO. 
QoeUa onda che mios. 
The torrent-wave, that breaks with foroe 
Impetuous down the Alpine height, 
Complains and struggles in its course. 
But sparkles, as the diamond bright 

The stream in shadowy valley deep 
May slumber in its narrow bed; 
But silent in unbroken sleep, 
Its lustre and its life are fled. 



METASTASIO. 
Laggisdrs rm, le cui para tigOe. 
Sweet rose! whose tender foliage to expand. 
Her fostering dews the ^loming tightly shed, 
Whilst gales of balmly breath thy bkisBoins fanned, 
And o'er thy leaves the soft sufl'usion spreaq ; 
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Thai hand whose care withdrew thee from the 

ground, 
Te hrightei worlds thy favoured charme hath 

borne; 
Thy fiureat buds, with grace perennial crowned, 
TJiere breathe and bloom, reieaeed from every 



Thui, fiur removed, and now, transplanted flower 1 
• Exposed no more to blast or tempest rude, 
Sheltered with tenderest care from frost or showery 
And each rough season's chill vicissitude, 
Now may thy form in bowera of peace 
Immortai fragrance, and unwithering bloom. 



METASTABIO. 

Chs aperi, inrtabU Deo, di aaad spinas 
Fortune 1 why thus, where'er my footsteps tread, 
Ofastroct each path with thorns and rocks like 

these 1 
Think'st thoo that / thy threatening mien shall 

dread, 
Or*toil and pant thy waving locks to seize 1 

Reserve the frown severe, the menace rude, 
For vasaal-spiriks that confeas thy sv^y I 
My constant soul could triumph unsubdued, 
Were the wide universe destructbn's prey. 

Am I to cMifliets new, in toils untried; 
No! I have long thine utmost power defied, 
And drawn fresh energies from every fight. 
Thus from rude strokes of hammen and the wheel, 
With each successive shock the tempered steel 
More keenly piercing proves, more daaaling bright 



MBTA8TASI0. 

Fuiaglid'unpflriglla 
WouLDST thou to Love of danger speak 1 — 
Veiled are his eyes, to perils blind ! 
Wouldst thou from Love a reason seek? — 
He is a child of wayward mind I 

But with a doubt, a jealous fear, 
Inspire him once— the task is o'er ; 
His misd is keen, his sight is clear, 
No more an infant, blind no more. 



METASTABIO. 

Spnssa Utaordel vnta 

URBS!n>nio 'midst the wintry skies, 

Rean the finn oak his vigorous ibim, 

And stem in ragged strength, dafies 

The rushing of the storm; 



Tnen severed from his native shore, 
O'er occon-worlds the sail to bear, 
Still with those winds he braved befiire, 
He proudly struggles there. 



METASTASIO. 

flol pud dirchs aacooisiita 
Oh I those alone, whose severed heaits 
Have mourned through lingering yean in vain, 
Can tell what bliss fond love imparts, 
When Fate unites them once again : 

Sweet is the sigh, and blest the tear. 
Whose language hails that moment bright, 
When past afflictions but endear 
The presence of delight! 



METASTASIO. 

Ahl IniMtsapiaDtoimbeDa. 

Ah! cease--4hose fruitless tean restrain, 
I go misfortune to defy, 
To smile at fate with proud disdain, 
To triumph — ^not to die! 

I with fresh hurels go to crown 
My closing days at last, 
Securing all the bright renown 
Acquired in dangen past 



aUETEDO. 

ROME BURIED IN HER OWN RUINS. 
Buacas en Roma k Roma, 6 peregrinol 

Amidst these scenes, O pilgrim ! seek'st thou 

Rome? 
Vain is thy seareh—the pomp of Rome is fled; 
Her alent Aventine is glory's tomb ; 
Her walls, her shrines, but nlica of the dead. 

That hill where C»san dwelt in other days 
Fonaken mourns, when once it lowead fldn 

lime; 

Each mouldering medal now far less displays 
The triumphs won by Latium, than by Time. 



Tiber alone survives — the passing wave, 
That bathed her towen, now muMuus by 

grave, 

Waittng, with plaintive sounds, her lallen 
Rome! of thine ancient grandeur all is past, 
That seemed for yean eternal framed to laal^ 
Nought bat the wavie^ a fogiti^ 
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EL CONDK JUAN D£ TARSIS. 
TU, qve la dulce Yida en dernos anooL 
Thou, who hast fled from life's enchanted bowers, 
In youth's gay spring, in beauty's glowing morn, 
JliCaving thy bright array, thy path of flowers, 
For the rude convent-garb, and couch of thorn; 

Thou that, escaping from a world of cares, 
Hast found thy haven in devotion's faine, 
As to the port the fearful bark repairs, 
To shun the midnight perils of the main; 

Ifow the glad hymn, the strain of rapture pour, 
While on thy soul the beams of glory rise! 
For if the pilot haU the welcome shore, 
With shouts of triumph swelling to tlie skies; 
Oh! how shouldst tfiou the exulting psan raises 
Now heaven's bright harbour opens on thy gaze. 



ToaauATO TASso. 
NegU anni accibi tuol, purpurea too. 
Thoq in thy morn wert Hke a glowing rose, 
To the mild sunshine only half displayed. 
That shunnea na uau>hful graces to disclose^ 
And m its vale of verdure sought a shade ; 

Or like Aurora did thy charms appear, 

(Since mortal form ne'er vied with aught so bright,) 

Aurora, smiling from hor tranquil sphere. 

O'er Tale and mountain shedding dew and tight; 

Now riper years have doomed no, grace to fade, 
Nor youthAil tthanhs, in all their pride arrayed, 
^xcel, or equal thy neglected form. 
Thus, full expanded, lovelier is the flower, 
And the bright day-«tar, in its noontide hour, 
"P/Lote brilliant shines, in genial radiance wann. 



B£RNABDO TA8S0. 

QjOMtf ambia che giammai hod vido il sols. 
This green recess, where through the bowery 

gloom 
Ne'er e'en at noontide hours the sunbeam played. 
Where violet beds in soft luxuriance bloom, 
'Midst the cool freshness of the myrtle-shade; 

Where through the grass a sparkling fountain 

steals. 
Whose mamwiring ware, transparent as it flows. 
No more its bed of yellow sand oonceals, 
Thui the pure crystal hides the glowing rose ; 

This bower of peace, thou soother of our care, 
Gbd of soft slumbers, and of visions fair 1 
A lowly shepherd consecrates to thee! 



Then breathe around some spell of deep repose, 
And charm his eyes in balmy dew to close, 
Those oyes, fatigued with grief, from tear-drops 
never free. 



PETRARCH. 

Chi vttol vedar quantunque pad naoua. 
Thou that wouldst mark, in form of human birth, 
All heaven and nature's perfect skill combined, 
Come gaze on her, the day-star of the earth, 
Dazzling not me alone, but all mankind : 

And haste! for death, who spares the guilty long, 
First calls the brightest and the best away; 
And to her home, amidst the cherub-throng 
The angelic mortal flies, and will not stay! 

Haste! and each outward oharm, each mental 

grace, 
In one consummate form thine eye shall trace, 
Model of loveliness, for earth too fair 1 
Then thou shalt own, how faint my votive lays, 
My spirit dazzled by perfection's blaze — 
But if thou still delay, for long regret prepare. 



PETRARCH. 
Se lamentar augelll, o veidi frooda. 
Ip to the sighing breeze of summer-hoars 
Bend the green leaves ; if mourns a plaintive bird*, 
Or from some fount's cool margin, fringed with 

flowers, 
The soothing murmur of the wave is heard; 

Her, whom the heavens reveal, the earth denies, 
I see and hear: though dwelling far above, 
Her spirit, still responsive to my sighs, 
Visits the lone retreat of pensive love. 

" Why thus in grief consume each fruitless day,'' 
(Her gentle accents thus divinely say,) 
*' While from thine eyes the tear unceasing flows 1 
Weep not for me, who, hastening on my flight, 
Died, to be deathless; and on heavenly light 
Whose eyes but opened, when they seemed to 
dose!" 



TERBI SPAGNOOLI DI PIETRO BEMBO. 
OMuartel que sueles aer. 

Thou, the stem monarch of dismay; 
Whom nature trembles to survey. 
Oh Deatb 1 to me, the child of grie( 
Thy welcome power would bring relief. 
Changing to peaceful slumber many a care. 
And though thy stroke may thrill with paii} 
Each throbbing pulse, each quivering vein; 
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And wflvpcr, when her eyes unveil, 
That I, since morning's earliest call, 
Have sighed her name to every gale, 
By the lone waterfall 



The pangs that bid existenee close, 
Ah! sore are fiur less keen than those, 
Which cloud its lingering momflntB with despair. 



FRANCESCO LORENZIKI. 
O ZflfirDito^ dM morendo vaL 
Sylph of the breeze! whose dewy pinions light 
Wave gently round the tree I planted here, 
Sacred to her, whose soul hath winged its flight 
To the pure ether of her lofty sphere; 

Be it thy care, soft spirit of the gale I 
To fan its leaves in summer's noontide hour; 
Be it thy care, that wintry tempests fail 
To rend its honoun from the sylvan bower. 

Then shall it spread, and rear th' aspiring form, 
Pride of the wood, secure from every storm. 
Graced with her name, a consecrated tcee ! 
So may thy lord, the monarch of the wind, 
Ne'er with rude chains thy tender pinions bind, 
But grant thee still to rove, a wanderer wild and 
free! 



0E8SNER. 

MORNING SONG, 
WUkommen, Iruhe mu r geusonn. 

Hail! morning sun, thus early bright; 
Welcome, sweet dawn! thou younger day! 
Through the dark woods th&t fringe the height 
Beams forth, e'en now, thy ray. 

Bright on the dew, it sparkles clear, 
Bright on the water's glittering fall, 
Andjiie, and joy, and health appear, 
Sweet morning! at thy call. 

Now thy fresh breezes lightly spring 
From beds of fragrance, where they lay, 
And roving wild on dewy wiug, 
Drive slumber far away. 

Fantastic dreams, in swift retreat, 
Now firom each mind withdraw their spell, 
While the young loves delighted meet, 
On Rosa's cheek to dwell. 

Speed zephyr! kiss each opening flower, 
Its fragrant spirit make thine own; 
Then wing thy way to Rosa's bower, 
Ere her light sleep is flown. 

Tbiera, o'er her downy pillow, fly, 
Wake the sweet maid to Ufe and day; 
Bieathe on her balmy lip a sigh. 
And o'er her bosom play; 



OEBMAN BONO. 

Madchen, lernet Amor kennsn. 
Listen, fair maid, my song shall tell 
How Xjovo may still be known full well, 

His looks the traitor prove : 
Dost thou not see that absent smile, 
That fiery glance replete with guile 1 

Oh! doubt not then — 'tis Love. 
When varying still the sly disguise, 
Child of caprice, he laughs and cries. 

Or with complaint would move ; 
To day is bold, to-morrow shy, 
Changing each hour, he knows not why. 

Oh ! doubt not then — 't is Leva 
There's magic in his every wile, 
His lips, well practised to beguile. 

Breathe roses when they move; 
See, now with sudden rage he bums, 
Disdains, implores, commands, by turns ; 

Oh ! doubt not then — 't is Love. 

He comes, without the bow and dart, 
That spare not e'en the purest heart ; 

His looks the traitor prove ; 
That glance is fire, that mien is guile, 
Deceit is lurking in that smile. 

Oh! trust him not — 't is Love! 



CHAULIEU. 

Groue, d'ou sort se clair rulseau. 
Thou grot, whence flows this limpid spring. 
Its margin fringed with moss and flowers. 
Still bid its vdke of murmurs bring 
Peace to thy musing hours. 

Sweet Fontenay! where first for me 
The day-spring of existence rose, 
Soon shall my dust return to thee, 
And 'midst my sires repose. 

Muses, that watched my childhood's mom, 
'Midst these wild haunts, with guardian eye, 
Fair trees, that here beheld me bom, 
Soon shall ye see me die. 



GARCtLASO DE LA VEGA. 

Ooged do vuntn alegre priinaven. 
Enjot the sweets of life's luxuriant May, 
Ere envious Age b hastening on his way, 
With snowy wreaths to crown the beauteous brow 
The rose will fade when storms assail the year. 
And Time, who changeth not his swift career, 
ConitaDt in this, will change all else below! 
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Jlli0cell«neott0 iPoetitiei. 



THE TREASURES OF THE DEEP. 
What hid'et thou in thy treasure-caves and celbl 
Thou hollow-sounding and mysterious main! 
— Pale glistening pearls, and rainbow-coloured 

shells, 
Blight things which gleam unrecked-of, and in 

vain! 
^Keep, keep thy riches, melancholy sea ! 
We ask not such from thee. 

Yet more, the depths have more! — what wealth 

untold, 
Far down, and shining through their stillness lies 
Thou hast the starry gems, the burning gold, 
Won from ten thousand royal Argosies! 
^-Sweep o'er thy spoils, thou wild and wrathful 

main! 
Earth claims not theee again. 

Yet more, the depths have more! thy waves have 

rolled 
Above the cities of a world gone by ! 
Sand hath filled up the palaces of old. 
Sea-weed overgrown the halls of revelry. 
— Dash o'er them, ocean! in thy scornful play! 
Man yields them to decay. 

Yet more! the billows and the depths have more ! 
High hearts and brave are gathered to thy breast ! 
They hear not now the booming waters roar, 
The battle-thunders will not break their rest. 
—Keep thy red gold and gems, thou stormy gna^ I 
Give back the true and brave I 

Give back the lost and lovely ! — those for whom 
The place was kept at board and hearth so long, 
The prayer went up through midnight's breathless 

gloom, 
And the vain yearning woke 'midst festal song ! 
Hold iut, thy buried isles, thy towers o'erthrown — 
But all is not thine own. 

To thee the love of woman hath gone down, 
Dark fiow thy tides o'er manhood's noble head, 
O'er youth's bright locks, and beauty's flowery 

crown, 
—Yet must thou hear a voice— restore the dead! 
Earth shall reclaim her precious things from thee! 
— Restore the dead, thou sea! 



BRING FLOWERS. 
Brinq flowers, young flowers, for the festal board, 
To wreathe the cup ere the wine is poured; 
Bring flowers! they are springing in wood and 

vale. 
Their breath floato out on the southern gale. 



And the touch of the sunbeam hath waked the 

rose, 
To deck the hall where the bright wine flows. 

Bring flowers to strew in the conqueror's path — 
He hath shaken thrones with his stormy wrathj 
He comes with the spoils of nations back, 
The vines lie crushed in his chariot's track, 
The turf looks red where he won the day — 
Bring flowers to die in the conqueror's way I 

Bring flowere to the captive's lonely cell. 
They have tales of the joyous woods to tell; 
Of the free blue streams, and the glowing sky 
And the bright world shut from his languid eye ; 
They will bear him a thought of the sunny hours, 
And a dream of, his youth — bring him flowers, 
wild flowers ! 

Bring flowers, fresh flowers, for the bride to wear! 
They were bom to blush in her shining hair. 
She is leaving the home of her childhood's mirth I 
She hath bid farewell to her father's hearth, 
Her place is now by another's side- 
Bring flowers for the locks of the fidr young bride I 

Bring flowers, pale flowers, o'er the bier to shed, 

A crown for the brow of the eariy dead I 

For this through its leaves hath the white-nee 

burst. 

For this in the woods was the violet nursed. 
Though they smile in vain for what once was ours, 
They are love's last gift — ^bring ye flowers, pale 

flowers! 

Bring flowers to the shrine where we kneel in 

prayer. 
They are nature's offering, their place is there! 
They speak of hope to the fainting heart, 
With a voice of promise they come and part. 
They sleep in dust through the wintry hours. 
They break forth in glory — bring flowen, bright 

flowers! 



THE CRUSADER'S RETURN. 



MAlss! ihemodMrihathlmtMunB^ 
If she had been in presence ibere, 
la his was cheeks and euuburat hsir, 

She had not known her child." 



Rest, pilgrim, rest !— thou 'rt from the Syrian land, 
Thou 'rt from the wild and wondrous east I know 
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By the loDg-witherad palm-branch in thy hand, 
And by the darkneaaof thy sunburnt brow. 
Alas! the bright, the beautiful, who part, 
So full of hope, for that far country's bourne ! 
Alael the weary and the changed in heart, 
And dimmed in aspect, who like thee return! 

Thou 'rt faint^-sUy, rest thee from thy toils at 

last, 
Through the high chesnuts lightly plays the 

breeze, 
The stars gleam out, the Ave hour is psMod, 
The sailor's hymn hath died along the seas. 
Thou 'rt faint and wom—hear'st thou the foun- 
tain welling 
By the gray pillars of yon ruined shrine 1 
Seest thou the dewy grapes, before thee swelling 1 
—'He that hath left me trained tha^ loaded vinel 

He was a child when thus the bower h6 wove, 
(Oh 1 hath a day fled since his childhood's time?) 
That I might.sit and hear the sound 1 k»ve, 
Beneath its shade — ^the convent's vesper-chime. 
And sit thou there! — ^for he' was gentle ever; 
With his glad voice he would have welcomed 

thee, 
And brought fresh fruits to cod thy parched lips* 

feve^^ 
—There in his place thou 'it resting — ^where is he 1 

If I could hear that laughing voice again, 

But once again! — ^how oft it wanders by. 

In the still hours, like some remembered stndn, 

Troubling the heart with its wild melody I 

•«— Thou hast seen much, tired pilgrim ! hast thou 

seen 
In that fiir land, the chosen land of yore, 
A youth — my Guide — with the fiery mien, 
And the dark eye of this Italian shore 1 

The dark, clear, lightning eye !— on Heaven and 

earth 
It smiled — as if man were not dust^t smiled ! 
The Te'ry air seemed kindling with his mirth, 
And I-^my heart grew young before my child I 
My blessed child ! — I had but him — yet he 
Filled all my home e'en with o'erflowing joy, 
Sweet laughter, and wild song, and footstep free— 
— Where is he now 1— my pride, my flower, my boy I 

His sunny childhood melted from my sight. 
Like a spring dew-drop — then hb forehead wore 
A prouder look — his eye a keener light<— 
-—I Imew these woods might be his world no more ! 
He loved me— but he left me I — thus they go, 
Whom we have reared, watched, blessed, too much 

adored! 
He heard the trumpet of the red-cross blow, 
And bounded from me with his father's iword ! 



Thou ^bep'st — I tremble-- thou hast seen the slain 
Pressing a bloody turf; the young and fair, 
With their pale beauty strewing o'er the plain 
Where hosts have met — speak 1 answer 1 — was he 

there 1 
Oh I hath his smile departed 1 — Could the grave 
Shut o'er those bursts of bright and tameless glee? 
— No ! I shall yet behold his dark locks wave — 
That look gives hqie — I knew it could not be I 

Still weep'st thou, wanderer?— some fond mother's 

glance 
O'er thee too brooded in thine early years — 
Think'st thou of her, whose gentle eye, perchance, 
Bathed all thy faded hair with parting tears? 
Speak, for thy tears disturb me !— what art thou ? 
Why dost thou hide thy face, yet weeping on ? 
I|Ook up ! — oh ! is it — that wan cheek and brow !— 
Is it — alas ! yet joy I — ^my son, my son ! 



THEKLA'S SONG; OR, THE VOICE OP 
A SPIRIT. 

FROM THE OERMAN OF SCHILLER. 

Thii SoDg \b nid to have been compoeed by SchlUer in an- 
swer to the inquiries of hia friends respecting tlie fiua of 
ntekloj whose beautiful character is withdrawn from the 
tragedy of " Wallenstein's Death," after her rosolution to vU 
flit ttie grave of her lover is made Icnown 

"Tifl not merely 

The human being's pride that peoples spaoa 
With life and mystical predominance ; 
Since likewise for the stridcen heart of JoM 
This visible nature, and this commoo worii^ 
Are all too narrow." 

CoUridgea TranalatUm of WaUtnaUxn. 

Ask'st thou my home? — ^my pathway wouldst 

thou know, 
When from thine eye my floating shadow passed 1 
Was not my work fulfilled and closed below 1 
Had I not lived and loved 7 — my lot was cast 

Wouldst thou ask where the nightingale is gone, 

That melting into song her soul away. 

Gave the spring-breeze what witched thee in its 

tone*? 
— But while she loved, she lived, in that deep lay! 

Think'st thou my heart its lost one hath not found 1 
— Yes ! we are one, oh !« trust me, we have met, 
Where nought again may part what love hath bound, 
Where falls no tear, and whispers no regret. 

There shalt thou find us, there with us be blest, 
If as our love thy love is pure and true I 
There dwells my father,* sinless and at rest. 
Where the fierce murderer may no more pursue. 
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And well he fecU, no error of the dust 
Drew to the stars of Heaven his mortal ken, 
There it is with us, e'en as is our trust, 
He that believes, is near the holy then. 

There shall each feeling beautiful and high, 
Keep the sweet promise of its earthly day ; 
—Oh ! fear thou not to dream with waking eye t 
There lies deep meaning oft in childish play. 



THE REVELLERS. 

Ring, joyous chords ! — ring out again ! 
A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 
They aie here — the fair face and the careless heart, 
And stars shall wane ere the mirthful part. 
— ^But I met a dimly mournful glance. 
In a sudden turn of the flying dance ; 
I heard the tone of heavy sigh, 
In a pause of the thrilling melody ! 
And it is not well that wo should breathe 
On the bright spring-flowers of the festal wreath ! 
— ^Ye that to thought or to grief belong. 
Leave, leave the hall of song ! 

Ring, joyous chords ! — ^but who ait thou, 

With the shadowy locks o'er thy pale young brow, 

And the world of dreamy gloom that lies 

[n the misty deptlis of thy soft dark eyes 1 

— Thou hast loved, fair girl ! thou hast loved too 

well! 
Thou art mourning now o'er ajiroken spell ; 
Thou hast poured thy heart's rich treasures forth, 
And art unrepaid for their priceless worth ! 
Mourn on ! — yet come thou not here the while, 
It b but a pain to see thee smile I 
There is not a tone 'in our songs for thee^- 
— Home with thy sorrows flee 1 

Ring,, joyous chords ! — ^ring out again ! 
—But what dost thou with the Revel's train 1 
A silvery voice through the soft air floats, 
But thou hast no part in' the gladdening notes ; 
There are bright young faces that pass thee by, 
But they fix no glance of thy wandering eye ! 
Away ! there's a void in thy yearning breast, 
Thou weary ihan ! wilt thou here And rest 1 
Away ! for thy thoughts from the scene have fled, 
And the love of thy spirit b with the dead ! 
Thou art but more lone 'midst the sounds of mirth — 
— Back to thy silent hearth ! 

Ring, joyous chords !— ring forth again I 

A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 

— But thoUj though a reckless mien be thine, 

And thy cup be crowned with the foaming wine, 

By the fitful bursts of thy laughter loud. 

By thine eye's quick flash through its troubled cloud, 



i I know thee !— it is but the wakeftil fear 
Of a haunted bosom that brings thee here ! 
I know thee ! — thou fearest the solemn night. 
With her piercing stars and her deep wind's might ! 
There 's a tone in her voice which thou/ain wouldst 

shun. 

For it asks what the secret soul hath done I 
And thou — there 's a dark weight on thine — away I 
— Back to thy home and pray ! 

Ring, joyous chords! — ^ring out again! 

A swifter still, and a wilder strain ! 

And bring fresh wreaths I— we will banish all 

Save the free in heart from our festive hall. 

On through the maze of the fleet dance, on ! 

— But where are the young and the lovely 1— 

gone! 
Where are the brows with the red rose crowned, 
And the floating forms with the bright zone bound ? 
And the waving locks and the flying feet, 
That still should be where the. mirthful meet I 
— They are gone — they are fled — ^they are parted 

all- 

— Alas ! the forsaken hall ! 



THE CONaUEROR»S SLEEP. 

Sleep 'midst thy banners furled I 
Yes ! thou art there, upon thy buckler lying, 
With the soft wind unfelt around thee sighing, 
Thou chief of hosts, whose trumpet shakes the 

world ! 

Sleep while the babe sleeps on its mother's breast — 
— Oh 1 strong b night — for thou too art at rest ! 

Stillness hath smoothed thy brow, 
And now might love keep timid vigUs by thee. 
Now might the foe with stealthy foot draw nigh 

thee, 
Alike unconscious and defenceless thou ! 
Tread lightly, watchers ! — now the field b won. 
Break not the rest of nature's weary son I 

Perchance some lovely dream 
Back from thy stormy fight thy soul b bearing, 
To the green places of thy boyish daring. 
And all the windings of thy native stream ; 
— Why, thb were joy! — upon the tented plain. 
Dream on, thou Conqueror ! — ^be a child again! 

But thou wilt wake at mom, 
With thy strong passions to the conflict leaping. 
And thy dark troubled thoughts, all earth o'er- 

sweeping, 
— So wilt thou rise, oh ! thou of woman bom I 
And put thy terrors on, till none may dare 
Look span thee— the tired one, slambering then! 
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Why, so the peasant sleeps 
Beneath his vine ! — and man must kneel before 

thee, 
And for his birthright vainly still implore thee! 
Shait thou be stayed because thy brother weeps? 
— Wake! and forget that 'midst a dreaming world, 
ThoQ hast lain thus, with all thy banners furled ! 

Foifet that thou, e'en thou. 
Hast feebly shivered when the wind passed o'er 

thee, 
And sunk to rest upon the earth which bore thee. 
And felt the night-dew chill thy fevered brow ! 
Wake with the trumpet, with the s()ear press on ! 
— Yet shall the dust take home its mortal son. 



OUR LADY'S WELL.* 

Fount of the woods ! thou art hid no more, 
From Heaven's clear eye, as in time of yore! 
For the roof hath sunk from thy mossy walls, 
And the sun's free glance on thy slumber falls; 
And the dim tree-shadows across thee pass, 
As the boughs are swayed o'er thy silvery glass ; 
And the reddening leaves to thy breast are blown, 
When the autumn wind hath a stormy tone ; 
And thy bubbles rise to the flashing rain — 
Bright Fount I thou art nature's own again ! 

Fount of the vale ! thou art sought no more 
By the pilgrim's foot, as -in time of yore, 
When he came from afar, his beads to tell, 
And to chant his hymn at Our Lady's Well. 
There is heard no Ave through thy bowers, 
Thou art gleaming lone 'midst thy water-flowers! 
But the herd may drink firom thy gushing wave, 
And there may the reaper his forehead lave, 
And the woodman seeks thee not in vain — 
^Bright Fount 1 thou ait nature's own again 1 

Fount of the Virgin's ruined shrine I 

A voice that speaks of the post is thine I 

It mingles the tone of a thoughtful sigh, 

With the notes that ring through the laughing 

•ky; 

'Midst the mirthful song of the summer-bird, 
And the sound of the breeze, it will yet be heard ! 
•—Why is it that thus wo may gaze on thee, 
To the brilliant sunshine sparkling free 1 
— 'Tis that all on earth is of Time's domain — 
He hath made thee nature's own again i 

Fount of the chapel with ages gray ! 
Thou art springing freshly amidst decay ! 



* ▲ beautiful apriag in the woods near St Asaph, formerly 
ODVend in with a chapel, now m ruins. It was dedicated to 
theVligii]^ and, accocdiBgtoFennaDi, much the resort of pil- 
grima. 



Thy rites are closed, and thy cross lies low, 
And the changeful hours breathe o'er thee now I 
Yet if at thine altar one holy thought 
In man's deep spirit of old hath wrought; 
If peace to the mourner hath here been given, 
Or prayer, from a chastened heart, to Heaven, 
Be the spot still hallowed while Time shall reign. 
Who hath made thee nature's own again ! 



ELYSIUM. 



"In the Elysium of the anciently we find none but heroes 
and peraona who had either been fortunate or diKinguiehed 
on earth ; the children, and apparently the slaves and lower 
daasea, that is to saj, Poverty, Misfortune, and Innocence, 
were banished to the infernal regions." 

Chateaubriand, Gdnie du Ckrigtimnsme, 



Fair wert thou, in the dreams 
Of elder time, thou land of glorious flowers, 
And summer-winds, and low-toned silvery streams, 
Dim with the shadows of thy laurel-bowers ! 

Where, as they passed, bright hours 
Left no foint sense of parting, such as clings 
To earthly love, and joy in loveliest things ! 

Fair wert thou, with the light 
On thy blue hills and sleepy waters cast, 
From purple skies ne'er deepening into night, 
Yet soft, as if each moment were their last 

Of glory, fading &st 
Along the mountains ! — but thy golden day 
Was not as those that warn us of decay. 

And ever, through thy shades, 
A swell of deep Eolian sound went by. 
From fountain-voices in their secret glades, 
And low reed-whispers, making sweet reply 

To summer's breezy sigh ! 
And young leaves trembling to the wind's light 

breath, 
Which ne'er had touched them with a hue of death ! 

And the transparent sky 
Rung as a dome, all thrilling to the strain 
Of harps that, 'midst the woods, made harmony 
Solemn and sweet ; yet troubling not the brain 

With dreams and yearnings vain. 
And dim remembrances, that still draw birth 
From the bewUdering music of the earth. 

And who, with silent tread. 
Moved o'er the plains of waving Asphodell 
Who, called and severed from the countless dead, 
Amidst the shadowy Amaranth-bowers migh*. 
dwell, 

And listen to the swell 
Of those majestic hymn-notes, and inhale 
The spirit wandering in tb' immortal galel 
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They of the sword, whose praise, 
With the bright wine at nations* feasts, went 

round! 
They of the lyre, whose unfbrgotten lays 
On the morn's wing had sent their mighty sound. 

And in all regions found 
Their echoes 'midst the mountains '.—and become 
In man's deep heart, as voices of his home ! 

They of the daring thought ! 
Daring and powerful, yet to dust allied; 
Whose flight through stars, and seas, and depths 

had sought 
The soul's far birth-place— but without a guide 1 

Sages and seers, who died, 
And left the world their high mysterious dreams^ 
Bom 'midst the olive-woods, by Grecian streams. 

But they, of whose abode 
'Midst her green valleys earth retained no trace, 
Save a flower springing from their burial^sod, 
A shade of sadness on some kindred face, 

A void and silent place 
tn some sweet home ; — thou hadst no wreaths for 

these, 
Thou sunny land! with all thy deathless trees! 

The peasant, at his door 
Might sink to die, when vintage-feasts were spreadj 
And songs on every wind I — From thy bright shore 
No lovelier vision floated round his head, 

Thou wert for nobler dead ! 
He heard the bounding steps which round him fell, 
And sighed to bid the festal sun farewell I 

The slave, whose very tears 
Were a forbidden luxury, and whose breast 
Shut up the woes and burning thoughts of yean, 
As in the ashes of an urn compressed ; 

— Hit might not be thy guest! 
No gentle breatliings from thy distant sky 
Came o'er his path, and whispered <^ Liberty !" 

Calm, on its leaf-«trewn bier, 
Unlike a gift of nature to decay, 
Too rose-like still, too beautiful, too dear, . 
The child at rest before its mother lay; 

E'en so to pass away, 
With its bright smile !— Elysium ! what wert ihour^ 
To her, who wept o'er that young slumberer's 
brow 7 

Thou hadst no home, green land! 
For the fair creature from her bosom gone, 
With life's first flowers just o|)ening in her hand. 
And all the lovely thoughts and dreams unknown, 

Which in its clear eye shone 
Like the spring's wakening!— but that light was 



Not where thy soft winds played. 

Not where thy waters lay in glassy sleep! 

Fade, with thy bowers, thou land of visions, fade 1 
From thee no voice came o'er the gloomy deep. 

And bade man cease to weepl 
Fade, with the amaranth-plain, the myrtle-gnwe. 
Which could not yield one hope to sorrowing bve ! 

For the most loved are they. 
Of whom Fame speaks not with her clarion-voice 
In regal halls! — the shades o'erhang their way. 
The vale, with its deep fountains, is their choic0| 

And gentle hearts rejoice 
Around their steps ! — till silently they die, 
As a stream shrinks from summer's burning eye< 

And the world knows not then. 
Not then, nor ever, what pure thoughts are fled! 
Yet these are they, that on the souls of men 
Come back, when night her folding veil hath 
spread, 

The long-remembered dead ! 
But not with thee might aught save glory dwell-^ 
— Fade, fade away, thou shore of Asphodel! 



-^Where went the dew-drop, swept befbie the 
blast? 



THE FUNERAL GENIUS; 

AN ANCIENT STATUE. 



"Debout, couronnA ds fleun, les bras Alevte et poids sur 
la t^te, et le dos appuye contie un pin, oe g^nie aemble ei- 
primer par son altitude le repos des morta Lea bas-reliefa 
des tombeauz oSrent souvent des figures semblablea." 

Vuconti, Description dea AnUque$ du Musie RoyaU 



Thou shouldst be looked on when the starlight 

falls 
Through the blue stiUness of the sununer-air 
Not by the torch-flre wavering on the walls ; 
It hath too fitful and too wild a glare ! 
And thou! — thy rest, the soft, the lovely, seems 
To ask light steps, that vnll not break its dreams. 

Flowers are upon thy brow; for so the dead 
Were crowned of old, with pale spring-flowers like 

these: 
Sleep on thine eye hath sunk; yet softly shed, 
As from the wing of some fidnt sonthem breeie : 
And the pine-boughs o'ershadow thee with gloom 
Which of the grove seems breathing — not the 

tomb. 

They feared not death, whose cahn and graciont 

thought 
Of the last hour, hath settled thus in thee ! 
They who thy wreath of pallid roses wrought. 
And laid thy head against the forest-tree, 
As that of one, by music's dreamy cloee, 
On the wood-^ets lulled to deep repose. 
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They feared not death!— yet who shall say his 

touch 
Thus lightly falls on gentle things and fair T 
Doth he bestow, or will he leave so much 
Of tender beauty as thy features wear 7 
Thou sleeper of llie bower! on whose young eyes 
So still a night, a night of summer, lies ! 

Had they seen aught like thee 7— Did some fair boy 
Thus, with his graceful hair, before them rest 7 
— His graceful hair, no more to wave in joy, 
But drooping, as with heavy dews oppressed 1 
And his eye veiled so softly by its fringe, 
And his lip faded to the white-rose tinge 7 

Oh! happy, if to them the one dread hour 
Made known its lessons from a brow like thine ! 
If all their knowledge of the spoiler's power 
Came by a kiok, so tranquilly divine ! 
— Let him, who thw hath seen the lovely part, 
Hold well that image to his thoughtful heart! 

But thou, fair slumberer! was there less of wo, 

Or love, or terror, in the days of old, 

That men poured out their gladdening spirit's 

flow. 
Like sunshine, on the desolate and cold. 
And gave thy semblance to the shadowy king 
Who for deep souls had then a deeper sting 7 

In the dark bosom of the earth they laid 
Far more than we— for loftier faith is ours I 
T%£»r gems were lost in ashes— yet they made 
The grave a place of beauty and of flowers. 
With fragrant wreaths and summer boughs ar- 
rayed. 
And lovely sculpture gleaming through the shade. 

Is it for tw a darker gloom to shed 
O'er its dim precincts7— do we not entrust 
But for a time its chambers with our dead. 
And strew immortal seed upon the dust7 
^Why should toe dwell on that which lies he- 

neath. 
When living light hath touched the brow of death 1 



DIRGE OP A CHILD. 

No bitter tears for thee be shed, 
Blossom of being 1 seen and gone ! 
With flowers alone we strew thy bed, 

O blest departed one! 
Whose all of life, a roey ray. 
Blushed into dawn, and passed away. 

Yes ! thou art fled, ere guilt had power 
To stain thy cherub soul and form. 
Closed is the soft ephemeral flower. 

That never folt a storm! 
The sunbeam's smile, the zephyr's breath, 
All that it knew £rom hixth to deatk 



Thou wert so like a form of light, 
That Heaven benignly called thee hence, 
Ere yet the world could breathe one blight 

O'er thy sweet innocence: 
And thou, that brighter home to bless. 
Art passed, with all thy loveliness ! 

Oh! hadst thou still on earth remained. 

Virion of beauty! fair as brief! 

How soon thy brightness had been stained 

With passion or with grief! 
Now not a sullying breath can rise, 
To dim thy glory in the skies. 

We rear no marble o'er thy tomb. 

No sculptured image there shall mourn ; 

Ah ! fitter far the vernal bloom 

Such dwelling to adorn. 
Fragrance, and flowers, and dews, must be 
The only emblems meet for thee. 

Thy grave shall be a blessed shrine, 
Adorned with Nature's brightest wreath. 
Each glowing season shall combine 

Its incense there to breathe ; 
And oft, upon the midnight air. 
Shall viewless harps be murmuring there. 

And oh ! sometimes in visions blest, 

Sweet spirit! visit our repose, 

And bear from thine own world of rest, 

Some balm for human woes ! 
What form more lovely could be given 
Than thine, to messenger of Heaven 1 



ENGLAND'S DEAD. 

Son of the ocean isle ! 
Where sleep your mighty dead 7 
Show me what high and stately pile 
Is reared o'er Glory's bed. 

Go, stranger! track the deep. 
Free, free, the white Sail spread! 
Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep. 
Where rest not England's dead. 

On Elgypt's burning plains, 
By the pyramid o'erswayed. 
With fearful power the noon-day reigns, 
And the palm-trees yield no shade. 

But let the angry sun 
From heaven look fiercely red, 
Unfelt by those whose task is done! 
There slumber England's dead. 

The hurricane hath might 
Along the Indian shore. 
And far, by Ganges' banks at night, 
Is heard the tiger's roar. 
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fiat let the sound roll on ! 
It liath no tone of clwad 
For those that from their toils are gone ; 
•7- There sluniber England's dead. 

Loud rush the torrent-floods 

The western wilds among, 

And free, in green Columbia's woods, 

Tlie hunter's bow is strung. 

But let the floods rush on ! 
Let the arrow's flight be sped ! 
Why should they reck whose task is done? 
There slumber England's dead ! 

The roountain-storms'rise high 
In the srtowy Pyrenees, 
And toss the pine-boughs through the sky, 
Like rose-leaves on the breeze. 

But let the storm rage on ! 
Let the forest-wreaths be shed ! 
For the RoncesTalles' field is won, 
There slumbor England's dead. 

On the frozen deep's repose 
'T is a dark and dreadful hour, 
When round the ship the ice-fields closer 

To chain her with their power. 

• 

But let the ice drift on ! 
Let the cold-blue desert spread I 
Their course with mast and fiag is done, 
There slumber England's dead. 

The warlike of the isles, 
The men of field and wave! 
Are not the rocks their funeral piles, 
The seas and shores their grave? 

Go, stranger! track the deep. 
Free, free the white sail spread ! 
Wave may not foam, nor wild wind sweep. 
Where rest not England's dead. 



TO THE MEMORY OP BISHOP HEBER. 

If it be sad to speak of treasures gone, 
Of sainted genius called too soon away, 

Of light, from this world taken, while it shone 
Yet kindling onward to the perfect day; — 

How shall our griefs, if these things mournful bo. 

Flow forth, oh! thou of manygifls, lor thee? 

Hath not thy voice been here amongst us heard? 

And that deep soul of gentleness and power. 
Have we not felt its breath in every word, 

Wont from thy lip, as Hcrmon's dew, to shower? 



How shall we mourn thee ?— With a lofly tnut, 

Our life's immortal birthright from above I 
With a glad faith, whose eye, to track the just, 
Through shades and mysteries lifts a glance of 
love, 
And yet can weep! — ^for mature thus deplores 
The friend that leaves us, though for happier 
shores. 

And one high tone of triumph o'er thy bier, • 
One strain of solemn rapture be all<ywed-> 

Thou, thai' rejoicing on thy mid career. 
Not to decay, but unto death, hacit bowed : 

In those bright regions of the riang son, 

Where victory ne'^i a crown like thine bad won. 

Praise! for yet one more name with power en- 
dowed, 
To cheer and guide us, onward as we press; 
Yet one more image, on the heart bestowed, 

To dwell there, beautiful in holiness 1 
Thine^ Heber, thine! whose memory from the 

dead, 
Shines ad the star which to the Saviour led. 



THE HOUR OF PRAYER. 

Child, amidst the flowers at play. 
While the red light feules away; 
Mother, with thine earnest eye 
Ever following silently ; 
Father, by the breeze of eve 
Called thy harvest-work to leave ; 
Pray! — ere yet the dark hours be. 
Lift the heart and bend the knee! 

Traveller, in the stranger's land 
Far from thino own household band } 
Mourner, haunted by the tone 
Of a voice from thb world gone; 
Captive, in whose narrow cell 
Sunshine hath not leave to dweU; 
Sailor, on the darkening sea — 
Lift the heart and bend the knee! 

Warrior, that from battle won 
Brcathest now at set of sun ! 
Woman, o'er the lowly slain 
Weeping on his burial plain: 
Ye that triumph, ye that sigh, 
Kindred by one holy tie, 
Heaven's first star alike ye uco 
Lift tlie heart and bend the knee! 



THE VOICE OP SPRING. 



I COME, I come ! ye have called me long, 
— Yes ! in our hearts thy fervent thoughts have ! I come o'er the mountains with light and song t 
burned — Ye may trace my step o'er the wakening earth, 

Of Heaven they were, and thither have returned. By the winds whioh tell of th0vk)let^s biitbf 
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By the primroee-Btara in the shadowy grass, 
By the green leaves, opening as I pass. 

I have breathed on the south, and the chesnut 

flowers 
By thousands hate burst from the Ibrest-bowers, 
And the ancient graves, and tlie fidlen fanes, 
Are veiled with wreathaK>n ItaHan plains; 
— But it is not for me, in my hour of bloomy 
To speak of the ruin or the tomb ! 

I have looked o'er the hills of the stormy north, 
And the larch has hung all his tasseb forth, 
The fisher is out on the sunny sea, 
And the rein-deer bounds o'er the pastures free, 
And the pine has a fringe of softer green, 
And the moss looks bright, where my foot hath 
been. 

I have sent through the wood-paths a glowing 

And called out each voice of the deep blue sky ; 
From the night-bird's lay through the starry time, 
In the groves of the soft Hesperian clime, 
To the swan's wild note, by the Iceland lakes, 
When the dark fir^branch into verdure breaks. 

From the streams and founts I have loosed the 

chain, 
They are sweeping on the silvery main, 
They are flashing down from the mountain brows, 
They are flinging spray o'er the forest-boughs, 
They are bursting fresh ficom their sparry caves^ 
And the earth resoands with the joy of waves ! 

Gome forth, O ye children of gladness, oomel 
Where the violets lie may be now youf home. 
Ye of the rose lip and dew^bright eye, 
And the bounding footstep, to meet me fly ! 
With the lyre, and the wreath, and the joyous lay. 
Come forth to the sunshine, 1 may not stay. 

Away from the dwellings of care-worn men. 
The waters are sparkling in grove and glen ! 
Away from the chamber and sullen hearth, 
The young leaves are dancing in breezy mirth ! 
Their light stems thrill to the wild-wood stains, 
And youth is abroad in my green domi^o9.. 

But ye! — ^ye are chirig^ sinde ye met^^i^ ! 
There is something .^hiTght fiom your fe^res 



! 
There is that come o^r your brow and eye. 
Which speaks of a'w^rld where the flowen must 

die! 
—Ye smile 1 but your smile hath a dimness yet — 
Oh I what have ye looked on since last we metl 

Ye are changed, ye are changed! — and I see not 

here 
All whom I saw in the vanished ye«r*; 
27 



There were, graceful heads, with their ringlets 

. bright, 
Which tossed in the breeze with a play of light. 
There were eyes, in whose glistening laughter lay 
No faint remembrance of dull decay ! 

There were steps that flew o'er the cowslip's head, 

As 'if for a banquet all earth was spread; 

There were voices that rung through the sapplure 

»ky, 
And had not a sound of mortality I 
Are they gonel is their mirth from the motrntains 

passed! 
— ^Ye have kx>ked on death since ye met me last ! 

I know whence the shadow comes o'er you. no w^ 
Ye have strewn the dust on the sunny brow ! 
Ye have given the lovely to earth's embrace, 
She hath taken the fairest of beauty's race. 
With their laughing eyes and their festal, crown, 
They are'gone from amongst you in silence down ! 

They are gone from amongst you, the young and 

fair, 

Ye have lost the gleam i>f their shining hairl'; - - 
— But I know of a land where there falls no blight, 
I shall find them there with their eyes of light 1 
Where Death 'midst the bk)oms of the bmuii may 

dwell, 
I tarry no lofiger— farewell, fafewelll 

The summer is comingi on soft winds borne, 
Ye may press the grape, ye may bind the com t 
For me, I depart to a brighter shore, 
Ye are marked by care, ye are mine no more. 
I go where the loved who have left you dwell, 
And the flowen are not Dealh'9— fare ye well, hn* 
well! 



THE LANDING OF THE PILGRIM 
FATHERS. 

The breaking waves dashed high 

On a stem and rock-bound coast, 
And the woods, against a stormy sky, 

Their giant branches tost ; 

And the heavy night hung dark 

The hills and waten o'er, 
When a band of ezik» moored' their bark 

On thet'wiki New England shore. 

Not as 'tiho' Conqueror comes. 

They, tfv^ trae-hearted came. 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 

And the trumpet that sings of fiime; 

Not as the flying come, 

In silence and in fear, — 
They shook the depths of tba desert's glooiff 

With kbeir hymas of lofty cheer. 
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Amidct the «torm they sang, 

And the stars heard and the sea ! 
And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 

To the anthem of the free ! 

The ooean-eagle soared 

From his nest by the white wave's ibam) 
And the rocking pines of the forest nwred— 

This was their welcome home I 

There were men with hoary hair, 

Amidst that pilgrim-band — 
Why had they come to wither there 

Away irom their childhood's land? 

There was woman's fearless eye, 

Lit by her deep love's truth ; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 

And the fieiy heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afarl 

Bright jewels of the mine ? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war 1 

— They sought a faith's pure shrine I 

Ay, call it holy ground, 

The soil where first they trod! 
They have left unstained what there they founds 

Freedom to worship Qod ! - 



[Then gloriotu yems will find an echo In the breest of 
erery croe descendant of the Pilgrtnw ; and give the name 
of their auchorea a place in many heaita She has lakl our 
community under a common obligBiion of gratitude. Eveiy 
one muet feel the niblimity and poetical truth, with which she 
baa conceived the scene pnisented, and the inspiration of that 
deep and holy strain of sentiment, which sounds forth Dice the 
peailng of a» organ.] 



THE HEBREW MOTHER. 

The fOBB was rich in bloom on Sharon's plain, 
When a young mother with her first-born thence 
Went up to Zfon, for the boy was vowed 
Unto the Temple-service ; — by the hand 
She led him, and her silent soul, the while, 
Oft as the dewy laughter of his eye 
Met h^r sweet serious glance, rejoiced to think 
That aught so pure, so beautiful, was hen. 
To bring before her God. So passed they on. 
O'er Judah's hills ; and wheresoe'er the leaves 
Of the broad sycamore made sounds at noon,<« . 
Like lulling rain-drops, or the olive-boughs. 
With their cool dimness, cibased the sultry blue • 
Of Syria's heaven, she paused, that he might rest; 
Yet from her own meek eyelids chased the sleep 
That weighed their dark fringe down, to sit and 

watch 
The cnmson deepening o'er his cheek's repose. 
As al a red flower's heait— And when a fount 



Lay like a twilight-star 'midst pcdmy shadea, 
Making its banks green gems along the wild, 
There too she lingered, from the diamond wave 
Drawing bright water ibr his rosy lips, 
And softly parting dusters of jet curb 
To bathe his biow. At last the Fane was reached, 
The Earth's One Sanctuary— «nd rapture hushed 
Her boeom, as before her, through the day, 
It rose, a mountain of white marble, steeped 
In light, like fioaling gold. But when that boor 
Waned to the farewell moment, when the boy 
Lifted, through rainbow-gleaming tears, his eye 
Beseechingly to hers, and half in fear 
Turned from the white-robed priest, and round 

her arm 
Clung as the ivy clings — the deep spring-tide 
Of Nature then swelled high, and o'er her child 
Bending, her soul broke forth, in mingled sounds 
Of weeping and sad song. — " Alas," she cried, 

" Alas! my boy, thy gentle grasp is on me, 
The bright tears quiver in thy pleading eyes. 

And now fond thoughts arise, 
And silver cords again to earth have won me; 
And like a vine thou claspest my full heart — 

How shall I hence depart 1 

"How the kme paths retrace where tfaibu wert 

playing , • "' 

So late, along the mountains, at my id^de 1: . 

And I, in joyous pride. 
By every place of flowers my course delaying ^ 
Wove, e'en as pearls, the lilies round thy haif, 

Beholding thee so fair I 

"And oh! the home whence thy bright smile 

hath parted, 
Will it not seem as if the sonny day 

Turned from its door away? 
While through its chambers wandering, weaiy- 

hearted, 

I languish for thy voice, which past me still 
Went like a singing rUll 

" Under the palm-trees thou no more shalt meet 

me, 
When firom the fount at evening I return, 

With the full water-am ; 
Nor will thy sleep's low dove-like breathings greet 

me. 

As 'midst the silence of the stan I wake, 
And watch for thy dear sake. 

" And thou, will slimiber's dewy cloud fall round 

thee. 
Without thy mother's hand to smooth thy bed ) 

Wilt thou not vainly spread 
Thine arms, when darkness as a veil hat^ wound 

thee, • : 
To fold my neck, and lift up, in thy fear, 
A ciy which none shall kear 1 
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" What ha^e I Mid, my child 1— WiU He not hear 

thee, 
Who the yoong ravens heareth from their nesti 

Shall He not guard thy net, 
And, in the hush of holy midnight near thee. 
Breathe o'er thy soul, and fill iu dreams with joy 7 

Thou shalt sleep soft, my hoy ! 

" I give thee to thy God— the God that gave thee, 
A weDspring of deep gladness to my heart 1 

And predous as thou art, 
And pure as dew of Hermon. He shall have thee. 
My own, my beautiful, my undefiled ! 

And thou shalt be His child. 

« Therefore, farewell !— I go, my soul may fail me, 
As the hart panteth for the water-brooks, 
Yearning for thy sweet looks — 
But thou, my first-born, droop not, nor bewail 

me; • 

Thou in the Shadow of the Rock shalt dwell, 
The Rock of Strength.— Farewell !" 



THE CHILD AND DOVE. 

gUOOESTED BT CRANTRET'b STATUS OF LADT 
LOUISA RUSSELL. 

Thou art a thing on our dreams to rise, 
'Midst the echoes of long-lost melodies, 
And to fling bright dew from the momhfig back, 
Fair form ! on each image of childhood's track. 

Thou art a thing (o recall the hours. 

When the love of our souls was on leaves and 

flowers 
When a world was our own in some dim sweet 

grove. 
And treasure untold in one captive dove. 

Are they gone 1 can we think it, while thou art 

there, 
Thou joyous child with the clustering hairl 
Is it not Spring that indeed breathes free 
And fresh o'er each thought, while we ga2» on 

theel 

No ! never more may we smile as thou 
Sheddest round smiles from thy sunny brow; 
Yet something it is, in our hearts to shrine 
A memory of beauty undimmed as thine. 

To have met the joy of thy speaking face, 
To have felt the spell of thy breezy grace, 
To have lingered before thee, and turned, and 

borne 
Onevisionaway of thedoiHi^tnorn. • ^ 



THE CHILD'S LAST SLEEP. 

ON A MONUMENT BY CHANTRET FOR AN IMPANT' 
DAUGHTER Of SIR THOMAS ACKLAND. 

Thou sleepest-^-bot when wilt thou wake, fair 

chUd? 
—When the fawn awakes 'mkbt the forest wild 1 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeae of 

mom. 
When the first rich breath of the rose is born'^ 
— Lovely thou sleepest, yet something lies 
Too deep and still on thy soft-sealed eyes ; 
Mournful, though sweet, is thy lest to see- 
When will the hour of thy rising be 1 

Not when the fawn wakes, not when the lark 
On the crimson cloud of the morn floats dark — 
Grief with pain passionate tears hath wet 
The hair, shedding gleams from thy pale brow yet ; 
Love with sad kisses unfelt hath ptcst 
Thy meek dropt eyelids and quiet breast *, 
And Che glad Spring, calling out bird and bee. 
Shall colour all blossoms, fair child, but thee. 

Thou 'rt gone from us,brfghtone--thatthooslMMld8t 

die, 
And life be left to the butterfly !^ 
Thou 'rt gone, as a dew-drop is swept firom th« 

bough, 
— Oh ! for the world where thy home is now I- 
How may we love but in doubt and fear, 
How may we anchor our Ibnd hearts here, 
How should e'en Joy but a trembler be, 
Beautiful dust! when we look on theel 



THE LADY OF THE CASTLfi. 

PROM " THE PORTRAIT GALLERY," AN UNFINISHED 
POEM. 

Thou seest her pictured with her shining haif, 
(Famed were its tresses in Provencal soi^,) 
Hatf braided, half o^r cheek and bosom fiat 
Let loose, and pouring sunny waves along 
Her goi^eous vest. — A chiles light hand n roving 
'Midst the rich curls, and oh ! how meekly loving 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face, 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing graoft.— ^ 
Yet that bright lady's eye methinks hath less 
Of deep, and still, and pensive tenderness, 
Than might beseem a moCher's>~-<m her brow 
Something too much there sits of native soom, 
And her smile kindles with a conscious glow. 
As from the thought of sovereign beauty bom. 
— Thesemay be dreams — ^but howshall woman tell 
Of woman's shame, and not with tears 7-^she fell f 



A batterfly, as If fluttering on a flowsr, k scnlpnuid s» 
the roonumem. 
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That mother left that child— went hurrying by 
Its cradle — ^haply, not without a sigh — 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She hung — ^but no ! it could not thus have been, 
For she loent on! — forsook her home, her hearth, 
All pure affection, all sweet household mirth, 
To Uve a gaudy and dishonoured thing. 
Sharing in guilt the splendours of a king. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life. 
Girt on his sword for scenes of distant strife ; 
He recked no more of glory — grief and shame 
Crushed out his fiery nature, and his name 
Died silently. — A shadow o'er his halls 
Crept year by year ; the minstrel passed their walls, 
The warder's horn hung mute; — meantime the child 
On whose first flowering thoughts no parent smiled, 
A gentle girl, and yet deep-hearted, grew 
Into sad youth ; for well, t<x) well she knew 
Her mother's tale ! — Its memory made the sky 
Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 
Checked on her lip the flow of song, which fiiin 
Would there have lingered; flushed her cheek to pain 
If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone 
Of sonew, as for something lovely gone, 
E'en to the Spring'sglad vdce. — Her own was low. 
And plaintive—oh ! there lie such depths of wo 
In a young blighted spirit — ^Manhood rears 
A haughty brow, and Age has done with tean^ 
But youth bows down to misery, in amaze 
At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days ; 
And thus it was with her. — A moumfiil sight 
In one so fair ; for she indeed was fair — 
Not with her mother's daaling eyes of light, 
jfifer« were more shadowy, full of thought and prayer, 
And with long lashes o'er a white-rose check 
Drooping in gloom, yet tender still, and meek, 
Still that fond child's — and oh ! the brow above. 
So pale and pure ! so formed for holy love 
To gaze upon in silence ! — ^but she felt 
That love was not for her, though hearts would melt 
Where'er she moved, and reverence mutely given 
Went with her ; and low prayers, that called on 

Heaven 
To bleas the young Isaure. 

One sunny mom, 
With alms before her castle gate she stood, 
'Midst peasantrgroope ; when breathless and o'er> 

worn, 
And shrouded in long weeds of widowhood, 
A stranger through them broke — the orphan maid 
With bei sweet voice, and proffered hand of aid. 
Turned to give welcome ; but a wild sad look 
Met hers ; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion in its gushing mood. 
Knelt at her feet, and bathed them with such tean 
As nin the hoarded agonies of years | 



From the heart's urn— and with her white Ups prest 
The ground they trod — then, burying in her vert 
Her brow'sdeep flush, sobbed out, " Oh ! undefiled I 
I am thy mother 1 — spurn me not, my child !" 

Isaure had prayed for that lost mother— wept 
O'er her stained memory, when the happy slept, 
In the hushed midnight ; stood with mournful gaze 
Before yon picture's smile of other days; 
But never breathkl in human ear the name 
Which weighed her being to the earth with shame 
What marvel if the anguish of surprise, 
The dark remembrances, the altered guise. 
Awhile o'erpowered herl— from the weeper's touch 
She shrank — ^'t was but a moment — ^yct too much 
For that all humbled one — ^its mortal stroke 
Came down like lightning's, and her full heart broke 
At once in silence. — Heavily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone, 
Those long fair tresses — they still brightly wore 
Their early pride, though bound with pearls no 

more — . 
Bursting their fillet, in sad beauty rolled. 
And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'er her— called hei^-'t was too late ! 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own proud gate. — 
The joy of courts, the star of knight and bard — 
How didst thou fall, oh ! bright-haired Ermengarde t 



TO THE IVY. 

OCCASIONED BY RECEIYINQ A LEAF GATHEBED IN 
THE CASTLE OF RHEINFELS. 

Oh ! how could Fancy crown with thee, 

In ancient days, the god of wine, 
And bid thee at the banquet be, 

Companion of the vine 1 
Thy home, wild plant, is where each sound 

Of revelry hath long been o'er; 
Where song's full notes once pealed around, 

But now are heard no more. 

The Roman, on liis battle plains. 

Where kings before his eagles bent, 
Entwined thee, with exulting straim^ 

Around the victor's tent ; 
Yet there, though fresh in glossy green, 

Triumphantly thy boughs might wave, — 
Better thou lovest the silent scene, 

Around the victor's grave. 

Where sleep the sons of ages flown, 

The bards and heroes of the past, 
Where, through the halls of glory gone, 

Murmurs the wintry blast ; 
Where years are hastening to efface 

Each record of the grand and fidr — 
Thou in thy solitary grace, 

Wreath of the tomb I art there. 
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Oh ! many a temple, once Bublime, 

Beneath a blue, Italian sky, 
Hath nought of beauty left by time, 

Save thy wild tapestry. 
And reared 'midst crags and clouds, 'tis thine 

To wave where banners waved of yore, 
O'er towers that crest the noble Rhine, 

Along his rocky shore. 

High from the fields of air, look down 

Those eyries of a vanished race, 
Homes of the mighty, whose renown 

Hath passed and left no trace. 
But thou art there— thy foliage bright. 

Unchanged, the mountain-storm can brave — 
Thou that wilt dimb the loftiest height, 

And deck the humblest grave. 

The breathing forms of Parian stone, 

That rise round Grandeur's marble halls; 
The vivid hues by painting thrown 

Rich o'er the glowing walls; 
Th' acanthus on Corinthian fanes. 

In sculpured beauty waving fair. — 
These perish all — and what remainsi — 

Thou, thou alone art there. 

'T is still the same — ^where'er we tread, 

The wrecks of human power we see, 
The marvels of all ages fled, 

Left to Decay and thee. 
And still let man his fabrics rear, 

August in beauty, grace, and strength — 
Days pass, thou "Ivy never sere,"* 

And all is thine at length. 



ON 



A LEAP FROM THE TOMB OP 
VIRGIL. 



Thy i^ace is void — ohl none on earth, 
This crowded earth, may so remain, 

Save that which souls of loftieit birth 
Leave when they part, their brighter home to 
gain. 

Another leaf ere now hath sprung, 

On the green stem which once was thine — 
When shall another strain be sung 
Like his whose dust hath made that spot a shrine 1 



FOR A DESIGN OP A BUTTERFLY 
RESTING ON A SKULL. 

Creature of air and Ught, 
Emblem of that which may not fade or die, 

Wilt thou not speed thy flight, 
To chase the south-wind through the gk>wing sky 1 

What lures thee thus to stay, 

With Silencfe and Decay, 
Fixed on the wreck of cold Mortality 1 

The thoughts once chambered there, 
Have gathered up their treasures, and are gone^ 

Will the dust tell us where 
They that have burst the prison-house are flown? 

Rise, nursling of the day. 

If thou wouldst trace their way — 
Earth hath no voice to make the secret known. 

Who seeks the vanished bird 
By the fomdcen nest and broken shell 1 — 

Far thence he sings unheard, 
Yet free and joyous in the woods to dwell. 

Thou of the sunshine born. 

Take the bright wings of mom I 
Thy hope calls heaven-ward from yon ruined ceil. 



And was thy home, pale withered thing, 

Beneath the rich blue southern skyl 
Wert thou a nurseling of the Spring, 
The winds and suns of glorious Italy 't 

Those suns in golden light, e'en now. 
Look o'er the Poet's lonely grave, 

Those winds are breathing soft, but thou 
Answering their whisper, there no more shalt 
wave. 

The flowers o'er Posilippo's brow. 

May cluster in their purple bloom. 

But on th' o'ershadowing ilex-bough. 

Thy breezy place is void, by Virgil's tomb. 



* «T« myxtlei brawn, and Ivy navor sue.*— lyeMot. 



THE LOST PLEIAD. 

" Like the ket Pleiad seen xx) more below." 

Byron, 

And is there glory from the heavens departed! 
— Oh! void unmarked 1 — thy sisters of the sky 

Still hold their place on high, 
Though from its rank thine orb so k>ng hath 

started. 
Thou, that no more art seen of mortal eye. 

Hath the night lost a gem, the regal night 7 

She wears her crown of old magnificence, 

Though thou art exiled thence — 

No desert seems to part those urns of light, 

*Midst the far depth of purple gloom intense. 

They rise in joy, the starry myriads burning — 
The shepheid greets them on his mountaini 
fitee; 
And horn the nlvary tea 
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To them the sailor's wakeful eye b turning — 
Unchanged they rise, they have not mourned for 
thee. 

Gouldfit thou be shaken from thy radiant place 
E'en as a dew-drop from the myrtle sprayi 
Swept by the wind awayl 
Wert thou not peopled by some glorious race, 
And was there power to smite them with decay 1 

Why, who shall talk of thronte, of sceptres riven 1 
Bowed be our hearts to think of what toe are, 
When from its height afar 
A worid sinks thus — and yon majestic heaven 
Shines not the less for that one vanished star! 



THE SLEEPER ON MARATHON. 

J LAY upon the solemn plain 

And by the funeral mound, 
Where those who died not there in vain, 

Their place of sleep had found. 
'T was silent where the fiiee blood gushed, 

When Persia came arrayed — 
So many a voice had there been hushed, 

So many a footstep stayed. 

I slumbered on the lonely spot, 

So sanctified by Death — 
I slumbered — ^but my rest was not 

As theirs who lay beneath. 
For on my dreams, that shadowy hour, 

They rose— the chainless dead — 
AU armed ^hey sprang, in joy, in power, 

Up from their grassy bed. 

1 saw their spean, on that red field, 

Flash as in time gone by — 
Chased to the seas, without his shield 

I saw the Persian fly. 
I woke— the sudden trumpet's blast 

Called to another fight— 
From visions of our glorious past, 

Who doth not wake in might? 



TROUBADOUR SONG. 

The warrior crossed the ocean's foam. 
For the stormy fields of war— 

The nAdd was left in a smiling home, 
AM a sunny lan4 afar. 

BU voice was heard where javelin showen 
Poured on the steel-dad line ; 

Ber step was *midst the summer-flowers, 
Her seat beneath the vine. 



His shield was cleft, his lance was riven, 
And the red blood stained his crest ; 

While she — the gentlest wind of heaven 
Might scarcely fim her breast 

Yet a thousand arrows passed him by, 
And again he crossed the seas ; 

But she had died, as roses die, 
That perish with a breeze. 

As roses die, when the bhist is come, 
For all things bright and fair — 

There was death within the smiling home, 
How had death found her there? 



THE TRUMPET. 

The trumpet's voice hath roused the land, 

Light up the beacon pyre ! 
— A hundred hills have seen the brand 

And waved the sign of fire. 
A hundred banners to the breeze 

Their gorgeous folds have cast — 
And hark ! — was that the sound of seas t 

— A king to war went past. 

The chief is arming in his hall, 

The peasant by his hearth ; 
The mourner hears the thrilling call, 

And rises from the earth. 
The mother on her first-bom son 

Looks with a boding eye— p 
T%ey Gome not back, though all be won, 

Who0e yonng hearts leap so high. 

The bard hath ceased his song, and bound 

The falchion to his side ; 
E*en for the marriage altar crowned, 

The lover quits his bride. 
And all this haste, and change, and foar, 

By earthly clarion spread I — , 
How will it be when kingdoms hear 

The blast that wakes the dendl 



THE DYING BARD'S PROPHECY. 

AT THE TIMS OF THE SUPPOSED 1IA881CRB BT 
EDWARD I. 

The Hall of Harps is fone this night, 

And cold the chieftain's hearth \ 
It hath no mead, it hath no light, 
No voice of mebdy, no sound of mirth. 

And I depart— my wound is deep, 

My brethren long have died — 
Yet, ere my soul grow dark with sleep. 
Winds! bear the spoiler one more tone of piid«. 
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Bear it, where on hb battle-plain, 

Beneath the aetting son, 
He count! my country's noble slain — 
Say to him — Saxon ! — ^think not oU is won. 

Thou hast laid low the warrior's head, 

The minsticl's chainleas hand; 
Dreamer ! that numberest with the dead 
The burning spirit of the mountain-land. 

Think'st thou, because the soiif hath ceased, 

The soii4 of song is flown 1 
Thmk'st thou it woke to crown the feast, 
ft lived beside the ruddy hearth alone? 



No ! by our names and by our blood. 

We leave it pure and free- 
Though hushed awhile, that sounding flood 
Shall loU in joy thrsugh ages yet to be. 

We leave it, 'midst our country's wo, 

The birthright of her breasts 
We leave it, as we leave the snow, 
Bright and eternal, on Eryri's* crest. 

We leave it with our fame to dwell. 

Upon our children's breath — 
Our voice in theirs through time shall swell— 
The bard hath gifts of prophecy from death. 

He dies — ^but yet the mountains stand. 

Yet sweeps the torrent's tide. 
And this is yet Eneurin'st land^ 
Winds! bear the spoiler one more tone of pride. 



THE WRECK. 

All night the booming minute-gun 

Had pealed along the deep, 
And mournfully the rising sun 

Looked o'er the tide-worn steep. 
A bark from India's coral stnnd. 

Before the raging blast. 
Had vailed her topsails to the sand, 

And bowed her noble i 



The queenly ship!— brave hearts had striven, 

And true ones died with her — 
We saw her mighty cable riven, 

Like floating gossamer. 
We saw her proud flag struck that morn, 

A star once o'er the sea»— 
Her anchor gone, her deck uptom, 

And sadder things than these. 

.We saw her treasures cast away — 
The rocks with pearls were sown. 



* EiTri, lbs WeUh name for Snowdon. 
t Boiwitii, acdeb T Mad aacleut BriiUi baid 



And strangely sad, the ruby's ray 
Flashed out o'er fretted stone. 

And gold was strewn the wet sands o'er. 
Like ashes by a breeze — 

And gorgeous robes— but oh ! that shore 
Had sadder things than thesft! 

We saw the strong man still and low, 

A erushed reed thrown aside — 
Yet by that rigid lip and brow, 

Not without strife he died. 
And near him on the sea-weed lay — 

Tiir then we had not wept. 
But well our gushing hearts might say. 

That there a mother slept! 

For her pale arms a babe had prest, 

With such a wreathing grasp. 
Billows had dashed o^er that fond breast, 

Yet not undone the clasp. 
Her very tresses had been flung 

To wrap the fair child's form. 
Where still their wet long streamers dung^ 

All tangled by the storm. 



And beautiful 'midst that vrild 

Gleamed up the bojr's dead face. 
Like Slumber's trustingly serene. 

In melancholy ^grace. 
Deep in her bosom lay his head, 

With half-shut violet eye^ 
He had known little of her dread, 

Nought of her agony ! 

Oh! human Love, whose yearning heart, 

Through all things vainly true, 
So stamps upon thy mortal part 

Its passionate adieu — 
Surely thou hast another k>t, 

There is some home fer thee. 
Where thou shalt rest, remembering no» 

The moaning of the sea! 



A VOYAGER'S DREAM OF LAND. 



-His Tery heart ailihit 



to gasB at Natnra in her green unay, 
Upon the diip's tall ride he Mandi^ poanased^ 
With viaioiiB prompied by Intenae deaire ; 
Fair IWda appear balow, such aa beteft 
ntrdiatanc, audi m he would die to find— 
He aeeka them headlong, and iaaeen no mow 



The hollow dash of waves!— the ceaseless roart 
Silence, ye billows — vex my soul no more! 

There's a spring in the woods by my smmy 

home, 
Afer from the daik sea's Umang feam; 
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Oh! the fiai of that foontun is sweet to hear, 
As a song from the shore to the sailor's ear. 
And the sparkle which up to the sun it throws, 
Through the feathery fern, an4 the olive houghs, 
And the gleam on its path as it steals away 
Into deeper shfdes from the sultry day, 
And the large water-lilies that o'er its bed 
Their pearly leaves to the soft light spread, 
They haunt me 1^1 dream of that bright spring's 

flow, 
I thirst for its rills like a woonded roe. 

Be stiU, thou sea-bird, with thy clanging cry, 
My spirit sickens as thy wing sweeps by 1 

Know ye my home, with the lulling sound 
Of leaves ^m the lime and the chcsnut round? 
Koow ye it, brethren, where bowejred it lies, 
Under the purple of southern skies? 
With the streamy gold of the sun that shines 
In through the cloud of its clustering vines, 
And the breath of the fainting myrtle-flowers, 
Borne from the mountains in dewy hours, 
And the fire-fly's glance through the darkening 

shades, 
JJkB shooting stars in the forest-glades, 
And the scent of the citron at eve's dim fall — 
Bpeak!— 'have ye knowq, have ye felt them alii 

The heavy-rolling surge, the rocking mast! 
Hush! — give my dream's deep music way, thou 
blast! 

Oh I the glad sounds of the joyous earth ! 
The notes of the singing cicala's mirth, 
The murmurs that live in the mountain-pines, 
The sighing of reeds as the day declines, 
The wings flitting home through the crimson 

glow 
Thai steeps the woods when the sun is low. 
The voice of the night-bird that sends a thrill 
To the heart of the leaves when the winds are 

I hear them! — around me they riM, they swell. 
They claim back my spirit with Hope to dwell, 
Th^oome with a breath from the fresh spring- 
time, 
And waken my youth in its hour of prime. 

The white foam dashes high— away, away, 
Shroud my green land no more, thou blinding 
spray! 

It is there!— dowq the mountains I see the 

■weep 
Of the ehesnut forests, the rich and deep; 
With the burden and glory of flowers that they 

wear, 
Floating upborne on the blue summer air, 
And the light pouring through them in tender 

gleams, 
And the flashing forth of a thousand streams. 



— Hold me not, brethren, I go, I go^ 

To the hills of my youth, where the myrtles 

blow, 
To the depths of the woods, where the shadows 

rest, 
Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, 
To the rocks that resound with the water's 

pUy— 
I hear the sweet laugh of my fount — give way 1 

GKve way !— the booming surge, the tempest's roar, 
The sea-bird's wail, shall vex my «ouI no move. 



THE GRAVE OP KORNER. 

Charles Theodore Komer, the celebrated young 
Grerman poet and soldier, was killed in a skirmish 
with a detachment of French troops, on the 20th 
of August, 1813, a few hours after the composi- 
tion of his popular piece, " The Sword Song." 
He was buried at the village of Wobbelin in 
Mecklenburg, under a beautiful oak, in a recess 
of which he had frequently deposited verses com- 
posed by him while campaigning in its vicinity. 
The monument erected to his memory is of cast 
iron, and the upper part is wrought into a lyre and 
a sword, a favourite emblem of Korner's, from 
which one of his works had been entitled. Near 
the grave of the poet is that of his only sister, who 
died of grief for his loss, having oidy survived him 
long enough to complete his portrait, and a draw* 
ing of his burial-place. Over the gate of the ce- 
metery is engraved one of his own lines. 

« Vergin dis tteuen Todien nlchL" 
"Forget DOC the faithful Dead." 

See Downe^a Letters from Mechlenhurg and 
Komer* 9 Prosaiscke Aufsdtze, von C. A. Tiedge. 



Green wave the oak for ever o'er thy rest, 
Thou that beneath its crowning foliage steepest, 

And, in the stUIness of thy country's breast, 
Thy place of memory, as an altar, keepest; 

Brightly thy spirit o'er her hills was poured. 
Thou of the Lyre and Sword ! 

Rest, Bard, rest, Soldier !— by the father's hand 
Here shall the child of after years be led, 

With his wreath-offering silently to stand, 
In the hushed presence of the glorious dead. 

Soldier and Bard ! for thou thy path hast trod 
With Freedom and with God.« 



* TfM poeina of Komer, which were chiefly devoted to the 
cause of fali couniry, are tfrikingly dlatii^iriied by raUgious 
feeling^ and a eonfldeoce in the Supceqw JusOoe for Um final 
dell venules of Gennsi^. 
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The oak waved proudly o'er thy buxial rite, 
On thy crowned bier to alamber warrion bore 
thee, ^ 

And with true hearts thy brethren of the fight 
Wept as they Tailed their drooping banners o'er 
thee; 
And the deep guns with rolling peal gave token 
That Lyre and Sword were broken. 

TTtou hast a hero's tomb— « lowlier bed 
Ib hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying. 

The gentle girl, that bowed her fair young head. 
When thou wert gone, in silent norrow dying. 

Brother, true friend ! the tender and the brave- 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was thy gift from others — ^but for Aer, 
To whom the wide worid held that only spot — 

She loved thee — ^lovely in your lives ye were, 
And in your early deaths divided not. 

Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy — what hath she? 
— Her own best place by thee ! 

ft was thy spirit, brother! which had made 
The bright world glorious to her thoughtful eye. 

Since first in childhood 'midst the vines ye played, 
And sent glad singing through the free blue sky. 

Ye were but two^-nind when that spirit passed, 
Wototheooe^ the last! 

Wo, yet not long — she lingered but to trace 
Thine image from the image in her breast 

Once, once again to see that buried face 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest 

Too sad a smile ! its living light was o'er — 
It answered her's no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy vmce departed,. 

The home too lonely whence thy step had fied — 
What then was left for her, the faithful-hearted 7— 

Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead. 
Softly she perished— be the Flower deplored, 
Here with the Lyre and Sword. 

Have ye not met ere now 1 — so let those trust 

That meet for moments bat to part for yean. 

That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust from 

dust. 

That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 

Brother, sweet sister! peace around ye dwell — 

Lyre, Swoid, and Flower, farewell ! 



THE GRAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD; 

Thet grew in beauty, side by side. 
They filled one home with glee — 

Thdr graves are severed fiur and wide, 
By moont, and stream, and sea. 



The same fond motlier bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had each folded flower in sight — 
Where are those dreamers now 1 

One, 'midst the forests of the West, 

By a dark stream is laid — 
The Indian knows his place of rest. 

Far in the cedar shade. 

The sea,^the blue lone sea, hath one. 
He lies where pearls lie deep— 

ffe Was the loved of allf, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

One sleeps where southern vines are drest, 

Above the noble slain ; 
He wrapt his colours round his breast. 

On a blood-red field of Spain, 

And one — o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fanned; 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers. 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus they rest, who played 
Beneath the same green tree; 

Whose voices mingled as they prayed 
Around one parent knee ! 

They that with smiles lit up the hall. 

And cheered vrith song the hearth- 
Alas 1 for love, if thou wert all. 

And nought beyond. Oh earth ! 



THE LAST WISH. 

Go to the forest shade. 

Seek thou the well-known glade 

Where, heavy with sweet dew, the violets lie ; 
Gleaming through moss-tufts deep. 
Like dark eyes filled with sleep, 

And bathed in hues of summer's midnight sky. 

Bring me their buds, to shed. 

Around my dying bed 
A breath of May, and of the wood's repose ; 

For I, in sooth, depart 

With a reluctant heart, 
That fain would linger where the bright sun glows. 

Fain would I stay with thee— 

Alas! this must not be; 
Yet bring me still the gifts of happier hours I 

Gt> where the fountain's breast 

Catches, in glassy rest. 
The dim green light that pours through laurel 
bowers. 
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I know how aoiUy bright, 

Steeped in that tender light, 
The water-lilies tremble there, e'en now ; 

Go to the pure stream's edge, 

And from its whispering sedge 
Bring me those flowers to cool my fevered brow. 

Then, as in hope's young days, 

Track thou the anti^e maze 
Of the rich garden, to its grassy mound ; 

There is a lone white rose. 

Shedding, in sudden snows, 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree ! 

— ^A murmur of the bee 
Dwells ever in the honied lime above ; 

Bring me one pearly flower. 

Of all its clustering shower— 
For on that spot we first revealed our love ! 

Grather one woodbine bough, 

Then, from the lattice low 
Of the bowered cottage which I bade thee mark, 

When by the hamlet last 

Through dim wood-lanes we passed. 
Where dews were ' glancmg to the glow-worm's 
spark. 

Haste ! to my pillow bear 
Those fragrant things, and fair— 

My hand no more may bind them up at eve ] 
Yet shall their odour soft 
One bright dream round me waft, 

Of life, youth, Bummer->all that I must leave ! 

And oh ! if thou wouldst ask, 

Wherefore thy steps I task 
The grove, the stream, the hamlet-vale to trace ; 

— 'T is that some thought of me. 

When I am gone, may be 
The spirit bound to each fiuniliar place. 

I bid mine image dwell, 

(Oh! break thou not the spell !) 
In the deep wood, and by the fountain 

Thou must not, my beloved ! 

Rove where we two have roved. 
Forgetting her that in her spring-time died. 



A MONARCH'S DEATH-BED. 



The Emperor Albert of HapAurg, who was 
b7 his nephew, afterwaids called John theParridde, 
to (Ue by the wuy4lde, and waaaapported In his last 
by a female peasant, who happened to be passing. 

A MONARCH on his death-bed lay — 

Did censers waft perfume, 
And soft lamps pour their silvery ray, 

'Through his proud chamber's gloom 1 



■ left 



He lay upon a greensward bed. 

Beneath a darkening sky — 
A k)ne tree waving p'er his head, 

A swift stream rolling by. 

Had he then fi^l^n, as warrioxs fall, 

Where spear strikes fire from spear 1 
Was there a banner for his pall, 

A buckler lor his bier? — . 
Not so-^nor cloven shields nor heliiis 

Had strewn the bloody sod. 
Where he, the helpless lord of realms^ 

Yielded his soul to God. 

Were there not friends, with words of cheer, 

And princely vassals nigh 7 
And priests, the crucifix to rear 

Before the fading eye 1 — 
A peasant giri, that royal head 

Upon her bosom laid j 
And, shrinking not for woman's dread, 

The face of death surveyed. 

Alone she sat— from hill and wood 

Red sank the mournful sun ; 
Fast gushed the fount of noble blood, 

Treason its worst had done 1 
With her long hair she vainly pressed 

The wounds, to staunch their tide- 
Unknown, on that meek humble breast, 

Imperial Albert died 1 



THE HOUR OF DEAt6. 

. Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death. 

Day is for mortal care, 
Eve fi>r glad meetings round the joyous hearth. 

Night for the dreams of sleep, the voice of 
prayer — 
But all for thee, thou li^ightiest of the earth. 

The banquet hath it»hour, 
Its feverish hour of mirth, and song, and wine; 

There comes a day for griefs o'erwhelming 
power, • 

A time for softer tears— but all are thine. 

Youth and the opening rose 
May' ook like things too glorious for decay. 

And smile at thee— but thou art not of those 
That wait the ripened bloom to seize their pvey. 

Leaves have their time to fall. 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath, 

And stars to set— but all, 
Thoa hast all seasons for thine own, oh I Death. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



S79 



We know wben mooDB shall wane, 
When eummer-binls from hx shall croes the sea, 
When aotomn's hue shall tinge the golden 
grain— 
(^ut who shall teach us when to look for thee 7 

Is it when Spring's first gale 
Comes forth to whisper where the violets lie 1 

Is it when roses in our paths grow pale 7 — 
They have one season — aU are ours to die ! . 

Thoq art where billows foam, 
Thou art where music melts upon the air ; 

Thou art around us in our peaceful home, 
And the world calls us forth— <and thou art then. 

Thou art where finend meets friend, 
Beneath the shadow of the elm to rest — 

Thou art where foe meets foe, and trumpets 
rend 
The skies, and swords beat down the princely crest. 

Leaves have their time to fall, 
And flowers to wither at the north-wind's breath. 

And stars to set — but all, 
Thou hast all seasons for thine own, oh ! Death, 



THE RELEASE OP TASSO. 

There came a bard to Rome ; he brought a lyre 
Of sounds to peal through Rome's triumphant sky. 
To mourn a hero on his funeral pyre. 
Or greet a conqueror with its war-notes high; 
For on each chord had fkUen the gilt of fire, 
The living breath of Power and Victory- 
Yet he^ its ford, the sovereign city's guest, 
Sighed but to flee awa/, and be at rest. 

He brought a spirit whose ethereal birth 
Was of the bfliest, and whose haunts had been 
Amidst the marvels and the pomps of earth. 
Wild fairy-bowers, and groves of deathless green, 
And fields, where mail-clad bosoms prove their 

worth, 
When flashing swords light up the stormy scene- 
He brought a weary heart, a wasted frame, — 
The Child of Visions from a dungeon came. 

On the blue waten, as in joy they sweep, 
With starlight floating o'er their swells and fiJls, 
On the blue waters of the Adrian deep, 
His numbers had been sung— <and in the halls. 
Where, through rich foliage if a sunbeam peep. 
It seems Heaven's wakening to the sculptured 

walls,- 
Had princes listened to those lofty strains, 
While the high soul they buTstfrom, piAed in chains. 

And in the smnmef^gardens^ wben the spny 
Of founts, foi-glancing fiom their mazble bed, 



Rains on the flowering myrtles in its play. 
And the sweet limes, and glassy leaves that spread 
Round the deep golden citrons— o'er his lay 
Dark eyes, dark, soft, Italian eyes had shed 
Warm tean, fast^Iittering in that sun, whose light 
Was a forbidden glory to his sight. 

Oh ! if it be that wizard sign and spell. 
And talisman had power of old to bind. 
In the dark chambers of some cavern-cell, 
Or knotted oak, the spirits of the wind, 
Things of the lightning-pinion, wont to dwell 
High o'er the reach of eagles, and to find 
Joy in the rush of storms — even such a doom 
Was that high minstrel's in his dungeon-gl 



But he was free at last !— the glorious land 
Of the white Alps and pine-crowned Apennines, 
Along whose shore the sapphire seas expand, 
And the wastes teem with myrtle, and the shrines 
Of long-forgotten gods from Nature's hand 
Receive bright ofiferings still ; with all its vines. 
And rocks, and ruins, clear before him lay — 
The seal was taken from the founts of day. 



The winds came o'er his cheek ; the soft winds, 

blending 
All summer-sounds and odoun in their sigh; 
The orange-groves waved round; the hills were 

sending 
Their bright streams down; the firee birds darting 

by. 

And the blue festal heavens above him bending. 
As if to fold a world where none could die ! 
And who was be that looked upon these things 1 
— If but of earth, yet one whose thoughts were 
wings 

To bear him o'er creatbn! and whose mind 
Was as an air-harp, wakening to the sway 
Of sunny Nature's breathings unconfined, 
With all the mystic harmonies that lay 
Far in the slumber of its chords enshrined, 
Till the light breeze went thrilling on its way. 
There was no sound that wandered through 
the sky. 
But told him secrets in its melody. 

Was the deep forest lonely unto him 

With all its whispering leaves 1 Each dell and 

glade 

Teemed with such forms as on the moss-dad bxim 
Of fountains, in their sparry grottoes, played, 
Seen by the Greek of yore through twilight dim, 
Or misty noontide in the laurel-shade. 
— There is no solitude on earth so deep 
As that where m^ decrees that man should weep ! 

But oh I the life in Nature's green domains, 
The breathing sense of joy! where flowen an 
springmg 
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By Btarry thoasandsi on ths slopes and plains, 
And the gray rocks — and all the arched woods 

ringing, 
And the young branches trembling to the strains 
Of wild-bom creatures, through the sunshine 

winging 
Their fearless flight — and sylvan echoes round, 
Mingling all tones to one Eblian sound ; 

And the glad voice, the laughing voice of streams, 

And the low cadence of the silvery sea. 

And reed-notes from the mountains, and the 

beams 
Of the warm sun — all these are fer the free ! 
And they were his once more, the bard, whoee 

dreams 
Their spirit still had haunted.— Could it be 
That he had borne the chain? — oh! who shall 

dare 
To say how much man*8 heart uncrushed may 

bearl 

So deep a root hath hope I—- but wo for this, 
Our frail mortality, that aught so bright. 
So almost burthened with excess of blias. 
As the rich hour which back to summer's light 
Calls the worn captive, with the gentle kiss 
Of winds, and gush of waters, and the sight 
Of the green earth, must so be bought with years 
Of the heart's fever, parching up its tears; 

And feeding a slow fire on all its powers, 
Until the boon for which we gasp in vain^ 
If hardly won at length, too late made ours 
When the soul's wing is broken, comes like rain 
Withheld till evening, on the stately flowers 
Which withered in the noontide, ne'er again 
To lift their heads in glory. — So doth Earth 
Breathe on her gifts, and melt away their worth. 

The sailor dies in sight of that green shore. 
Whose fields, in slumbering beauty, seemed to lie 
On the deep's foam, amidst its hollow roar 
•Called op to sunlight by his fantasy — 
And, when the shining desert-nusts that wore 
The lake's bright semblance, have been all passed 

by. 

The pilgrim sinks beside the fountain-wave, 
Which flashes from its rock, too late to save. 

Or if we live, if that, too dearly bought. 

And made too precious by long hopes and fears, 

Remains our own — love, darkened and o'er- 

wrought 
By memory of privation, love, which wears 
And casts o'er life a troubled hue of thought. 
Becomes the shadow of our closing years, 
Making it almost misery to possess 
Aught, watched with such unquiet tenderness. 
Buoh unto him, the bard, the worn and wild, 
And sick with hope deferred, from whom the sky. 



With all its clouds in burning glory piled, 
Had been shut out by long captivity; 
Such, freedom was to Tassa— As a child 
Is to the mother, whose foreboding eye 
In its too radiant glance, firom day to day. 
Reads that which calls the brightest first away. 
And he became a wanderer — ^in whose breast 
Wild fear, which, e'en when every sense doth 

sleep, 
Clings to the burning heart, a wakeful guest, 
Sat brooding as a spirit, raised to keep 
Its gloomy vigil of intense unrest 
O'er treasures, burthening life, and buried deep 
In cavern-tomb, and sought, through shades and 

stealth, 
By some pale mortal, trembfing at his wealth. 

But wo for those who trample o'er a mind 1 

A deathless thing. — They know not what they do, 

Or what they deal with !— Man perchance may 

bind 
The flower his step hath bruised ; or light anew 
The torch he quenches; or to music wind 
Again the lyre-string from his touch that flew — 
But for the soul!~-oh! tremble, and beware 
To lay rude hands upon God's mysteries there I 

For bUndness wraps that world — our touch may 

turn 
Some baUnce, fearfully and darkly hung, 
Or put out some bright spark, whose ray should 

bum 
To point the way a thousand rocks among — 
Or break some subtle chain, which none discern, 
Though binding down the terrible, the strong, 
Th' o'ersweeping passions — ^which to loose on life 
Is to set free the elements for strife ! 

Who then to power and glory shall restore 
That which our evil rashness hath undone} 
Who unto mystic harmony once more 
Attune those viewless chords 1 — There is but One ! 
He that through dust the stream of life can poor, 
The Mighty and the Merciful alone! 
— ^Yet oft His paths have midnight for their soade— 
He leaves to man the ruin man hath made! — 



TASSO AND HIS SISTER. 



" Devant voos e« Sorrento; lA dAmonroit b «rar de Thm^ 
quaad U vint en p^Mrin (ttroander i cette dbicun amie, on 
aMle canon I'injualice des princea— Ses loogues douleun 
■volent pTMque Agard m. ndaon; U no lui reBtoit plus que du 
gtale." Oorinne, 

She sat, where on each wind that sighed 

The citron's breath went by; 
While the deep gokl of eventide 

Bnined in the Italian sky. 
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Her bower waa one where daylight's cloae 

Full oft Bweet laughter found, 
As thence the voice of childhood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 

Bat still and thoughtful, at her knee, 

Her children stood that hour, 
Their bursts of song, and dancing glee, 

Hushed as by words of power. 
With bright, fixed, wondering eyes that gaze ^ 

Up to their mother's face; 
With brows through parting ringlets raised, 

They stood in silent grace. 

While she — ^yet something o'er her look 

Of mournfulness was spread — 
Forth from a poet's magic book 

The glorious numbers read ; 
The proud, undying lay, which poured 

Its light on eyH. years ; 
HU of the gifted Pen and Sword,** 

The triumph and the tears. 

She read of fair Erminia's flight, 

Which Venice once might hear 
Sung on her glittering seas at night, 

By many a gondolier ; ' 
Of hun she read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove; 
Of GFodfrey's deeds, of Tancred's ann. 

That slew his Paynim love. 

Young cheeks around that bright page glowed, 

Young holy hearts were stirred; 
And the meek tears of woman flowed 

Fast o'er each burning word. 
And sounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf, 

Came sweet each pause between ; 
When a strange voice of sudden grief 

Burst on the gentle scene. 

The mother turned — a way-worn man, 

In pilgrim garb stood nigh, 
Of stately mien, yet wild and wan, 

Of proud, yet restless eye. 
But drops that would not stay for pride, 

From that dark eye gushed free. 
As pressing his pale brow, he cried, 

" Forgotten ! e'en by thee ! 

"Am I so changed?— and yet we two 

Oft hand in hand have played — 
This brow hath been all bathed in dew, 

From wreaths which thou hast made. 
We have knelt down and said one prayer. 

And sung one vesper strain — 
My thoughts are dim with clouds of c 

Tell me those words again! < 



*It Is Ksrcelj neceanry lo ncall the well koown Italian 
■lying, that Tsno with his iwordukl pen was superkx to all 



"Life hath been heavy on ray head; 

I come, a stricken deer, 
Bearing the heart, 'midst crowds that bled. 

To bleed in stilhiess here." 
— She gazed — ^till thoughts that long had slept, 

Shook all her thrilling frame — 
She fell upon his neck, and wept. 

And breathed her brother's name. 

Her brotlitr*8 name!— and who was he, 

The weary one, t1i' unknown, 
That came, the bitter worid to flee, 

A stranger to his own 7 
— He was the bard of gifts divine, 

To sway the hearts of men ; 
He of the song for Salem's shrine. 

He of the Sword and Pen! 



TO THE POET WORDSWORTH, 

Thinc is a strain to read amongst the hills, 

The old and full of voices — ^by the source 

Of some free stream, whose gladdening presence 

fills 
The solitude with sound — for in its course 
Even such is thy deep song, that seems a part 
Of those high scenes, a fountain from their heart. 

Or its calm spirit fitly may be taken 

To the still breast, in some sweet garden-bowers, 

Where summer winds each tree's low tones 

awaken, 
And bud and bell with changes mark the hours. 
There let thy thoughts be with me, while the day 
Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 

Or by some hearth where happy faces meet, 
When night hath hushed the woods with all their 

birds, 
There, from some gentle voice, that lay were sweet 
As antique music, linked with household words. 
While, in pleased murmurs, woman's Up might 

move. 
And the raised eye of childhood shine in love. 

Or where the shadows of dark solemn yews 
Brood silently o'er some lone burial-ground, 
Thy verse hath, power that brightly might diffuse 
A breath, a kindling, as of spring, around. 
From its own glow of hope and courage high. 
And stead&st faith's victorious constancy. 

True bard and holy ! — thou ait e'en as one 
Who, by some secret gift of soul or eye, 
In every spot beneath the smiling sun, 
Sees where the springs of living waters lie- 
Unseen awhile they sleep— till, touched by thee. 
Bright, healthful waves flow forth, to each glad 
wanderer fieel 



Digitized by 



Google 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



THE SONG OP THE CURFEW. 

Hark! from the dim church-tower, 

The deep, slow curfew's chime ! 

A heavy sound unto hall and hower, 

In England's olden time! 
Sadly 't was heard by him who came 
From the fields of his toil at night, 
And who might not see his own hearth's flame 
In his children's eyes make light 

Sadly and sternly heard 
As it quenched the wood-fire's glow, 
Which had cheered the board, with the mirthful 
word, 
And t^e red wine's foaming flow 
Until that sullen, booming knell, 

Flung out from every fane, 
On harp, and lip, and spirit fell, 
With a weight, and with a chain. 

Wo for the wanderer then 
In the wild-deer's forests far! 
ISTo cottage lamp, to the haunts of men, 

Might guide him as a star. 
And wo for him, whose wakeful soul, 

With lone aspirings filled. 
Would have lived o'er some immortal scroll, 
While the sounds of earth were stilled. 

And yet a deeper wo, 

For the watchers by the bed, 
Where the fondly loved, in pain lay low. 

And rest forsook the head. 
For the mother, doomed utueen to keep 

By the dying babe her place. 
And to feel its flitting pulse, and weep, 
Yet not behold its face ! 

Darkness, in chieftain's hall ! 
Darkness, in peasant's cot 1 
While Freedom, under that shadowy pall. 

Sat mourning o'er her lot. 
Oh ! the fireside's peace we well may prize, 

For blood hath flowed like rain, 
Poured forth to make sweet sanctuaries 
Of England's homes again ! 

Heap the yule-fagots high. 

Till the red light fills the room ! 
It is home's own hour, when the stormy sky 

Grows thick with evening gloom. 
Gather ye round the holy hearth, 

And by its gladdening blaze, 
Unto thankful bliss we will change our mirth^ 
With a thought of the oUen days. 



HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS. 

Oh ! lovely voices of the sky 

Which hymned the Saviour's birth, 
Are ye not singing still on high, 
Ye that sang, " Peace on earth t" 
To us yet speak the strains 

Wherewith, in time gone by, 
Ye blessed the S3nrian swains, 
Oh 1 voices of the sky 1 

Oh ! clear and shining light, whose beanu^ 

That hour Heaven's glory shed, 
Around the palms, and o'er the streams. 
And on the shepherd's head. 
Be near, through life and death, 

As in that holiest night 
Of hope, and joy, and faith — 
Oh I clear and shining light ! 

Oh ! star which led to Him, whose love 

Brought down man's ransom free- 
Where art thou? — 'midst the host above, 
May we still gaze on thee % 
In Heaven thou art not set, 

Thy rays earth may not dim, 
Send them to guide us yet. 
Oh! star which led to Him! 



CHRIST STILLING THE TEMPEST. 



" But the ship was aavr in the midst of the sea, toned with 
wavee; forihe wind was contrary." 

St. Matthew, zlv. 21 

Fear was within the tossing bark, 

When stormy winds grew loud ; 
And waves came rolling high and dark, 

And the tall nwist was bowed. 

And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill — 
But One was there, who rose and said 

To the wild sea, "Be still!" 

And the wind ceased — it ceased ! — that word 

Passed through the gloomy sky ; 
The troubled billows knew their Lord, 

And sank beneath his eye. 

And slumber settled on the deep. 

And silence on the blast, 
As when the righteous falls asleep, 

When death's fierce throes are past. 

Thou that didst rule the angry hour, 

And tame the tempest's mood — 
Oh ! send thy spirit forth in power, 

O'er our dark souls to brood ! 
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Thoa that didrt bow the billow's pride, 

Thy mandAtes to ftilfil— 
Speak, speak, to passion's raging tide, 

Speak and say—" Peace, be stiU !" 



CHRIST'S AGONY IN THE GARDEN. 

He knelt--lhe Saviour knelt and prayed, 

When but His Father's eye 
Looked through the bnely garden's shade, 

On that dread agony! 
The Lord cf all, above, beneath, 
Was bowed with sorrow unto death. 

The sun set in a fearful hour, 

The skies might well grow dim, 
When this mortality had power 

So to o'eishadow Himl 
That He who gave manV breath might know, 
The veiy depths of human wo. 

He knew them afl-4he doubt, the strife, 

The fidnt, perplexing dread, 
The miato that hang o'er parting life, 

All darkened round His head ! 
And the Deliverer knelt to pray- 
Yet passed it not, that cup, away. 

It passed not-Hhough the stormy wave 

Had sunk beneath His tread ; 
It passed not^though to Him the grave 

Had yielded up its dead. 
But there was sent Him from on high 
A gift of strength, for man to die.* 

And was Bis mortal hour beset 

With angmsh and dismay 1 
— ^How may we meet our conflict yet, 

In the dark, narrow way 1 
How, but through Him, that path who trod? 
Save^ or wo perish. Son of God I 



THE SUNBEAM. 

Thou art no lingerer in monarch's haU, 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all ! 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea — 
Sunbeam ! what gift bath the worid like theel 



Thou art walking the billows, and Ocean 
Thou hast touched with glory his thousand 
Thou hast lit up the ships, and the feathery foam, 
And gladdened the sailor, like words from home. 



' '(And thero 



i sagel unto him ibom heaven. 



To the solemn depths of the forest shades. 
Thou art streaming on through their green arcades, 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy 

glow, 
Like fire-flies glance to the pools below. 

I looked on the mountains — a vapour lay 
Folding their heights in its dark array; 
Thou brakest forth — and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 

I looked on the peasant's lowly cot — 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot; 
But a gleam of thee on its casement fell, 
And it laughed into beauty at that bright spell. 

To the earth's wild places a guest thou ait. 
Flushing the waste like the rose's heart ; 
And thou scomest not, from thy pomp to shed 
A tender light on the ruin's head. 

Thou tak'st through the dim church-aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from twilight flash forth to day. 
And its high pale tombs, with their trophies old, 
Are bathed in a flood as of burning gold. 

And thou tumest not from the humblest grave. 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave; 
Thou scattcTcst its gloom like the dreams of rest. 
Thou deepest in love on its grassy breast. 

Sunbeam of summer, oh 1 what is like thee ^ 
Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ? 
— One thing is like thee, to mortals given, — 
The faith, touching all things with huesof Heaven, 



THE TRAVELLER AT THE SOURCE 
OF THE NILE. 

In sunset's light o'er Afric thrown, 

A wanderer proudly stood 
Beside the well-spring, deep and lone. 

Of Egypt's awful flood ; 
The cradle of that mighty birth. 
So long a hidden thing to earth. 

He heard its life's first murmuring sound, 

A low mysterious tone ; 
A music iought, but never found 

By kings and warriors gone ; 
He listened— and his heart beat high— 
That was the song of victoiy ! 

The rapture of a conqueror's mood 
Rushed burning through his frame. 

The depths of that green solitude 
Its torrents could not tame, 

Though stillness ky, with eve's last smile, 

Round those calm fountains of the Nile. 
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Night came with stars: — acroBS his soul 
There swept a sudden change, 

E'en at the pilgrim's glorious goal, 
A shadow dark and strange, 

Breathed from the thought, so swift to fall 

O'er triumph's hour — And ia this all 7 

No more than this ! — ^what seemed it now 
First by that spring to stand 1 

A thousand streams of lovelier flow 
Bathed his own mountain land ! 

Whence, far o'er^waste and ocean track, 

Their wild sweet voices called him back. 

They called him back to many a glade, 
His childhood's haunt of play. 

Where brightly through the becchen shade 
Their waters glanced away ; 

They called him, with their sounding waves, 

Back to his fathers' hills and graves. 

But darkly mingling with the thought 

Of each familiar scene. 
Rose up a fearful vision, fraught 

With all that lay between ; 
The Arab's lance, the desert's gloom, 
The whirling^ sands, the red simoom 1 

Where was the glow of power and pride 1 

The spirit born to roam 1 
His weary heart within him died 

With yearnings for his home \ 
All vainly struggling to repress 
That gush of painful tenderness. 

He wept — the stars of Afric's heaven 

Beheld his bursting tears. 
E'en on that spot where fate had given 

The meed of toiling years. 
— Ob, happiness ! how far we flee 
Thine own sweet paths in search of thee 1* 



THE VAUDOIS VALLEYS. 

Yeb, thou hast met the sun's last smile. 
From the haunted hills of Rome ; 

By many a bright iEgean isle, 
Thou hast seen the billows foam : 

From the silence of the Pyramid 
Thou hast watched the solemn flow 

Of the Nile, that with iU waters hid 
The ancient realm below : 

Thy heart hath burned as shepherds sung 

Some wild and warlike strain, 
Where the Moorish horn once proudly rung 

Through the pealing hills of Spain : 



* 11m arrival of Bruce at what he oomidered to be the 
imirce of the Nile, was followed almost Inunediataly by feel- 
faigs thus suddanly fluauating from triumph to despondence, 
e his Travda in Abywinia. 



And o'er the lonely Grecian streams 
Thou hast heard the laurels moan, 

With a sound yet murmuring in thy dreams 
Of the glory that is gone. 

But go thou to the pastoral vales 

Of the Alpine mountains old, 
If thou wouldst hear immortal tides 

By the wind's deep whispers told ! 

Gro, if thou lovest the soil to tread, 

Where man hath nobly striven. 
And life, like incense, hath been shed. 

An offering unto Heaven. 

For o'er the snows, and round the pines^ 

Hath swept a noble flood ; 
The. nurture of the peasant's vines 

Hath been the martyr's blood ! 

A spirit, stronger than the sword, 

And loftier than despair, 
Through all the heroic region poured| 

Breathes in the generous air. 

A memory clings to every steep 

Of long-«ndurirvg faith, 
And the sounding streams glad record keepF 

Of courage unto death. 

Ask of the peasant vfhere his sires 

For truth and freedom bled. 
Ask, where were lit the torturing fires, 

Where lay the holy dead ; 

And he will tell thee, all around, * 

On fount, and turf, and stone, 
Far as the chamois' foot can boundi 

Their ashes have been sownl 

Gk>, when the sabbath bell is heard*' 

Up through the wilds to float, 
When the dark old woods and caves are stirred 

To gladness by the note ; 

When forth, along their thousand rills, 

The mountain people come, 
Join thou their worship on those hills 

Of glorious martyrdom. 

And while the song of praise ascends. 

And while the torrent's vdce 
Like the swell of many an organ blencb, 

Then let thy soul rejoke ! 



See " Gilly'8 Researchea among« (he Moumahis of Pled- 
mont," for an IniereBting deacriptlon of a aabbath day in the 
upper regions of the Vaudoia. The inhabitants of thoaa Pro- 
teatant valleys, rho, like the Swiai, repair with their flocks 
and herds to the summits of the hUk during the summer, 
an followed thither by Uieir paaton^ and at thatsBsson of lbs 

ir,aaKrabla on that saciedday, to vranhip in the open air. 
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Rejoice, that human heart, through soorti, 
Through shame, through death, made strong, 

Before the rocks and heavens 1iave home 
Witness of Grod so long! 



THE SONGS OF OUR FATHERS. 



"Sing aloud 



Old aon^ t|ie precious music of ihe bean." 

Wordatoarth. 



Sing them upon the sunny hills, 

When days are long and bright. 
And the blue gleam of shining rills 

Is loveliest to the sight. 
Sing them along the misty moor. 

Where ancient hunters roved, 
And swell tliem tiirough the torrent's roar-^ 

The songs our fathers loved ! 

The songs their souls rejoiced to hear 

When harps were in the hall, 
And each proud note made lance and spear 

Thrill on the bannered wall : 
The songs that through our valleys green 

Sent on from age to age, 
Like his own river's voice, have been 

The peasant's heritage. 

The reaper sings them when the vale 

Is filled with plumy sheaves ; 
The woodman, by the starlight pale 

Cheered homeward through the leaves: 
And unto them the glancing oars 

A joyous measure keep, 
Where the dark rocks that crest our shores 
. Dash back the foaming deep. 

60 let it be I — a light they shed 

O'er each old fount and grove ; 
A memory of the gentle dead, 

A spell of lingering love : 
Murmuring the names of mighty men^ 

They bid our streams roll on, 
And link high thoughts to every glen 

Where valiant deeds were done. 

Teach them you^ children round the hearth, 

When evening-fires burn clear. 
And in the fields of harvest mirth. 

And on the hills of deer I 
So shall each unforgotten word, 

When far those loved ones toam, 
Call back the hearts that once.it stirred, 

To childhood's holy home. 

The green woods of their native land 

Shall whisper in the strain, 
The voioet of their household bend 

Shall sweetly speak again; 



The heathery heights in vision rise 
Where Uke the stag tliey roved — 

Sing to your sons those melodies. 
The songs your fathers leved. 



THE BURIAL OF WILLIAM THE CON^ 
aUEROB. . . 

Lowly upon his bier 

The royal conqueror lay, • 

Baron and chief stood near. 

Silent in war-array. 

Down the long minster's aisle. 
Crowds mutely gazing streamed, 

Altar and tomb, the while, 
Through mists of incense gleamed ; 

And by Ihe torch's blaze 

The stately priest had said 
High words of power and praise, 

To the glory of the dead. 

They lowered him, with the sound 

Of requiems, to repose, 
When from the throngs arpund 

A solemn voice arose : 

" Forlwar, forbear !" it cried, 

^ In the holiest name forbear! 
He hath conquered regions wide, 

But he shall not slumber tfier^ 

" By the violated hearth 

Which made way for yon proud shrink/ 
By the harvests which this earth 

Hath borne to me and mine; 

" By the home e'en here o'erthrowir, 
On my children's native spot,-* 

Hence! with his dark renown 
Cumber our birth-place not ! 

*'- Will my sire's imraneomed fiekf 

.O'er which your censers wave. 
To the buried spoiler yield 

Soft slumber in the grave 1 

" The tree before him fell 
Which we cherished many a yeaf^ 

But its deep root yet shall swell 
And heave against his bier. 

" The land that I have tilled. 

Hath yet its brooding breast 
With my home's white ashes filled-^ 

And it shall not give him rest 

" Here each proud colupan's bed 
Hath been wet by weeping eyes-* 

Hence! and bestow your dead 
Where no wrong agahwt him cr4e»!'' 



Digitized by 



Google 



906 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



Shame gbwed on each dark face 
Of those proud and steel-girt men, 

And they bought with gold a place 
For their lea^ler's dust, e'en then. 

A little earth for him 

Whose banner flew so far ! 
And a peasant's tale could dim 

The name, a nation's star ! 

One deep voice thus arose 

From a heart which wrongs had riven — 
Oh ! who shall number those 

That were but heard in Heaven 7* 



Let there be silence, deep and strange. 

Where sceptred cities rose! 
Thou speak'st of one who doth not change-^ 

— So may our hearts repose. 



THE SOUND OF THE SEA. 

Thou art sounding on, thou mighty sea. 

For ever and the same ! 
The ancient rocks yet ring to thee, 

Whose thunders nought can tame. 

Oh! many a glorious voice is gone, 

From the rich bowers of earth, 
And hushed is many a lovely one 

Of mournfulness or mirth. 

The Dorian flute that sighed of yore 

Along thy wave, is still ; 
The harp of Judah peals no more 

On Zion's awful hill. 

And Memnon's lyre hath lost the chord 

That breathed the mystic tone. 
And the songs, at Rome's high triumphs poured, 

Are with her eagles flown. 

And mate the Moorish horn, that rang 

O'er stream and mountain free, 
And the hymn the leagued Crusaden sang, 

Hath died in Galilee. 

But thou art swelling on, thou deep, 

Through many an olden clime, 
Thy billowy anthem, ne'er to sleep 

Until the close of time. 

/ 
Thou lifiest op thy solemn voice 

To every wind and sky, 
And all our earth's green shores rejoice 

In that one harmony. 

It fills the noontide's calm profoimd. 

The sunset's heaven of gold ; 
And the still midnight hears the sound, 

E'en as when first it rolled. _ 

* Young Ouabianca, a boy about thirteen jean old, son Ux 

* For the particvdaiB of thb and other scarcely Icsi remark- the admiral of the Orient, remained at his post (in the battle 

able circonMtuiceB which attended the obsequies of William of the NileX after the ship had taken firo, and all the gura had 

tbs Oooquenr, see BisBioiidl's HtBtoirt dta FrancaiSf voL . been abandoned; and perished in theexplosioii of the tcbnV 

V«. piiSO^ I when the flauMS had reached the powder. 



CASABIANCA.* 

The boy stood on the burning deck, 

Whence all but him had fled ; 
The flame'that litthe battle's wreck, 

Shone round him o'er the dead. 

Yet beautiful and bright he stood, 

As bom to rule the storm; 
A creature of heroic blood, 

A proud, though child-like fonn. 

The flames rolled on — he would not go^ 

Without his father's word; 
That father, faint in death below, 

HLs voice no longer heard. 

He called aloud—" Say, father, say 

If yet my task is done T' 
He knew not that the chiefUin lay 

Unconscious of his son. 

" Speak, Father!" once again he cried^ 

" If I may yet be gone!'' 
— And but the booming shots replied, 

And fast the flames rolled on. 

Upon his brow he felt their breath, 

And in his waving hair; 
And looked from that lone post of d^ath, 

In still, yet brave despair. 

And shouted but once more aloud 

"My fiither! must I stayl" 
While o'er him fast through sail and shroud,. 

The wreathing fires made way. 

They wrapt the ship in splendour wild, 

They caught the flag on high. 
And streamed above the gallant child, 

Like bannen in the sky. 

There came a burst of thander soUnd — 

The boy — oh I where was hel 
— Ask of the winds that far around 

With fragments strewed the seal 

With mast, and helm, and pennon fidr, 
That well had borne their partr— 

But the noblest thing that perished there, 
Was that young faithful heart. 
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THE ADOPTED CHILD. 

" Why wouldgt thou leuve me,' oh ! gentle child 1 
Thy home on the mountain is bleak- and wild, 
A straw-roofed cabin with lowly wall — 
Mine is a fair and pillared had, 
Where many an image of marble gleams, 
And the sunshine of picture for ever streams." 

" Oh! green is the turf where my brothers play, 
Through the long bright hours of the summer-day, 
They find the red cup-moss where they climb, 
And they chase the bee o'er the scented thyme ; 
And the rocks where the heath-fiower blooms they 

know — 
Lady, kind lady, oh ! let me go." 

" Content thee, boy ! in my bower to dwell, 
Here are sweet sounds wliich thou lovest veil; 
Flutes on the air in the stilly noon, 
Harps which the wandering breezes tone ; 
And the silvery wood-note of m^ny a bird, 
Whose voice was ne'er in thy mountains heard." 

'* My mother sings, at the twilight's ^1, 
A song of the hills far more sweet than all ; 
She sings it under our own green tree. 
To the babe half slumbering on her knee ; 
I dreamt last night of that music low — 
Lady, kind Udy! oh I let me go." 

" Thy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the babe on her quiet breast ; 
Thou wouldst meet her footstep,' my boy, no more, 
Nor hear her song at the cabin door; 
— Come thou with me to the vineyards nigh, 
And weH pluck the grapes of the richest dye.^ 

*' Is my mother gone from her home away? 
— But I know that my brothers are there at play. 
I know they are gathering the. fox-glove's bell. 
Or the long fern-leaves by the sparkling well. 
Or they launch their boots where the bright 

streams flow — 
Lady, kind lady! oh! let me go." 

" Fair child! thy brothers are wanderers now, 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow. 
They have left the fern by the spring's green side, 
And the streabis, where the fairy barks were tried. 
r-Be thou at peace in thy brighter lot, 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot." 



THE DEPARTED. 



"Thoarfialt lie down 



With patriarchs of tha Inlant world—with kingi^ 
Tho powerful of the aanh— the wiae, the good, 
Fair fornu^ and hoary aeerB of agee paiS, 
All in one mighty ■epulchie."—^ 

Bryant 

And shrink ye from the way 
To the spirit's distant shore 7 
Earth's mightiest men, in armed anay, 
Are thither gone before. 

The warrior kings, whose banner 
Flew far as eagles fly, 
They are gone where swords avail them not, 
From the feast of victory. 

And the seers, who sat of yore 
By orient palm or wave. 
They have passed with all their starry 
Can ye still fear the grave? 

—We fear, we fear! — the sunshine 
Is joyous to behold, 
And we reck not of the buried kings. 
Or the awful seers of old. 



" Are they gone, all gone from the sunny, hillt 
— But the bird and the blue-fly rove o'er it^still, . 
And the red-deer bound in their gladness free, 
And the turf is bent by the singing hoc, 
And the waters leap; and the fresli witads bkm-^ 
Lady, kind lady! oh! let me go." 



Ye shrink !->the bards whose lays * ' • '. 
Have made your deep hearts bum/ > «•'•• 
They have left the sun, and the voice of praise^. 
For the land whence none return : . 

And the lovely, whose memoivkl 
Is the verse that can not die^ 
They too are gone with their glotious bloom, 
From the gaie of human, fiye. 

Would ye not join that throng 
Of the earth's departed flowers. 
And the masters of the mighty song 
In their far and fadeless bowers? 

Those songs are high and holf, 
But they vanquish not our fear ; - 
Not from our path those flowers an gofke-* 
We fain would linger here I 

Linger then yet awhile, 
As the last leaves on the bough ! 
— Ye have loved the gleam of many a smile 
That is taken from you- now. 

There have been sweet suiging voices 
In your walks that now are still; 
There are seats left void in your earthly home* 
Which none again may fill. 

. Sofl; eyes are seen no more 

That made spring-time in your heait'; >. 
KindrcHl and friends are gone before, — 

And ye still fear tQ part 1 
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— We fear not now, we fear not ! 

Though the way through darkness bends ; 
Our souls are strong to follow //tem, 
Our own familiar friends ! 



THE BREEZE FROM LAND. 



-" As when u> them who eoil 



Beyond the Gape of Hope, and now are past 

Mozambic, off ai sea north-easK winds blow 

Sabean odoun fttrni the spicy ahore 

Of Araby the Bleat ; with such delay ^ 

Well pleased they slack their coune, and many a league, 

Cheered with the grateful smell, (4d Ocean smiles. 

ParxuUteLoBU 



Joy is upon the lonely seai^ 

When Indian foiests pour 
Forth to the billow and the breeze 

Their fragrance from the shore ; 
Joy, when the soft air's glowing sigh 
Bears on the breath of Araby. 

Oh! welcome are the winds that tell 

A wanderer of the deep 
Where far away the jasmines dwell, 

And where the myrrh-trees weep ! 
Blessed, on the sounding surge and foam, 
Are tidings of the citron's home ! 

The sailor at the helm they meet, 

And hope his bosom stirs, 
Upspringing, 'midst the waves to greet 

The fair earth's messengers, 
That woo him, from the mournful main, 
Back to her glorious bowers again. 

They woo him, whispering lovely tales 

Of many a flowering glade, 
And fount's bright gleam in island-vales 

Of golden -fruited shade; 
Across his lone ship's wake they bring 
A ynmotk and a glow of spring ! 

And oh! ye masters of the lay! 

Come not e'en thus your songs, 
That meet us on life^ weary way 

Amidst her toiling throngs 1 
Yes ! o'er the spirit thus they bear 
A current of celestial air! 

TMr power is from the brighter clime 

That in our birth hath part, 
Their tones are of the worid which time 

Sean not within the heart ; 
They tell us of the living light 
In its green places ever bright. 



They call us with a voice divine 

Back to our early love. 
Our vows of youth at many a shrine 

Whence far and soon we rove : 
— Welcome, high thought' and holy strain, 
That make us Truth's and Heaven's again!* 



AN HOUR OF ROMANCE. 
Th£R£ were thick leaves above me and around, 
And low sweet sighs, like those of childhood's sleep, 
Amidst their dimness, and a fitful sound 
As of soft showers on water — dark and deep 
Lay the oak shadows o'er the turf, so still. 
They seemed but pictured glooms— a hidden rill. 
Made music, such as haunts us in a dream, 
Under the fern-tufts ; and a tender gleam 
Of soft green light, as by the glow-worm shed. 
Came pouring through the woven beech-boughs 

down. 
And steeped the magic page wherein I read 
Of royal chivalry and old renown, ' / 

A tale of Palestine.t--Meanwhile the bee 
Swept past me with a tone of summer houra, 
A drowsy bugle, wafting thoughts of flowers, 
Blue skies, and amber sunshine — brightly fims, 
On filmy wings the purple dragon-fly 
Shot glancing like a fairy javelin by ; 
And a sweet voice of sorrow told the dell 
Where sat the lone wood pigeon. 

But ere long, 
All sense of these things faded, as the spell, 
Breathing from that high gorgeous tale, grew strong 
On my chained soul— 't was not the leaves I heard ; 
—A Syrian wind the lion-banner stirred, 
Through its proud floating folds — 't was not the 

brook, 
Singing in secret through its grassy glen — 
A wild shrill trumpet of the Saracen 
Pealed from the desert's lonely heart, and shook 
The burning air.— Likedouds when winds are high, 
O'er glittering sands flew steeds of Araby, 
And tents rose up, and sudden lance and spear 
Flashed where a fountain's diamond wave lay clear. 
Shadowed by graceful palm-trees. — Then the shout 
Of merry England's joy swelled freely out. 
Sent through an Eastern heaven, whose glorious 

hue 

Made shields dark mirrors to its depths of blue ; 
And harps were there — I heard their sounding 

strings, 
As the waste echoed to the mirth of kings. 



* Written immedioiely after reading the " RemarlB oa 
the Character and Writings of Milton," in the Christkn Sx 
aminer. 

t The TaUnnan— TUasof the OrusMiera 
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The bright masque faded— unto life's worn track 
What called me, from its flood of glory, back 7 
— A voice of happy childhood ! — and they paswd, 
Banner, and harp^ and Paynim trumpet's blast — 
Yet might I scarce bewail the vision gone, 
My heart so leapt to that sweet laughter's tone. 



EVENING PRAYER AT A GIRLS' 
SCHOOL. 



** Now In thy youth, beseech of Hhn, 

Who gireth, upbraiding not, 
Tliat hia light in thy heart become not dim, 

And his lore be unforgoi ; 
Andchj God, in the darke* of dayi^ win be 
i, and bsauty, aixl itrengih lo thee." 

Bernard Barton. 



Hush ! 't is a holy hour — the quiet room 

Seems like a temple, while yon soft lamp sheds 
A faint and starry radiance, through the gloom 
And the sweet stillness, down on bright young' 
beads, 
With all their clustering locks, untouched by care. 
And bowed, as flowers are bowed with night — ^in 
prayer. 

Gnic on, — 't is lovely I— childhood's lip and cheek, 
Mantling beneath its earnest brow of thought — 

Gaze— yet what seest thou in those fair, and meek. 
And fragile things, as but for sunshine wrought 7 

— Thou seest what grief must nurture for the sky, 

What death must fashion for eternity ! 

Oh I joyous creatures, that will sink to rest. 
Lightly, when thos«» pure orisons are done, 

^s birds with slumber's honey-dew oppressed, 
'Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun — 

Lift up your hearts I — though yet no sorrow lies 

Dark in the sVimmer-heaven of those clear eyes; 

Though fresh within your breasts th' untroubled 
springs 

Of hope make melody where'er ye tread ; 
And o'er your sleep bright shadows, from the wings 

Of spirits visiting but youth, be spread; 
Yet in those flute-like voices, mingling low, 
Is woman's tenderness — how soon her wo ! 

Her lot is on you— silent tears to weep. 
And patient smiles to wear through suflering's 
hour, 

And sumless riches, from Affection's deep, 
To pour on broken reeds — a wasted shower I 

And to make idols, and to find them clay. 

And to bewail that worship— therefore pray ! 



Her lot is on you — to be found untired, 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain, 

With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspired. 
And a true heart of hope, though hope be vain. 

Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay, 

And oh! to k>ve through all things— thenfors 
pray! 

And take the thought of this calm vesper time, 
With its low murmuring sounds and silvery 
light, 

On through the dark days fading from their prime, 
As a sweet dew -to keep your souls from blight. 

Earth will forsake—oh !- happy to have given 

Th' unbroken heart's first fragrance unto Heaven ! 



THE INVOCATION. 

WRITTEK AFTER THE DEATH OF A 8I8TER-IN-LAW 

Answer me, burning stars of night! 

Where is the spirit gone. 
That past the reach of human tight, 

Even as a breeze, hath flown 1 
—And the stars answered me — " We roll 

In light and power on high, 
But, of the never-dying soul, 

Ask things that can not die !*' 

Oh ! many toned and chainless wind I 

Thou art a wanderer free ; 
Tell me if tkou its place canst find, 

Far over mount and seal 
— And the wind murmured in reply, 

" The blue deep I have crossed, 
And met its barks and billows high, 

But not what thou hast lost!" 

Ye clouds that gorgeously repose 

Around the setting sun, ^ 
Answer ! have ye a home for those 

Whose earthly race is runi 
The bright clouds answered — ** We depart, 

We vanish from the sky; 
Ask what is deathless in thy heart 

For that which can not die !" 

Speak, then, thou voice of GKxl within ! 

Thou of the deep low tone ! 
Answer me through life's restless din. 

Where IB the spirit flown 7 
— And the voice answered — ^" Be thou still 

Enough to know is given ; 
Clouds, winds, and stars their task fulfil, 

TlUne b to trust in Heaven 1" 



Digitized by 



Google 



890 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS, 



LINES 

WRITTEN IN A HERMITAGE ON THE SEA-SHORE. 

O WANDERER ! would thy heart foi;get 
Each earthly passion and regret. 
And would thy wearied spirit rise 
To commune with its native skies ; 
Pause for awhile, and deem it sweet 
To linger in this calm retreat ; 
And give thy cares, thy griefe, a short suspense, 
Amidst wild scenes of lone magnificence. 

Unmixed with aught of meaner tone, 
Here nature's voice is heard alone : 
When the loud storm, in wrathful hour, 
Is rushing on its wing of power. 
And spirits of the deep awake, 
And surges foam, and billows break. 
And rocks and ocean-caves around. 
Reverberate each awful sound ; 
That mighty voice, with all its dread control, 
To loftiest thought shall wake thy thrilling soul. 

But when no more the sea-winds rave^ 
When peace b brooding on the wave. 
And from earth, air, and ocean rise 
N6 sounds but plaintive melodies : 
Soothed by their softly mingling swell. 
As daylight bids the world farewell. 
The rustling wood, the dying breeze. 
The faint, low rippling of the seas, 
A tender cahn shall steal upon thy breast, 
A gleam reflected from the realms of rest. 

Is thine a heart the world hath stung, 
Friends have deceived, neglect hath wrung 1 
Hast thou some grief that none may know. 
Some lonely, secret, silent wo 1 
Or have thy fond affections fled 
From earth to slumber with the dead? 
Oh ! pause awhile — the world disown, 
And dwell with nature's self alone ! 
And though no more she bids arise 
Thy soul's departed energies. 
And though thy joy of life is o'er, 
Beyond her magic to restore ; 
Yet shaU her spells o'er every passion steal, 
And sooth the wounded heart they can not heal. 



THE DEATH-DAY OF K&RNER.' 

A BONO for the death-day of the brave— 

A aong of pride ! 
The youth went down to a hero's grave. 

With the Sword, his bride.t 



* On leading pan or a letter rram Korner's father, addren- 
ed to Mr. Richardaon, (he translator of hia woiics, in which 
he ipealai of "The death-day of his flon." 

t See the Sword-song, composed on the mgm\its of his 



He went, with his noble heart unworn, 

And pure, and high. 
An eagle stooping from clouds of morn, 

Only to die! 

He went with the Lyre, whose lofty tone 

Beneath his. hand 
Had thriird to the name of his Grod alone, 

And hb Father-land. 

And with all his glorious feelings yet 

(n their first glow. 
Like a southern stream that no frost hath met 

To chain its flow. 

A song for the death-day of the brave- 

A song of pride ! 
For him that went to a hero's grave. 

With the SWord, his bride. 



He hath left a voice in his trumpet-lays 

To turn the flight. 
And a guiding spirit for after days, 

Like a watch-fire's light. 

And a grief in his father's soul to rest. 

Midst all high thought, 
And a memory unto his mother's breast, 

With healing firaught. 

And a name and fame above the blight 

Of earthly breath. 
Beautiful — ^beautiful and bright. 

In life and death ! 

A song for the death-day of the brave— 

A song of pride ! ^ 
For him that went to a hero's grave, 

With the Sword, Iiis bride ! 



INVOCATION. 

HusBED is the world in night and sleep, 

Earth, Sea, and Air, are still as death ; 

Too rude to break a calm so deep. 

Were music's faintest breath. 

Descend, bright Visions ! from aSrial bowers, 

Descend to gild your own soft, silent hours. 

In hope or fear, in toil or pain, 
The weary day have mortals past. 
Now, dreams of bliss, be yours to reign. 
And all your spells around them cast ; 
Steal firom their hearts the pang, their eyes the tear, 
And lift the veil that hides a brighter sphere. 
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Oh ! bear your softest balm to those, 
Who ibndly, vainly, mourn the dead, 
To them that ivorld of peace disclose, 
Where the bright soul is fled : 
Where Love, immortal in his native cGme, 
Shall fear no pang from fate, no blight from tune. 

Or to his loved, his distant land, 
On your light wings the exile bear ; 
To feel once more his heart expand, 
In his own genial mountain-air ; • 
Hear the wild echoes well-known strains repeat. 
And bless each note, as heaven's own music sweet 

But oh ! with Fancy's brightest ray, 
Blest dreams ! the bard's repose iUume ; 
Bid forms of heaven around him play, 
And bowers of Eden bloom I 
And waft his spirit to its native Bkies, 
Who finds no charms in life's realities. 

No voice IS on the air of night, 
Through fold^ leaves no murmurs creep, 
Nor star nor moonbeam's trembling light 
Falls on the placid brow of sleep. 
Descend, bright visions, from your airy bower, 
Dark, silent, solemn, is your favourite hour. 



TO THE MEMORY OP GENERAL SIR 
E— D P— K— M. 

Brave spirit ! mourned with fond regret, 
Lost in life's pride, in valoui's noon. 
Oh ! who could deem thy star should set 
So darkly and so soon 7 

Fatal, though bright, the fire of mind. 
Which marked and closed thy brief career, 
And the fiiir wreath, by Hope entwined. 
Lies withered on thy bier. 

The soldier's death hath been thy doom, 
The soldier's tear thy meed shall be ; 
Yet, son of war ! a prouder tomb 

Might Pate have reared for thee. 

Thou shouldst have died, O high-souled chief ! 
In those bright days of glory fled, 
When triumph so prevailed o'er grief, 

We scarce could mourn the dead. 

Noontide of fame ! each tear-drop then 
Was worthy of a warrior's grave- 
When shall affection weep again 
So proudly o'er the brave? 

There, on the battle-fields of Spain, 
'Midst Roncesvalles' mountain-scene. 
Or on Yittoria's Uood-red plain. 

Meet had thy death-bed been. 



We mourn not that a hero's life. 
Thus in its ardent prime should close ; 
Hadst thou but fidlen in nobler strife, 
Biit died 'midst conquered foes! 

Yet hast thou still (though victory's flame 
In that last Inoment cheered thee not) 
Left Glory's isle another name. 
That ne'er may be forgot: 

And many a tale of triumph won 
Shall breathe that name in Memory's ear, 
And long may England mourn a son 
Without reproach or fear. 



TO THE MEMORY OF SIR H— Y 
E— LL— S. 

WHO FELL IN THE BATTLE OF WATERLOO. 



"Happy are they who die in thsfr youth, when their i» 
nown to around them." Onian. . 



Weep'st thou for him, whoso doom was sealed 
On England's proudest battle-field 1 
For him, the lion-heart, who died, 
In victoxy's full, resistless tide? 

Oh I mourn him tiot, 
By deeds like his that field was won, 
And Fate could yield to Yalour's son, 

No brighter lot. 

He heard his band's exulting cry, 
He saw the vanquished eagles fiy ; 
And envied be his death of fame, 
It shed a sunbeam o'er his name, 

That nought shall dim — 
No cloud obscured his glory's day, 
It saw no twilight of decay — 

Weep not for him! 

And breathe no dirge's plaintive moan, 
A hero claims far loftier tone! 
Oh! proudly should the war-song sweD, 
Recording how the mighty fell 

In that dread hour. 
When En^and, 'midst the battle-storm, 
Th' avenging angel— reared her form 

In tenfold power. 

Yet, gallant heart! to swell thy praise, 
Vain were the minstrel's noblest lays; 
Suice he, the soldier's guiding-star, 
The victor-chief, the lord of war. 

Has owned thy fame : 
And ohl like his approving word, 
What trophied marble could record 

A warrior's fame? 
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GUERILLA SONG. 
Foanded on the Aorj related of the Spanish Ptoiot, Mioa. 

Oh! forget not the hour, when through forest and 

vale, 

We returned with our chief to his dear native hills; 
Through the woody Sierra there sighed not a gale, 
And the moonbeam waa bright on his battlement- 
walla; 
And nature lay sleeping, in calmness and light, 
Round the home of the valiant, that rose on our 
sight. 

We entered thai home — all was loneliness round, 
The stiUness, the darkness, the peace of the grave ; 
Not a vdoe, not a step, Imde its echoes resound, 
Ah! such was the welcome that waited the brave ! 
For the spoilers had passed, like the poison-wind's 

breath. 
And the loved of bis bosom lay silent in death. 

Oh! forget not that hour — ^Ict its image be near, 
In the light of our mirth, in the dreams of our rest, 
Xjet its tale awake feelings too deep for a tear, 
And rouse inttf vengeance each arm and each 

breast. 
Till cbudless the dayspring of liberty shine 
O'er the plains of the olive, and hills of the vine. 



THE AGED INDIAN. 

Warriors! my noon of life is past. 
The brightness of my spirit flown ; 
I crouch before the wintry blast, 
Amidst my tribe I dwell alone; 
The heroes of my youth are fled, 
They rest among the warlike dead. 

Ye slumberers of the narrow cave ! 

My kindred-chiefs in days of yore, 

Ye fill an unremembered grave. 

Your fame, your deeds, are known no more. 

The records of your wars are gone, 

Your names forgot by all but one. 

Soon shall that one depart from earth. 
To join the brethren of his prime: 
Theii will the memory of your birth 
Bleep with the hidden things of time ! 
With him, ye sons of former days! 
Fades the last glimmering of your praise. 

His eyes that hailed your spirit's flame, 
StiU kindling in the combat's shock, 
Have seen, since darkness veiled your (ame, 
Sons.of the desert and the rock ! 



Another, and another race, 
Rise to the battle, and the chaoe 

Descendants of the mighty dead ! 
Fcariess of heart, and firm of hand ! 
Oh ! let me join their spirits fled, 
Oh ! send me to their shadowy land. 
Age hath not tamed Ontara's heart, 
He shrinks not from the friendly dait. 

These feet no more can chase the deer. 
The glory of this arm is flown — 
Why should the feeble linger here, 
When all the pride of life is gone 1 
Warriors! why still the stroke deny. 
Think ye Ontara fears to die? 

He feared not in his flower of days, 
When strong to stem the torrent's force, 
When through the desert's pathless maze, 
His way was as an eagle's course I 
When war was sunshine to his sight. 
And the wild hurricane, delight! 

Shall then the warrior tremble now? 
Now when his envied strength is o'er? 
Hung on the pine his idle bow. 
His pirogue useless on the shore 1 
When death hath dimmed his failing eye, 
Shall he, the joyless, fear to die 1 

Sons of the brave I delay no more, 
The spirits of my kindred call; 
'T is but one pang, and all is o'er! 
Oh! bid the aged cedar fall! 
To join the brethren of his prime, 
The mighty of departed time. 



EVENING AMONGST THE ALPS. 

Soft skies of Italy ! how richly drest, 
Smile these wild scenes in your purpurea! glow ; 
What glorious hues, reflected .from the west. 
Float o'er the dwellings of eternal snow! 

Yon torrent, foaming down the granite steep, 
Sparkles all brilliance in the setting beam; 
Dark glens beneath in shadowy beauty sleep. 
Where pipes the goatherd by his mountain-stream 

Now from yon peak departs the vivid ray, 
ThatstiU at eve its lofly temple knows; 
From rock and torrent fade the tints away, 
And all is wrapt in twilight's deep repose: 
While through the pine-wood gleams the 

star. 
And roves the Alpine gale o*er soUtudcf afar, 
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DIRGE OF THE HIQHLAOT) CHIEF IN 
»'WAVERLEY." 

SoM of the mighty and the firee! 
High-minded leader of the brave! 
Was it for loRy chief like thee,, 

To fill a'nameleflB gravel 
Oh I if, amidst the valiant slain, 
The warrior's bier hath been thy lot, 
EVn though on red Culloden's plain, 

We then had mourned thee not. 

But darkly closed thy dawn of fame. 
That dawn whose sunbeam rose so fair; 
Vengeance alone may breathe thy name, 

The watchword of Despair ! 
Yet oh! if gallant spirit's power 
Had e'er enobled death like thine, 
Then glory marked thy ^parting hour, 

Last of a mighty' line I 

O'er thy own towers the sunshine falls, 
But can not chase their silent gloom ; 
Those beams, that gild thy native walls. 

Are sleeping on thy tomb ! 
Spring on thy mountains laughs the while, 
Thy green woods wave in vernal air, 
But the loved scenes may vainly smile^ 

Not e'en thy dust u there. 

On thy blue hills no bugle-eound 
Is mingling with the torrent's roar. 
Unmarked the wild deer sport around — 

Thou lead'st the chaoe no more I 
Thy gates are closed, thy halls are still, 
Those halls where pealed the choral strain, 
They hear the wind's deep murmuring thrill-— 

And all is hushed again. 

No banner from the lonely tower 
Shall wave its blazoned folds on high ; 
There the tall grass and summer flower, 

tlnayarked shall spring and die. 
No more thy bard, for other ear, 
Shal] wake the harp once loved by thine — 
Hushed be the strain thou canst not hear, 

Last of a mighty line. 



THE CRUSADER'S WAR SONG. 

Chieftains, lead on ! our hearts beat high, 

X^ead on to Salem's towers ! 
Who would not deem it bliss to die, 

Slain in a cause like ours? 
The brave who sleep in soil of thine, 
lie not entombed, but shrined, O Palestine ; 



Souls of the slain in holy war! 

Look from your sainted rest! 
Tell us ye rose in Glory's car. 

To mingle with the blest ; 
Tell us how short the death-pang's power. 
How bright the joys of your immortal bower. 

Strike! the loud harp, ye minstrel train! 

Pour forth your loftiest lays; 
Each heart shall echo to the strain 

Breathed in the warrior's praise. 
Bid every string triumphant swell 
Th' inspiring sounds that heroes love so well. 

Salem! amidst the fiercest hour 

The wildest rage of fight, 
Thy name shall lend our falchions power. 

And nerve our hearts with might. 
Envied be those for thee that fall, 
Who find their graves beneath thy sacred wall. 

For them no need that sculptured tomb 

Should chronicle their fame, 
Or pyramid record their doom, 

Or deathless verse their name ; 
It is enough that dust of thine 
Should shroud their forms, O blessed Palestine I 

Chieflains, lead on ! our hearts beat high 

For combat's glorious hour; 
Soon shall the red-cross banner fly 

On Salem's lofliest tower! 
We burn to mingle in the strife. 
Where but to die ensures eternal life. 



THE DEATH OF CLANRONALD. 



It WW in the batUe of Sheriffmoor that Toung Clanronald 
fell, leading on the Highlanden of the right wing. Hh death 
dispirited the aanilants^ who began to waver., Bat Glengaiy, 
chief of a rival branch of the dan Colia, Marted from the 
ranks, and waving hk bonnet round hia head, cried out, '"D). 
day for revenge, and to-morrow for mourning I" The High- 
landera received a new impulse from hie worda^ end, chaigii^ 
with redoubled fury, bore down all before them.— See the 
Quarteriy Review, article of "CuUoden Papeia" 



Oh ! ne'er be Clanronald the valiant forgot I 
Still fearless and first in the combat he feU ; 
But we paused not one tear-drop to shed o'er the 

spot. 

We spared not one moment to murmur " Farewell" 

We heard but the battle-word given by the chief, 

To-day for revenge, and to-morrOw /or grief!" 
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And wildly Clanronald ! we echoed the vow, 
With the tear on our cheek, and the sword in our 

hand; 
Young son of the brave ! we may weep for thee 

now, 

For well has thy death been avenged by thy band, 
When they joined in wild chorus the cry of the 

chief^ 
" To-day for reveiige, and to-morrow for grief!'' 

Thy dirge in that hour was the bugle's wild call, 
The clash of the claymore, the shout of the brave ; 
But now thy own bard may lament for thy fall, 
And the soft voice of melody sigh o'er thy grave, 
While Albyn remembers the words of the chief, 
''To-day for revenge, and to-morrow for grief I" 

Thou art fallen, O fearless one ! flower of thy race I 
Descendant of heroes ! thy glory is set ! 
But thy kindred, the sons of the battle and chase, 
Have proved that thy spirit is bright in them yet ! 
Nor vainly have ech9ed the words of the chief, 
*' To-day for revenge, and to-morrow for grief!" 



TO THE EYE. 

Throne of expression ! whence the spirit's ray 
Pours forth so oft the light of mental day. 
Where fancy's fire, affection's melting beam, 
Thought, genius, passion, reign in turn supreme, 
And many a feeling, words can ne'er impart, 
Finds its own language to pervade the heart; 
Thy power, bright orb, what bosom hath not felt, 
To thrill, to rouse, to fascinj^te, to melt? 
And by some spell of undefined control, 
With magnet-influence touch the secret soul ! 

Light of the features ! in the morn of youth 
Thy glance is naiurc, and thy language, truth : 
And ere the world, with all-corrupting sway, 
Hath taught e'en thee to flatter and betray, 
Th' ingenuous heart forbids thee to reveal. 
Or speak one thought that interest would conceal; 
While yet thou seem'st the cloudless mirror, given 
But to reflect the purity of heaven ; 
Oh I then how lovely, there unveiled to trace 
Th' unsullied brightness of each mental grace I 

When Genius lends thee all his living light, 
Where the fiill beams of intellect unite, 
When Love illumes thee with his varying ray. 
Where trembling Hope and tearful Rapture play; 
Or Pity's melting ck)ud thy beam nubdues. 
Tempering its lustre with a vale of dews; 
Still does thy power, whose all-commanding spell 
Can pierce the mazes of the soul so well. 
Bid some new feeling to existence start. 
From its deep slumbers in the inmost heart. 



And oh ! when thought, in ecstacy sublime, 
That soars triumphant o'er the bounds of time, 
Fires thy keen glance with inspiration's blaze, 
The light of heaven, the hope of nobler days, 
(As glorious dreams, for utterance far too high, 
Flash through the mist of dim mortality;) 
Who does not own, that through thy lightning 

beams 
A flame unquenchable, unearthly, streams 7 
That pure, though captive eflluence Of the sky, 
The vestal-ray, the spark that can not die ; 



THE HERO'S DEATH. 

Life's parting beams were in his eye, 
Life's closing accents on his tongue, 
When round him, pealing to the sky, 

The shout of victory rung ! 
Then, ere his gallant spirit fled, 
A smile so bright illumed his face — 
Oh I never, of the light it shed. 

Shall memory lose a trace 1 

His was a death, whose rapture high 
Transcended all that life could yield ; 
His wannest prayer was so to die, 

On the red battle-field I 
And they may feel, who love him most,' 
A pride so holy and so pure^ 
Fate hath no power o'er those who boast 

A treasure thus secure I 



STANZAS 

ON THE LATE NATIONAL CALAMITY, THE DEATH OF 
THE PRINCESS CHARLOTTE. 



"H6Ias! nous compofliona son histoire de tout es qu'on 

peui lra.iginer do plus glorieux Le paasfi et le prdseni 

nous garantis8oii«nt I'avenir ^Telle 6ioit I'agrteble his- 
toire que nous faisions; ec pour acherer cea nobles projeta^ il 
n'y avoit que la dur6e de bb vie ; dont nous ne croyons pas 
deToir £tre en peine, car, qui eut pu seulement penser, qutt 
les amides euasent du manquer A un jeunoose qui senibloit ai 
yirtV— Botsuet, 

h 

Marked ye the mingling of the dty's throng, 
Each mien, each glance, with expecUtion bnghtl 
Prepare the pageant and the choral song. 
The pealing chimes, the blaze of festal Ught ! 
And hark! what rumor's gathering sound is nigh? 
It is the voice of joy, that murmur deep 1 
Away, be hushed ! ye sounds of revelry! 
Back to your homes, ye multitudes, to weep I 
Weep ! for the storm hath o'er us darkly past. 
And England's royal flower is broken by the blast! 
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II. 

Was it a dream 1 ao sadden and so dread 
That awful fiat o'er oar senses came ! 
So loved, 80 blest, is that young spirit fled, 
Whose early grandeur promised years of fame 1 
Oh ! when hath life possessed, or death destroyed 
More lovely hopes, more cloudlessly that smiled 1 
When hath the spoiler left so dark a void ! 
For all is lost — the mother and her child ! 
Our morning-star hath vanished, and the tomb 
Throws its deep-lengthened shade o'er distant years 
* tooome. 

III. 
Angel of Death I did no presaging sign 
Announce thy coming, and thy way prepare 1 
No warning voice, no harbinger was thine, 
Danger and fear seemed past — ^but thou wert there 
Prophetic sounds along the earthquake's path 
Foretell the hour of Nature's awfiil throes ; 
And the volcano, ere it burst, in wrath, 
Sends forth some herald from its dread repose : 
But thou, dark Spirit ! s^ft and unforeseen, 
Cam'st like the lightning's flash, when heaven is 
all serene. 

.IV. . . 

And she is gone — the royal and the young. 
In soul commanding and in heart benign ; 
Who from a race of Kings and Heroes sprung, 
OlQwed with a spirit lofty as her line. 
Now may the voice she loved on earth so well. 
Breathe forth her name, unheeded and in vain ; 
Nor can those eyes on which her own would dwell, 
Wake from that breast one sympathy again : 
The ardent heart, the towering mind are fied, 
Yet shall undying love still linger with the dead. 



Oh ! many a bright existence we have seen 
duenched in the glow and fulness of its prime ; 
And many a cherished flower, ere now, hath been 
Cropt, ere its leaves were breathed upon by time. 
W^'have lost Heroes in their noon of pride. 
Whose fields of triumph gave them but a bier ; 
And we liaVe wept when soaring Genius died, 
Checked in the glory of his mid career ! 
But here our hopes were centred — all is o'er, 
All thought in this absorbed—she was — and is no 
moie! 

VI. 

We watched her childhood from its earliest hour, 
From every word and look blest omens caught ; 
While that young mind developed all its power. 
And rose to energies of loftiest thought. 
On her was fixed the Patriot's ardent eye, 



One hope still bloomed — one vista still was &ir ; 
And when the tempest swept the troubled sky. 
She was our dayspring — all was cloudless there ; 
And oh ! how lovely broke on England's gaze. 
E'en through the mist and storm, the light of dis- 
tant days. 

VII. 

Now hath one moment darkened future years, 
And changed the track of ages yet to be ! — 
Yet, mortal ! 'midst the bitterness of tears, 
Kneel, and adore th' inscrutable decree I 
Oh ! while the clear perspective smiled in light. 
Wisdom should thenhavt tempered hope's excess, 
And, lost One ! when we saw thy lot so bright, 
We might have trembled at its loveliness : 
Joy is no eartlily fiower— nor framed to bear, 
In its exotic bloom, life's cold, ungenial air. 

VIII. 

All smiled around thee — Youth, and Love, and 

Praise, 
Hearts all devotion and all truth were thine I 
On thee was riveted a nation's gaze, 
As on some radiant and unsullied shrine. 
Heiress of empires ! thou art passed away. 
Like some fair vision, that arose to throw, 
O'er one brief hour of life, a fleeting ray. 
Then leave the rest to solitude and wo ! 
Oh ! who shall date to woo such dreams again I 
Who hath not wept to know, that tears for thee 

were vain 7 

IX. 

Yet there is one who Igyed thee — and whose soul 
With mild affections imture' formed to melt ; 
His mind hath bowed oeneath the stem control 
Of many a grief— but this shall be unfelt ! 
Years have gone by — and given his honoured head 
A diadem of snow — his eye is dim — 
Around him Heaven a solemn cloud hath spread, 
The past, the future, are a dieam to him ! 
Yet in the darkness of his fate, alone 
He dwells on earth, while thou, in life's full pride, 
ait gone 1 



The Chastener's hand is on us — we may weep, 
But not repine — for many a storm hatli pa^t, 
And, pillowed on her own majestic deep. 
Hath England slept, unshaken by the blast ! 
And war hath raged o'er many a distant plain, 
Trampling the vine and olive iu his path ; 
While she, that regal daughter of the main. 
Smiled, in serene defiance of his wrath ! 
As some proud summit, mingling with the sky. 
Hears calmly far below the thu*^ dcrs roll and die. 
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XI. 

Her voice hath been th' awakener — and her name, 

The gathenng word of nations — in her might - 

And all the awful beauty of her fame, 

Apart she dwelt, in solitary light. 

High on her cliffs, alone and firm she stood, 

Fixing the torch upon her beacon-tower;^ 

That torch, whose flame, far streaming o'er the 

flood, 
Hath guided Europe through her darkest hour! — 
Away, vain dreams of glory I — in the dust 
Be humbled, ocean-queen! and own thy sentence 

just! ♦ 

XII. 

Hark ! *t was the death-bell's note! which, full and 

deep. 
Unmixed with aught of les^ majestic tone. 
While all the murmurs of existence sleep, 
Swells on the stillness of the air alone ! 
Silent the throngs that fill the darkened street. 
Silent the slumbering Thames, the lonely mart; 
And all is still, where countless thousands meet, 
Save the full throbbing of the awe-struck heart ! 
All deeply, strangely, fearfully serene. 
As in each ravaged home th' avenging one had 

been. 

XIII. 

The sun goes down in beauty — ^his farewell. 
Unlike the world he leaves, is calmly bright; 
And his last mellowed rays around us dwell, 
Lingering, as if on scenes of young delight. 
They smile wad fade — ^but, when the day is o'er, 
What slow procession moves, with measured 

tread 7— 
Lo! those who weep, with her who weeps no 

more, 
A solemn train — ^the mourners and the dead! 
While, throned on high, the moon's untroubled ray 
Looks dowi), as earthly hopes are passing thus 

away. 

XIV. 

But other light is in that holy pile, 
Where, ii^the house of silence, kings repose; 
There, through the dim arcade, and pillared aisle. 
The funeral-torch its deep-red radiance throws. 
Tliere pall, and canopy and sacred strain. 
And all around the stamp of wo may bear ; 
But Grief, to whose full heart those forms are vain. 
Grief unexpressed, unsoothed by them — ^is there. 
No darker hour hath Fate for him who mourns, 
Than when the all he loved, as dust to dust, re- 
turns. 

XV. 

We mourn — but not thy fate, departed One! 
We pity — but the living, not the dead ; 



A cloud hangs o'er us — "the bright day is done,"* 
And with a fattier's hopes, a nation's fled. 
And he, the chosen of thy youthful breast, 
Whose soul with thine had mingled every thought; 
He, with thine early, fond afiections blest. 
Lord of a mind with all things lovely fraught ; 
What but a desert to his eye, that earth. 
Which but retains of thee the memory of thy 
worth? 

XVI. 
Oh ! there are griefs for nature too intense, 
Whose first rude shock but stupefies the soul; 
Nor hath the fragile and o'erlaboured sense 
Strength e'en to feel at once their dread control. 
But when 't is past, that still and speechless hour 
Of the sealed bosom, and the tearless eye. 
Then the roused mind awakes^ with tenfold power, 
To grasp the fulness of its agony! 
Its death-like torpor vanished — and its doom, 
To cast its own dark hues o'er life and natoie's 
bloom. 

XVII 

And such kia lot, whom thou hast loved aod left, 
Spirit! thus early to thy home recalled! 
So sinks the heart, of hope and thee bereft, 
A warrior's heart! by danger ne'er applied. 
Years may pass on — and, as they roll along, 
Mellow those pangs which now his bosom rend; 
And he once more, with life's unheeding throng, 
May, though alone iQ soul, in seeming blend; 
Yet still, the guardian-angel of his mind. 
Shall thy loved image dwell, in Memory's temple 
shrined. 

XVIII. 

Yet must the days be long ere time shall steal 
Aught from his grief, whose spirit dwells with 

thee; 
Once deeply bruised, the heart at length may heal, 
But all it was — oh 1 never more shall be — 
The flower, the leaf, o'erwhelmed by winter-snow, 
Shall spring again, when beams and showers re- 
turn; 
The fiided cheek again with health may glow, 
And the dim eye with life's worm radiance bum; 
But the pure freshness of the mind's young bloom. 
Once lost, revives alone in worlds beyond the tomb. 

XIX. . 

But thou— thine hour of agony is o'er, 
And thy brief race in brilliance hath been run, 
While Faith, that bids forid nature grieve no more, 
Tells that thy crown— though not on earth— is 



* " TiM bright day b done, 
And we are for the dark." 

Shakspaare. 
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Thou, of the world eO early left, hast known 
Nought but the bloom and sunshine— and for thee, 
Child of propitious stars! for thee alone, 
The course of love ran smooth/ and brightly 

free- 
Not long such bliss to mortal eould be given, 
It u enough for earth, to catch one glimpse of 

heaven. 

XX. 
What though, eie yet the noonday of thy fame 
Rose in its glory on thine England's eye, 
The grave's deep shadows o'er thy spirit camel 
Ours u that loss — and thou wert blest to die! 
Thou might'st have lived to dark and evil years, 
To mourn thy people changed, thy skies o'ercast ; 
But thy spring-morn was all undiinmed by tears. 
And thou wert loved and cherished to the last ! 
And thy young name, ne'er breathed in ruder tone. 
Thus dying, thou hast left to love and grief alone. 

XXI. 

Daughter of Kings ! frooi that high sphere look 

down, 
Where still in hope, affection's thoughts may rise; 
Where dimly shines to thee that mortal crown, 
Wliich earth displayed to claim thee from the skies. 
Look downl and if thy spirit yet retain 
Memory of aught that once was fondly dear, 
Soothe, though unseen, the hearts that mourn in 

vain, 
And, in their hours of loneliness — ^be near ! 
Blest was thy lot e'en here — and one faint sigh, 
Oh ! tell those hfiacta, hath made that bliss eternity I 
Nov. 23» 1817. 

BELSHAZZAR'S FEAST.t 

T WAS night in Babybn : yet many a beam, 
Of lamps far-glittering from her domes on high. 
Shone, brightly mingling in Euphrates' stream. 
With the clear stars of that Chaldean sky. 
Whose azure knows no cloud : — each whispered 

sigh 
Of the soft night-breeze through her terrace- 
bowers 
Bore deepening tones of joy and melody, 
O'er an illumined wilderness of flowers; 
And the glad city's voice went up from all her 
towers. 

But prouder mizth was in the kingly hall. 
Where, 'midst adoring slaves, a gorgeous band ! 
High at the stately midnight festival, 
Belshazzai sat enthroned. — There Luxury's 
hand 



* *'The ooozsB oftnie love never did ran smooch." 
Shakapeare. 
1 0riginslly poUUisd in His. Joanna BslUie'S odDecaoo of 
from living Authoni 



Had showered around all treasures that expand 
Beneath the burning C:u*t ; — all gems that pour 
The suiibcains back;— all sweets of many a land, 
WhuM.' gall's waft incrnsc from their spicy shore; 
— But mortal pride looked on, and still demanded 
more. 

With richer zeA the banquet may be fraught, 
A loftier theme may swell th' exulting strain! 
The Lord of nations 8|)okc,— and forth were 

brought 
The s|)oils of Salem's devastated fane: 
Thrice holy vessels ! — pure from earthly stain, 
And set apart, and sanctified to Him, 
Who deigned within the oracle to reign, 
Reveale<i, yet shadowed ; making noon-day dim, 
To that most glorious cloud between the Cheru- 
bim. 

They came, and louder {)ealcd the voice of song, 
And pride flashed brighter from the kindling 

And He who sleeps not heard th' elated throng, 
In mirth that plays with thunderMts, defy 
The Rock of Zion!— Fill the hcctar high, 
High in the cujw of consecrated gold! 
And crown the bowl with garlands, ere they die, 
And bid the censers of the Temple hold 
Offerings to Babel's gods, the mighty ones of old ! 

Peace ! — is it but a phantom of the brain, * 
Thus shadowed forth the senses to appal. 
Yon fearful vision? — Who shall gaze again 
To search its cause 1 — Along the illumuied wall, 
Startling, yet riveting the eyes of all, 
Darkly it moves, — aiiand, a human hand. 
O'er the bright lamps of that resplendent hall 
In silence tracing, as a mystic wand, 
Words all unknown, the tongue of some far dis- 
tant land. 

There are pale cheeks around the regal board. 
And quivering lips and whispers deep and low, 
And fitful starts I — ^the wine in triumph poured, 
Untasted foams, the song hath ceased to flow. ' 
The waving censer drops to earth — and lo 1 
The King of Men, the Ruler, girt with might, 
Trembles before a shadow]— Say not so! 
— The child of dust, with guilt's foreboding 

sight. 
Shrinks from the Dread Unknown, th' avenging 

Infinite! 

But haste ye ! — ^bring Chaldea's gifted seers, 
The men of prescience! — haply to their eyeB, 
Which track the future through the jolling 

spheres, 
Yon mystic sign may speak in prophecies. 
They come— the readers of the midnight skies, 
They that give voice to visions— bat in vain ! 
Still wrapt in ctouds the awful secret lies, 
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It hath no language 'midat the starry train, 
Earth has no gifted tongue Heaven's mysteries to 
explain. 

Then stood forth one, a child of other sires, 
And other inspiration ! — One of those 
Who on the willows hung their captive lyres, 
And sat, and wept, where Babel's river flows. 
His eye was bright, and yet the deep repose 
Of his pale features half o'erawed the mind. 
And imaged forth a soul, whose joys and woes 
Were of a loftier stamp than aught assigned 
To earth ; a being sealed and severed from man- 
kind. 

Yes! — what was earth to- him, whose spirit 



Time's utmost bounds 1 — on whose unshrinking 

sight 
Ten thousand shapes of burning glory cast 
Their full resplendence 1 — Majesty and might, 
Were in his dreams ; — for him the veil of hght 
Shrouding heaven's in most sanctuary and throne. 
The curtain of th' unutterably bright 
Was raised ! — to him, in fearful splendour shown, 
Ancient of days! e'en thou mad'st thy dread pre- 
sence known. 

He spoke : — the shadows of the tilings to come 
Pa.s8od o'er his soul : — " O King, elate in pride ! 
^od hath sent forth the writing of thy doom, 
The one, the living God, by thee defied! 
He in whose balance earthly lords are tried, 
Hath weighed, and found thee wanting. 'T is 

decreed 
The conqueror's hands thy kingdom shall divide, 
The stranger to thy throne of power succeed! 
The dayd \re full, they come ; — the, Persian and 

theMede!" 

• y 

There fell a moment's Vhrilling silence round, 
A .bre^atblc^^ause ! the hush of hearts that beat 
AaS^Siujoa that quiver: — is there not a sound, 
A gathering cry, a tread of hurrying feetl 
— *T was but some echo, in the crowded street. 
Of far- heard revelry ; the' shout, the song. 
The measured dance to music wildly sweet, 

• That speeds the s'tars their joyous course 
along J— 

Away I not -let a dream disturb the festal throng ! 

Peace yet again! — Hark ! steps in tumult flying, 
Steeds rushing on as o'er a battle-field 1 
The shout of hosts exulting, or defying. 
The press of multitudes that strive or yield! 
And the loud, stai^ling clash of spear and shield, 
Sudden as earthquake's buist! — and, blent with 

these, 
The last wild shriek of those whose doom is 

sealed 
In their full mirth ! — all deepening on the breeze, 
As the k>ng stormy roar of far-advancing seas!.' 



And nearer yet the trumpet's blast is swelling. 
Loud, shrill, "and savage, drowning every cry I 
And lo! the spoiler in the regal dwelling, 
Death bursting on the halls of revelry! 
Ere on their brows one fragile rose-leaf die, 
The sword hath raged through joy's devoted 

train. 
Ere one bright star be faded from the sky, 
Red flames, like banners, wave from dome and 
fane. 
Empire is lost and won, Belshazzar with the slain. 

f^allen is the golden city! in the dust 
Spoiled of her crown, dismantled of her state, 
She that hath made the Strength of Towers 

her trust. 
Weeps by her dead, supremely desolate! 
She that beheld the nations at her gate, 
Thronging in homage, shall be called no more 
Lady of kingdoms! — Who shall mourn her 

fate! 
Her guilt is full, her jnarch of triumph o*er; — 
— What widowed land shall now htr widowhood 
deplore? 

Sit thou in silence! Thou that wert enthroned 
On many waters ! thou whose augurs read. 
The language of the planets, and disowned 
The mighty name it blazons !-^Veil thy head, 
Daughter of Babylon ! the sword is red 
From thy destroyers' harvest, and the yoke 
Is on thee, O most proud !— -for tKou haat^said,- 
"I am, a*d none beside !"—Th''Etemidspoke^ 
Thy glory was a spoil, thine idol-gods were broke. 

But go thou forth, O Israel! wake! rejoice! 
Be clothed with strength, as ifi thine ancient 

day! 
Renew the sound of harps, th' exulting voice, 
The mirth o( timbrels! — loose the chain, and 

say 
God hath redeemed his people ! — from decay 
The silent and the trampled shall arise; • 
— Awake ; put on thy beautiful array. 
Oh long-forsaken Zion I to the skies 
Send up on every wind thy choral melodies ! 

And lift thy head ! — ^ehold thy sons returning, 
Redeemed from exile, ransomed from the chain ! 
Light hath revisited the house of mourning; 
She that on Judah's mountains Wept in vain' 
Because her cliildren were not — dwells again . 
Girt with the lovely!— through thy streeti'oiMse 

more, 
City of God! shall pass the bridal train. 
And the bright lamps their festive radlanoo 

pour, 
And the triomi^ial hymns the joy of youth m- 
stoiel 
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THE CHIEFTAIN'S SON. 

Yes, it is oars! — the field is won, 

A dark and evil field! 
Lift from the ground my noble son, 
And bear him homewards on his bloody shield ! 

Let me not hear your trumpets ring, 

Swell not the battle-born ! 
ThoughU far too sad those notes will bring, 
When to the gra^e my glorious fiower is borne! 

Speak not of victory I— in the name 

There is too much of wo ! 
Hushed be the empty voice of Fame — 
Call me back his whose graceful head is low. 

Speak not of victory! — from my halls 

The sunny hour is gone I 
The ancient banner on my walls 
Must sink ere long — I had but him — but one ! 

Within the dwelling of my sires 

The hearths will jK>on be cold, 
With me must die the beacon-fires 
That streamed at midnight from the mountain- 
hold. 

And let them fiule, since thi» must be, 

My lovely and my brave! 
Was thy bright blood poured forth ibr me. 
And is there but for stately youth ^ grave 7 

Speak to me once again, my boy! 

Wilt thou not hear my call? 
Thou wert ao full of life and joy, 
I had not dreampt of /At*— that thou oouldst fidl ! 

Thy mother watches from the steep 

For thy returning plume ; 

How shall I tell her that thy sleep 

It of the sUent house, th' untimely tomb? 

Thou didst not seem as dne to die. 
With all thy young renown! 
— ^Ye saw his fiUchion's flash on high, 
In the mid-fight, when spears and crests went 
down! 

Slow be your march ! — ^the field is won! 

A dark and evil field! 
Lift firom the ground my noble son, 
And bear him homewards on his bloody shield. 



THE TOMBS OP PLATiEA. 

FBOM A PAINTING BY WILLIAMS. 

And there they sleep ! — the men who stood 

In arms before th* exulting sun, 

And bathed their spears in Persian blood. 



I'ltev .slet'p ! — th' Olympic wreaths are dead, 
Th' Athenian lyres are hushed and gone; 
The Dorian voice of song is fled — 
— Slumber, ye mighty ! slumber deeply on ! 

They sleep, and seems not all around 
As hallowed unto glory's tomb? 
Silence is on the battle ground, 
The heavens are loaded with a breathless gloom. 

And stars are watching on their height. 
But dimly seen through mist and cloud, 
And still and solemn is the light 
Which folds tlie plain, as witli a glimmering shroud. 

And thou, pale night-queen ! hero thy beams 
Are not as those the shepherd loves, 
Nor look tlipy down on shining streams. 
By Naiads haunted, in thoir laurel groves: 

Thou scest no pastoral hamlet sleep. 
In shadowy quiet, 'midst its vines ; 
No temple gleaming from the steep, 
'Midst the gray olives, or the mountain pines : 

But o'er a dim and boundless waste. 
Thy rays, e'en like a tomb-lamp's, brood, 
Where man's departed steps are traced 
But by his dust, amidst the solitude. 

And be it thus ! — What slave shall tread 
O'er fircedom's ancient battle-plains? 
Let deserts wrap the glorious dead, 
When their bright land sits weeping o'er her 
chains : 

Here, where the Persian clarion rung, 
And where the Spartan sword flashed high. 
And where the Paean strains were sung, 
From year to year swelled on by liberty ! 

Here should no voice, no sound, be heaidj 
Until the bonds of Greece be riven. 
Save of the leader's charging word, 
Or the shrill trumpet, pealing up through heaTenI 

Rest in your silent homes, ye brave ! 
No vines festoon your lonely tree 1* 
No harvest o'er your war-fields wave. 
Till rushing winds proclaim — ^the land is firee ! 



THE VIEW FROM CASTRL 

FROM A PAINTING BT WILLIAMS. 

There have been bright and glorious pageants 

here. 
Where nowgray stones and moss-grown columns 

lie; 



And taught the earth how fireedom n^ht be won. tun. 



* ▲ fllngls tne appeals hi Mr. WlUianiB^ imprearive pic* 
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There have been words, which earth grow pale 

to hear, 
Breathed frotn the cavern's misty chamben nigh : 
There have been voices, through the sunny sky, 
And the pine-woods, their choral hymn-notes 

sending, 
And reeds and lyres, their Dorian melody, 
With incense-clouds around the temple blending, 
And throngs, with laurel-boughs, before the altar 

bending. 

There have been treasures of the seas and isles 
Brought to the day-god's now forsaken throne : 
Thunders have pealed along the rock-defiles. 
When the far-echoing battle-horn made known 
That foes were on their way! — the deep-wind's 

moan 
Hath chilled the invader's heart with secret fear, 
And from the Sibyl-grottoes, wild and lone, 
Storms have gone forth, which, in their fierce 

career, 
Fiom his bold hand have struck the banner and 

the spear. 

The shrine hath sank ! — but thou unchanged 

art there ! 
Mount of the voice and vision, robed with dreams! 
Unchanged, and rushing through the radiant air, 
With thy dark-waving pines, and flashing 

streams, 
And all thy founts of song ! their bright coarse 

teems 
With inspiration yet ; and each dim haze, 
Or golden cloud which floats around thee, seems 
As with its mantle; veiling from our gaze 
The mysteries of the past, the gods of elder days! 

Away, vain phantasies I — doth less of power 
Dwell round thy summit, or thy clifls invest, 
Though in deep stillness now, the ruin's flower 
Wave o'er the pillars mouldering on thy breast 1 
— Lift through the free blue heavens thine anrovry 

crest! 
Let the great rocks their solitude regain ! 
No Delphian lyres now break thy noontide rest 
With their full chords :-^ut silent be the strain ! 
Thou hast a mightier voice to speak th' Eternal's 

reign !^ 



THE FESTAL HOUR. 

When are the lessons given 
That shake the startled earth 1— When wakes the 

foe, 
While the firiend sleepsl—When falls the traitor's 
.blow7 
When are proud sceptres riven, 



* TliH with the pNoeding, and sevend of the IbUowing 
pisoM^ hsveappeavBd In the Edinburgh Msgssine. 



High hopes o'erthrown I — It is, when lands rejoice, 
When cities blaze, and lift th' exulting voice, 
And wave their bannen to the kindling heaven ! 

Fear ye the festal hour ! 
When mirth o'erflows, then tremble f — *T was b 

night 
Of gorgeous revel, wreaths, and dance, and light, 

When through the regal bower 
The trumpet pealed, ere yet the song was done, 
And there were shrieks in golden Babykm, 
And trampling armies, ruthless in their power. 

The marble shrines were crowned : 
Young voices, through, the blue Athenian sky, 
And Dorian reeds, made sununer-melody, 

And censera waved around ; 
And lyres were strung, and bright libations poured, 
When, through the streets^ flashed out the aveng' 

ing sword, 
Fearless and free, the sword with myrtles bottnd !* 

Through Rome a triumph passed. 
Rich in her sun-god's mantling beams went by 
That long array of glorious pageantry, 

With shoat and trumpet-blast. 
An empire's gems their starry splendor shed 
O'er the proud march ; a king in chains was led } 
A stately victor, crowned and robed, came lastt 

And many a Dryad's bower 
Had lent the laurels, which in wanng play, 
Stirred the warm air, and glistened round his way, 

As a quick-flashing shower. 
— O'er his own porch, meantime, the cypress hung, 
Through hijs fair halls a cry of anguish rung — 
Wo for the dead I-^the father's broken flower ! 

A sound of lyre and song, 
In the still night, went floating o'er the Nile, 
Whose waves, by many an old mysterious pile. 

Swept with that voice along; 
And lamps were shining o'er the red wine's ibam, 
Where a chief revelled in a monarch's dome, 
And fresh roae-garlands decked a glittering throng. 

'T was Antony that bade 
The joyous chords ring out!— but strains arose 
Of wilder omen at the banqact's close 1 

Sounds by no mortal maidet 
Shook Alexandria through her streets that night, 
And passed— 4Lnd with another sunset's light, 
The kingly Roman on his bier was laid. 



* The sword of Harmodhia 

t Faolus JEmiliui^ one of whosB mma died a few days be* 
Ian, and another shoitly after, his triumph on the oonquesc 
of Haoedao, when Perseia^ kitig of thai canoixj, wm led In 



I See the description given by Plutarch, In hk life of An- 
tony, of the supernatural soundi heard In the atreels of Alei>- 
andria, the Bi^ befoM Antony's de«hk 
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Bright 'midst its vineyards lay 
The fair Campanian city,* with its towers 
And temples gleaming through dark olive-bowers, 

Clear in the golden day ; 
Joy was arounfl it as the glowing sky, 
And crowds had filled its halls of revelry, 
And all the sunny air was music's way. 

A cloud came o*er the face 
Of Italy's rich heaven!— its crystal blue 
Was changed, and dee[>cried to a wrathful hue 

Of night, o'crshadowing apace, . 
As with the wings of death!— in all his power 
Vesuvius woke, and hurled the burning shower. 
And who could tell the buried citj's place 7 

Such things have been of yore, 
In the gay regions where the dtrons blow, 
And purple summers all their sleepy glow 

On the grape-olusters pour; 
And where the palius to spicy winds are waving. 
Along clear seas of melted sapphire, laving, 
As with a flow of light, their southern shore. 

Turn we to other climes 1 
Far in the Druid-Isle a feast was spread, 
*Midst the rock-altars of the warrior-dead,t 

And ancient battle-rhymes 
Were chanted to the harp ; and yellow mead 
Went flowing round, and tales of martial deed, 
And lofty songs of Britain's elder time. 

But ere the giant-fane 

Cast its broad shadows on the robe of even, 

Hushed were the bards, and, in the face of Heaven, 
O'er that old burial-plain 

Flashed the keen Saxon dagger 1 — Blood was 
streaming. 

Where late the mead-cup to the sun was gleam- 
ing, 

And Britain's hearths were heaped that night in 
vain. 

For they returned no more! 
They that went forth at morn, with reckless heart, 
In that fierce banquet's mirth to bear their part ; 

And on the rushy floor, 
And the bright spears and bucklers of the walls, 
The high wood-fires were blazing in their halls ; 
But not for them— they slept— their feast was o'er ! 

Fear ye the festal hour ! 
Ay, tremble when the cup of joy o'er^ows! 
Tame down the swelling heart! — the bridal rose, 

And the rich myrtle's flower 



* Hercukuoeain, of which it ia related, that all the hiha- 
bitanbi were assembled in the theatres, whea the shower of 
ashes, which covered the city, descended- 

t Stonehen^e, said by some traditions to have been erected 
to the memory of Ambrosius, an early British kin<; ; and by 
others, mentioned as a monumontiU record of the maancre of 
Britiah chiefs here alluded to. 
29 



Have veiled the sword ! — Red wines have sparkled 

fast 
From venomed goblets, and soft breezes passed, 
With fiital perfume, through the revel's bower. 

Twine the young glowing wreath 1 
But pour not all your spirit in the song, 
Which through the sky's deep azure floats alongi 

Like summer's quickening breath I 
The ground is hollow in the path of mirth, 
Oh ! far too daring seems the joy of earth, 
So darkly pressed and girdled in by death! 



SONQ OF THE BATTLE OF MOR- 
GARTEN. 



In the year 1315^ Switxsrland was invaded by Duke liso* 

pold of Austria, with a formidable army, b is wall attested, 
iliat this prince rejKatedly^ declared he 'would tiample the 
audacious rustics under his feet,*' and that he had iirocured a 
larsrc sioclc of cordage, for the purpose of binding their chlefifji 
and puttini; them to death. 

The 15th October, 1315, dawned. The sun darted its flrat 
rayR on tlio sliields and armour of (he ylvancing host; and 
this being the first army ever known to have attempted tlw 
frontiers of the cantoa«s the Swiss viewed its long line with 
various emotions. Monifori de Teitnang led the Cavalry into 
the namjw poiM, ami soon filled the whole space between the 
mountain (Mount battel) and the lake. The fifty men on the 
eminence (above Morgarten) raised a sodden dioat, and rolled 
down heaps of rocks and stones among the crowded ranka. 
The confcUcralea on the mountain, perceiving tlie impression 
made by this atuick^ rushed down in dose array, and fell upoo 
rhe flanic of the di.><»rdered column. Willi nuasy clubs they 
dashed in pieces the armour of the enemy, and dealt their 
blows and thnisw with lone pikes. The narrowness of the 
defile admitted of no erolarions, and a dis;ht frost having in* 
jured the road, the honm were tmpeded In all their motions; 
many Iea[M;d into the lake; all were startled ; and at last the 
whole column gave way, and fell suddenly back on the in* 
fantry; and these last, as the nature of the country did noC 
allow them to open their filejs were run over by the fugitive* 
and many of thei n trampled to death. A eeneral rout ensued^ 
and Duke I^eopold was, with much diHicutty, rescued by a 
peasant, who led him to Winterthur, where the historian at 
the times saw him arrive In the evening^ pale, sulleo, and dis- 
mayed."— i'tonto's Hutory of the HelveHc Conftdernoy* 
• — — 

The wine-month* shone in its golden ptfme, 

And the red grapes clastering hung, 
Bat a deeper sound through the Switxer's dime^ 

Than the vintage music, rung. 
A sound, through vaulted cave, 
A sound, through echoing glen 

Like the hollow swell of a rushing wavej 
— 'T was the tread of steel-girt men. 

And a trumpet, pealing wild and fa.^, 
'Midst the ancient rocks was blown, 

Till the Alps replied to that voice of war. 
With a thousand of their own. 



)Ftns-fnon<A, the Garmaa nains for OclotaL 
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And through tlie forest glooms 
Flashed helmets to the day, 
And the winds were tossing knightly plumes^ 
Like the Urch-boughs in their play. 

In Hasti's* wilds there was gleaming stee', 

As the host of the Austrian passed ; 
And the Schreckhorn'st rocks, with a savage peal, 
Made mirth of his clarion^s blast. 
Up 'midst the Righit snows 
The stormy march was beard, 
With the charger's tramp, whence firo-spaiks rose, 
And the leader's gatliering word. 

But a band, the noblest band of all, 

Thi;ough the rude Morgarten strait, 

With blazoned streamers and lances tall, 

Moved onwards, in princely state. 

They came with heavy chains 

For the race despised so long — 

— But amidst his Alp-domains, 

The herdsman's arm is strong ! 

The sun was reddening the clouds of mora 

When they entered the rock-defile, 
And shrill as a joyous hunter's horn 
Their bugles rung the while. 
But on the misty height, 
Where the mountain-people stood, 
There was stiUness, as of night, 
When storms at distance brood. 

There was stilhiess, as of deep dead night, 

And a pause — ^but not of fe§k, 
While the Switzers gazed on the gathering might 
Of the hostile shield and spear. 
On wound those columns bright 
Between the lake and wood. 
But they looked not to the misty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 

The pass was filled with their serried power, 

All hehned and mail-arrayed, 
And thdr steps had sounds like a thunder-shower 
In the rustling forestpshade. 
There were piinoe and crested knight, 
Hemmed in by cliff and flood, 
When a shout arose from the misty height 
Where the mountain-people stood. 



And the mighty rocks came bounding down, 

Their startled foes among, 
With a joyous whirl from the summit thrown-^ 

— Ohl the lierdsman's arm is strong ! 

* Hadi, a wild district in the canton of Bema. 
t Bchieckfaom, thepeakqf terror, a mountain in tbe can- 
ton of Bsme. 
I Blgfal, a mountain in the canton of Schwyts. 



They came, like lauwine* hurled 

From Alp to Alp in play, 
When the echoes shout through the snowy 

world, 
And the pines are borne away. 

The fir-woods crashed on the mountain-dde, 

And the Switzers rushed from high, 
With a sudden charge, on the flower and pride 
Of the Austrian chivalry : 
Like hunters of the deer, 
They stormed the narrow dell, 
And first in the shock, with Uri's spear. 
Was the arm of WiUiam Tell.t 

There was tumult in the crowded stndt. 

And a cry of wild dismay. 
And many a warrior met his fate 
From a peasant's hand that day^ 
And the empire's banner then, 
From its place of waving free. 
Went down before the shepherd-men, 
The men of the Forest^sea.^ 

With their pikes and massy diihs they brake 

The cuirass and the shield, 
And the war-horse dashed to the reddeninc 
lake, 
From the reapers of the field ! 
The field — but not of sheaves — 
Proud crests and pennons lay 
Strewn o'er it thick as the birch-wood leaver 
In the autumn-tempest's way. 

Oh! the sun in heaven fierce havoc viewed. 

When the Austrian turned to fly, ^ 

And the brave, in the trampling multitude, 
Had a fearful death to die ! 
And the leader of the war 
At eve unhelmed was seen, 
With a hurrying step on the wilds a&r, 
And a pale and troubled mien. 



But the sons of the land which the fineman tills, 

Went back from the battle-toil, 
To their cabin-homes 'midst the deep green hills^ 
All burdened with royal spoil 
There were songs and festal fires 
On the soaring Alps that night, 
When children sprung to greet their sires, 
From the wild Morgarten fight 



* LauwinCf the Bwta name for the avalanche, 
t William Tell's nsme Is paitieulsily raentlooed 
the confederates at Morgaiten. 
iParett-ttOf the lake of the foa jsMom habnso 
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CHORUS. 

tRANSLATED FROM MANZONl's * CONTE DI 
CARMAGNOLA.' 

Hark! from the right bants -forth a trumpet's 

•oundl 
A loud shrill trumpet from the left replies ! 
On every side, hoarse echoes from the ground, 
To the quick tramp of steeds and warriors rise, 
Hollow and deep : — and banners all around, 
Meet hostile banners waving through the skies. 
Here steel-clad bands in marshalled order shine, 
And there a host confiponts their glittering line. 

Lo ! half the field already from the sight 
Hath vanished, hid by closing groups of foes ! 
Swords crossing swords, flash lightning o'er the 

fight, ' 

And the strife deepens, and the Ufe-blood flows ! 
-^hl who are these 1— What stranger in his 

might 
Comes bursdng on the lovely land's repose 1 
What patriot hearts have nobly vowed to save 
Their native soil, and make its dust their grave t 

One race, alas ! these foes, one kindred race, 
Were born and reared the same bright scenes 

among I 
The stranger calls them brothers — and each face 
That brotherhood reveals j-^one common tongue 
Dwells on their lips ; — the earth on which ye trace 
Their heart's bkK>d, is the soil fiom whence they 

sprung. 
One mother gave them birth^this chosen land, 
Girdled with Alps and seas, by Nature's guardian 

hand« 

Oh, grief and horror !— Who the first could dare 
Against a brother's breast the sword to wield 1 
What cause unhallowed and accursed, declare ! 
Hath bathed with carnage this ignoble field? 
^Think'st thou they know 1— they but inflkt and 

share 
Bdisery and death, the motive unrevealed f 
Sold to a leader, sold himself to die. 
With him they strive, they fidl— and ask not why. 

But are there none who love themi — Have they 

- .none, 
No wives, no mothers, who might rush between. 
And win with tears the husband and the son, 
Back io their homes from this polluted scene 1 
And they, whose hearts, when life's bright day is 

done, • 

Unfold to thoughts move solemn and serene,* ' ' ' 
Thoughts of the tomb ; why can not they assuage 
ThestoRDflofpasBionwiththe voiciBof age^ . 



Ask not ! — the peasant at his cabin-door 
Sits, calmly pointing to the distant cloud 
Which skirts th' horixon, menacing to pour 
Destruction down, o'er fiekls he hath not ploughed 
Thus, where no echo of the battle's roar, 
Is heard a&r, e'en thus the reckless crowd 
In tranquil safety number o'er the slain, 
Or tell of cities burning on the plain. 

There mayst thou mark the boy, with earnest ga2«^ 
Fixed on his mother's lips, intent to know. 
By names of insult, thoee, whom future days 
Shall see him meet in arms, their deadliest foe f 
There proudly many a glittering dame displayiT 
Bracelet and lone, with radiant gems that gbw. 
By husbands, lovers, home in triumph borne, 
From the sad brides of fallen warriors torn. 

Wo to the victors and the vanquished ! Wo! 
The earth is heaped, b loaded with the slai% 
Loud and more loud the cries of fury greir, 
A sea of blood is swelling o'er the plain ! 
But from th* embattled fipont, alreiu]y, lol 
A band recedes — ^it flies — all hope is vain^ 
And venal hearts, despairing of the strife, 
Wake to the love, the clinging bve of life. 

As the light grain (fisperses'in the air. 
Borne from the winnowing by the gales around^ 
Thus fly the vanquished, in their wild despair, 
Chased'^severed — scattered — o'er the ampltf 

ground. 
But mightier bands, that lay in ambush there, 
Burst on their flight — and hark { the deepening 

sound 
Of fierce pursuit 1 — rtill nearer and more near, 
The rush of war-sleeds trampling in the rear f 

The day is won -j^-they fidl-^disarmed they yield^ 
Low at the oonqueror'e feet all suppliant lying I 
'Midst shouta of victory pealing o'er the field, 
Oh ! who may hear the murmurs of the dying f 
— Haste 1 let the tale of triumph be revealed V 
E'en now the courier to his steed is flying. 
He spurs— he speed»^with tidings of the day^ 
To rouse up cities in his Kghtning way. 

Why pouf ye thus firom your deserted homes, 
Oh, eager multitudes 1 around him pres^ngl 
Each hurrying where his breatfafess courser foaffltf^ 
Each tongue, each eye, infatuate hope^ confessing ( 
Know ye not vhenee th' ill-omened herald comee. 
And dare ye dream he comes with words of bless- 
ing 1 
-^Brothers, by brothers sfain, lie low and cold^ 
Be ye content! the glorious tale is tofd. . ' 

I hear the voice of joy, th' exulting cry! * • 
They deck the shrine, they swell the choral ifMi^^ 
E'en now the homicides assail the sky 
With piaans, which indignant UeawB died«in»t 
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But, from the aoaring Alps, the stranger's eye 
Looks watchful down on our ensanguined plains, 
And with the cruel rapture of a foe, 
Numbers the mighty, stretched in death below. 

Haste! form your lines again, ye brave and true ! 
Haste, haste I your triumphs and your joys sus- 
pending! , 
Th* invader comes ; your banners raise anew, 
Rush to the strife, your country's cause defending ! 
Victors ! why pause ye 1 — Are ye weak and few ? 
Ay, such he deemed you ! and for thia descending, 
He waits you on the field ye know too well, 
The same red war- field where your brethren fell 

Oh! thou devoted land! that canst not rear 
In peace thine offspring ; thou, the lost and won, 
The fair and fatal soil, that dost appear 
Too nanow still for each contending son; 
Receive the stranger, in his fierce career, 
Parting thy spoils!— thy chastening is begun ! 
And, wresting from thy chiefs the guardian sword. 
Foes whom thou ne'er hadst wronged, sit proudly 
at thy board. 

Are these infatuate tool Oh ! who hath known 
A people e'er by guilt's vain triun^ph blest? 
The wronged, the vanquished, suffer not alone. 
Brief is the joy that swells th' oppressor's breast. 
What though not yet his day of pride be flown, 
Though yet Heaven's vengeance spare his tower- 
ing crest, 
Well hath it marked him— and ordained the hour 
When his last sigh shall own its mightier power. 

Are we not ensures of one hand divine 1 
Formed in one mould, tp one redemption bom 1 
Kindred alike, where'er our skies may shine, 
Where'er our sight first drank the vital morni 
Brothers ! one bond around our souls should twine, 
And wo to him by whom that bond is torn! 
Who mounts by trampling broken hearts to earth, 
Who bears down spirits of immortal birth 1 



THE MEETING OF THE BARDS. 

WRITTEN FOR AN EIST6DDV0D, OR MEETINO OF 
WELSH BARDS. 

Edd in Ijondtm, May 22d, 182S. 

The OifraeddaUf or meetings of the British 
bards, were anciently ordained to be hekl in the 
open aiTi on some conspicuous situation, whilst the 
sun was above the horizon ; or, according to the 
expression employed on these occasbns, "in the 
free of the sun, and in the eye of light" The 
plaeet set apart for this purpose were marked out 
by a circle of stones, called the circle of federation, 
The pnading bard stood on a laige stone (Maen 



Gorsedd, or the stone of assembly), in the centre. 
The sheathing of a sword upon this stone was the 
ceremony which announced the opening of a Oor- 
aedd^ or meeting. The bards always stood in their 
uni-coloured robes, with their heads and feet un- 
covered, within the circle of federation. — Seo 
Owen^s Translation of the Heroic Elegiea qf 
Uywarc Hen. 



Where met our bards of old 7 — the glorious 

throng, 
They of the mountain and the battle-song 1 
They met — oh! not in kingly hall or bower, 
But where wild Nature girt herself with power : 
They met — where streams flashed bright from 

rocky caves, 
They met — where woods made moan o'er war- 
riors' graves. 
And where the torrent's rainbow spray was cast, 
And where dark lakes were heaving to the blast, 
And 'midst th' eternal cUfis, whose strength defied 
The crested Roman in his hour of pride; 
And where the Carnedd,* on its lonely hill, 
Bore silent record of the mighty still; 
And where the Druid's ancient Cromlecht frown'd, 
And the oaks breathed mysterious murmurs round. 
There thronged th' inspired of yore !— on plain or 

height, 
In the 8un*8 face, beneath the eye of light. 
And, baring unto heaven each noble head, 
Stood in the circle, where none else might tread. 

Well might their lays be lofty !— soaring thought 
From Nature's presence tenfold grandeur caught : 
Well might bold Freedom's soul pervade the 

strains. 
Which startled eagles from their lone domains, 
And, like a breeze, in chainless triumph, went 
Up through the blue resounding firmament! 

Whence came the echoes to those numbers high 1 
— 'T was from the battle-fields of days gone by! 
And from the tombs of heroes, laid to rest 
With their good swords, upon the mountain's 

breast; 
And from the watch-towers on the heights of snow, 
Severed by cloud and storm, from all below ; 
And the turf-mounds,^ once girt by ruddy spean^ 
And the rock-altars of departed years. 

Thence, deeply mingling with the torrent's roar, 
The winds a thousand wild responses bore: 
And the green land, whose every vale and glen 
Doth shrine the memory of heroic men, 



* Cameddj a itQne-barrow, or calm. 

r Cromlech, a Druidical moDumeot, or altar. Ths weed 
means a stone of covenant. 

{TYie ancient British chiefs frequently harangued theif 
foUowen from nnall artificial mounts of tui£— €eo Pennant 
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On all her hills awakening to rejoice, 

Sent forth proud answers to her children's voice. 

For us, not ours the festival to bold, 

'Midst the stone-circles, hallowed thus of old; 

Not where great Nature's majesty and might 

First broke, all-glorious, on our infant sight; 

Not near the tombs, where sleep our firee and 

brave. 
Not by the mountain-Uyn,* the ocean wave, 
In these late days we meet! — dark Mona's shore, 
Er^ri'st clifis resound with harps no more 1 
Bbt, as the stteam (though time or art may turn 
The current, bursting from its cavemed urn. 
To bathe soft vales of pasture and of flowers. 
From Alpine glens, or ancient forest^bowers,) 
Alike, in rushing strength or sunny sleep. 
Holds on its course, to mingle with the deep; 
Thus, though our paths bo changed, still warm 

and free, 
Land of the bard ! our spirit flies to thee ! 
To thee our thoughts, our hopes, our hearts be- 
long, 
Our dreams are haunted by thy voice of song! 
Nor yiekl our aoub one patriot-feeling less, 
To the green memory of thy loveliness, 
Than theirs, whose harp-notes pealed firom every 

height. 
In the mn'afaeef beneath the eye t^f light t 



THE HOMES OF ENGLAND. 



Whare'0 the coward that vnraki not dare 
To flghi for 0uch a land V-JVarmJon. 

The stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst thoir tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 
The deer across their greensward bound 

Through shade and sunny gleam. 
And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 

The merry Homes of England ! 

Around their hearths by night, 
What gladsome looks of household love 

Meet, in the ruddy light! 
There woman's voice flows forth in song, 

Or childhood's tale is told, 
Or lips move tunefully along 

Some glorious page of old. 

The Weased Homes of England! 

How softly on their bowers 
Is Uud the holy quietness 

That breathes from Sabbath-hounI 



Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bell's chime 
Floats through their woods at morn; 

All other sounds, in that still time, 
Of breeze and leaf are bom. 

The Cottage Homes of England! 

By thousands on her plains, 
They are smiling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet-fanes. 
Through gbwing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves. 
And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath their < 



' J^{yt»,ala]DBorpooI. 



t JBtyrif Suunduu. 



The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Lobg, long, in hut and hall. 
May hearts of native proof be reared 

To guard each hallowed wall ! 
And green for ever be the groves, 

And bright the flowery sod, 
Where first the child's glad spirit k>vei 

Its country and its Ghxl I* 



THE SICILIAN CAPTIVE. 



^I have dreamt thoa wert 

A captive in thy hopeleamoi; afar 

From the sweet home of thy young In&neyi 

Whoee Image unto tbae Ifl aa a dream 

Of fire and daughter; I can see thee wasdog; 

Sick for thy nulve air.— L. E. L. 



The champions had come from their fields of war, 

Over the crests of the billows far, 

They had brought back the spoils of a hundred 

shores, 
Where the deep had foamed to their flashing oara. 

They sat at their feast round the Norse^king's 

board. 

By the glare of the torch-light the mead was poured, 
The hearth was heaped with the pine-boughs high, 
And it flung a red radiance on shields thrown by. 

The ScaMs had chaunted in Runic rhyme, 
Their songs of the sword and the olden time. 
And a solemn thrill, as the harp^hoids rung, 
Had breathed firom the walls where the bright 
spears hung. 

But the swell was gone from the qoiveiing ikiing, 
They had summoned a softer voice to ang, 
And a captive girl, at the warriors' call. 
Stood forth in the midst of that frowning hall. 
I 

Lonely she stood : — in her mournful eyes 
Lay the clear midnight of southern skies, 

I 'OriglnaUypiiblUied In Blackwood^ Blafuina 
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And the drooping fringe of their lashes low, 
Half veiled a depth of unfathomed wo. 

Stately ahe stood-i-though her fragile frame 
Seemed struck with the blight of some inward 

flame, 
And her proud pale brow had a shade of scorn, 
Under the waves of her dark hair worn. 

And % deep flush paassd, like a crimson haze, 
O'er her marble cheek by the pine-fire's blaze ; 
No soft hue caught from the south-wind's breath. 
But a token of fever, at strife with death. 

She had been torn ftom her home away. 
With her long locks crowned for her bridal day, 
And brought to die of the burning dreams 
That haunt the exile by foreign streams. 

They bade her sing of her distant land-!— 
She neld its lyre with a trembling hand, 
Till the spirit its blue skies had given her, woke. 
And the stream of her voice into music broke. 

Faint wa^ the strain, in its first wild flowj 
Troubled its murmur, and sad, and low ; 
But it swelled into deeper power ere long, 
As the breeze that swept over her soul grew strong. 

** They Hd me sing of thee, mine own, my sunny 

landl of thee! 
Am I not parted from thy shores by the moum- 

ful-sounding sea? 
Ooth not thy shadow wrap my aoul%— 4n silence 

let me die, 
(n a voiceless dream. of thy silvery founts and thy 

pure deep sapphire sky; 
How should thy lyre give here its wealth of buried 

sweetness forth? 
Its tones, of summer's breathings bom, to the wild 

winds of the north? 

** Yet thus it shall be once, once mo|e! — ^my spirit 

shall awake. 
And through the mists of death shine out, my 

countiyH for thy sake! 
That I may make thee known, with all the beauty 

and the Hght, 
And the glory never more to bless thy daughter's 

' yearning sight! 
Thy vroods shall whisper in my song, thy bright 

streams warble by, 
Thy soul flow o'er my lq)s again-^yet once, my 

Sicily) 

"There an blue hea:pens— JEar hence, fa^ hence! 

bat oh I their glorious blue ! 
Its very night b beautifttl, with the hyacinth's 

deep hue! 



It is above my own fair land, and round my laugh« 

ing home, 
And arching o'er my vintage-hills, they hang their 

cloudless dome, 
And making all the waves as gems, that melt along 

the shore. 
And steeping happy hearts in joy— that now is 

mine no more. 

And there are haunts in that green land— oh 1 
who may dream or tell, • 

Of all the shaded loveliness it hides in grot and dell ! 

By fountains flinging rainbow-spfay on dark and 
glossy leaves. 

And bowers wherein the forest-dove her nest un- 
troubled weaves; 

The myrtle dwells thero, sending round the rich- 
ness of its breath, 

And the violets gleam like amethysts, from the 
dewy moss beneath. 

And there aro floating sounds that fill the skies 

through night and day. 
Sweet sounds! the soul to hear them faints in 

dreams of heaven away ! 
They wander through the olive-woods, and o'er 

the shining seas. 
They mingle with the orange-seents that load the 

sleepy breeze ; 
Lute, voice, and bird, are blending there ; — it were 

a bliss to die, 
As dies a leaf, thy groves among, my floweiy Si- 

cUyl 

*' / may not thus depart— ferewell ! yet no^ my 

country! no! 
Is not love stronger than the gnve ? I feel it must 

be so! 
My fleeting spirit shall o'ereweep the mountains 

and the main. 
And in thy tender starlight rove, and through thy 

woods again. 
Its passion deepens — it prevails! — I break ray 

chain — I come 
To dwell a viewless thing, yet blest— *in thy sweet 

air, my home !" 



And her pale arms dropped the ringing lyie 
There oame a mist o'er her eye's wild fire, 
And her dark rich tresses, in many a fold, 
Loosed from their braids, down her bosom rolled. 

For her head sank back on the rugged wall,— 

A silence fell o'er the warrior's hall; 

She had poured out her soul with her song's last 

tone; 
The lyre was broken, the minstrel gone ! 
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IVAN THE CZAR. 



" lyan le Terrible, etont deja devenu vieux, as- 
•iegoit Novogorod. Les Boyards, le voyant affoibli, 
lot d6manddrent 8*il ne Toulait pas donner le com- 
mandement de Taflsaut a son fils. Sa fiireur fut n 
grande i cette propodtion, que rien ne put I'ap- 
paiMT; son fib ie pfXMtema a tea piedfl; il le 
repouBsa avec on coup d'une telle Science, que 
deux joufB aprto le malheuieux en mourut. Le 
p6re, alon au desespoir, devint indifferent a la 
guerre comme au pouvoir, et ne survteut que pen 
de mois a ton fib."— IKr Anneea d'ExU, par Ma- 
dame DB Stasu 

Gieb dieoDii Todten mir henna Ichmui 
nmwtecterhaben! • • • • 
• • *' * TroMlose allmacht, 
Die nicht einmal In Griber ihnn ann 
Veriiuigern, eine Ueine Uberellung 
Mlt BfenKhenleban nkt&i verbenern kann I 

SehiUtr. 

He sat in rilenoe on the ground, 

The old and haughty Czar; 
Lonely, though princee girt him round, 

And leaders of the war : * 
He had cast his jewelled sahre, 

That many a field had won, 
To the earth beside his youthful dead, 

£ps fair and first-born nn. 

With a robe of ermine for Its bed, 

Was laid that form of clay, 
Where the light a stormy sunset shed, 

Through the rich tent made way : 
And a sad and solemn beauty 

On the pallid &ce came down, 
Which the Lord of nations mutely watched, 

In the dust, with his renown. 

Low tones at last of wo and fear 

From his full bosom broke ;— 
A xhoumful thing it was to hear 

How then the proud man spoke 1 
The Toioe that through the combat 

Had shouted &r and high. 
Came forth in strange, dull, hollow tones, 

Burdened with agony. 

^ There is no crimson on thy cheek, 
• And on thy lip no breath, 
I call thee, and dost thou not speak— 

They tell me this is death ! 
And leaiful things are whispering 

That I the deed have dono— 
For the honour of thy Cither's name, 

Look up, look up, my son I 



« Well might I know death's hue and mien, , 

But on thine aspect, boy ! 
What, till this moment, have 1 seen, 

Save pride and tameless joyi 
Swiftest thou wert to battle. 

And bravest there of all- 
How could I think a warrior's frame 

Thus like a flower should fall 1 

" I will not bear that stUl, cold look- 
Rise up, thou fierce and free I 

Wake as the storm wakes ! I will brook 
AU, save this calm, from thee ! 

Lift brightly up, and proudly. 
Once more thy kindliug eyes! > 

Hath my word lost its power on earthi 
I say to thee, arise I 

" Didst thou not know I loved thee well 1 

Thou didst not 1 and ait gone 
In bitterness of soul, to dwell 

Where man must dwell alone. 
Come back, young fiery spirit ! 

If but one hour, to learn 
The secreU of the fbkled heart. 

That seemed to thee so stem. 

<< Thou wert the first, the first fair child, 

That in mine arms I pressed ; 
Thou wert the bright one, that hast smiled 

Like summer on my breast ! 
I reared thee as an eagle. 

To the chase thy steps I led, 
I bore thee on my battle-horse, 

I look upon thee— dead ! 

" Lay down my warlike banners hare, 

Never again to wave, 
And bury my red sword and spear, 

Chiefe! in my first-bom's grave » 
And leave me!— I have conquered, 

I have slain — ^my work is done ! 
Whom have I slain 1— ye answer not— 

Thau, too art mute, my son !'' 

And thus his wild lament was poured 

Through the dark resounding night, 
And the battle knew no more his sword, 

Nor the foaming steed his might. 
He heard strange voices moaning 

In every vrind that sighed ; 
From the searching stars of heaven he shrank- 

Humbly the conqueror died.* 



• OilghHily poblUtfd in the Uuniy Soavsnlr to ieS7. 
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CAROLAN'S PROPHECY.* 



Thy cheek too swifUy flushos; O'er thine eye 
The lights ai)d shadows oome and go too fast, 
Thy tears gush forth too soon, and \a thy voice 
Are sounds of tendtiroess too pasnonate 
For peace on earth ; oh ! therefore, child of song ! 
Tla well thou ahouldst depart. 



A SOUND of music, from amidst the hills, 
Came suddenly, and died ; a fitful sound 
Of mirth, soon lost in wail. — Again it rose, 
And sank in mournfulness. — There sat a bard, 
By a blue stream of Erin, where it swept 
Flashing through rock and wood; the sunset*8 light 
Was on his wavy silver-gleaming hair, 
And the wind's whisper in the mountain-ash, 
Whose clusters drooped above. His head was 

bowed, 
His hand was on his harp, yet thence its touch 
Had drawn but broken strains ; and many stood, 
Waiting around, in silent earnestness, 
Th' unchaining of his soul, the gush of song; ' 
Many, and graceful forms ! yet one alone. 
Seemed present to his dream ; and she indeed, 
With her pale virgin brow, and changeful cheek, 
And the clear starlight of her serious eyes, 
Lovely amidst the flowing of dark locks 
And pallid braiding flowers, was beautiful,. 
E'en painfully !-^-a creature to behold 
With trembling midst our joy, lest aught unseen 
Should waft the vision from us, leaving earth 
Too dim without itS'brightness ! — Did such fear 
Overshadow, in that hour, the gifted one, 
By his own rushing stream? — Once more he gazed 
Upon the radiant girl, and yet once more 
From the deep chords his wandering hand brought 

out 
A few short festive notes, an ojK'ning strain 
Of bridal melody, soon dashed with grief, 
As if some wailing spirit in the strings 
Met and o'crmtistcred him : but yielding then 
To the strong prophet-imptilse, mournfully, 
Like moaning waters, o'or the harp he poured 
The trouble of his haunted soul, and sang — 

Voice of the grave* 

I hear thy thrilling call ; 
Tt comes in the dash of the foaming wave. 

In the sear leaf's trembling fall ! 
In the shiver of the tree, 

I hear thee, O thou voice ! 
And I would thy warning were but for me. 

That my spirit might rejoice. 



* Founded on a drcumstanoe related of the Irish Btfrd, In 
the " Percy Anecdotes of Imagination. " 



But thou art sent 

For the sad earth's young and fair. 
For the graceful beads that have not bent 
' To the wintry hand of care ! 
They hear the wind's low sigh, 

And the river sweeping free, 
And the green reeds murmuring heavily 

And the woods — but they hear not thee ! 

Long have I striven 

With my deep foreboding eoul, 
But the full tide now its bounds hath riveo, 

And darkly on must roll. 
There 's a young brow smiling near, 

With a bridal white- rose wreath, — 
Unto me it smiles from a flowery bier, 

Touched solemnly by death ! 

Fair art thou Moma ! 

The sadness of thine eye - 
Is beautiful as silvery clouds 

On the dark-blue summer sky! 
And thy voice comes like the sound 

Of a sweet and hidden rill. 
That makes the dim woods tuneful ronnd-^ 

But soon it must be still 1 

Silence and dust 

On thy sunny lips must lie, 
Make not the strength of love thy trust, 

A stronger yet is nigh ! 
No strain of festal flow 

That my hand for thee hath tried, 
But into dirge-notes wild and low. 

Its tanging tones have died. 

Young art thou, Moma! 

Yet on thy gentle head, 
Like heavy dew on the lily's leaves, 

A spirit hath been shed! 
And the glance is thine which sees 

Through nature's awful heart — 
But bright things go with the summer-breeze, 

And thou too, must depart ! 

Yet shall I weep*? 

I know that in thy breast 
There swells a fount of song too deep, 

Too powerful for thy rest! 
And the bitterness I know. 

And the chill of this world's breath — 
Gro, fdl undimmed, in thy glory go! 

Young and crowned bride of death ! 

Take hence to heaven * 

Thy holy thoughts and bright, 
And soaring hopes, that were not gtv«n 

For the touch of mortal blight I 
Might we follow in thy track. 

This parting shoukl not bol 
But the spring shall give us violets back. 

And every flower but thee ! 
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There was a burst of tean aioand the baid: 
AH wept but one, and shd aerenely stood, 
With her clear brow and dark leUgious eye, 
Raised to the first faint star above the hills, 
And cloudless; though it might be that her cheek 
"Was paler than before.— So Moma heard 
The minstrers prophecy. 

And spring returned, 
Bringing the earth her lovely things again, 
All, save the loveliest far! A voice, a smile, 
A young sweet spirit gone. 



THE MOURNER FOR THE BARME- 
CIDES. 

O good old man I how weU In thee appean 
The constant aervlce of the antique worid ! 
Thou art not for the fuhioa of thoe times. 

A» You Like It. 

Fallen was the House of Giafar; and its name. 
The high romantic name of Barmecide, 
A sound forbidden on its own bright shores, 
By the swift Tygris* wave. Stem Haroun*s 

wrath. 
Sweeping the mighty with their fame away, 
Had so passed sentence : but man's chainless heart 
Hides that within its depths, which never yet 
Th' oppressor's thought could reach. 

'Twas desolate . 
Where Oiafar's halls, beneath the burning sun, 
Spread out in ruin lay. The songs had oeaaed ; 
The lights, the perfumes, and the genii-tales, 
Had.ceased ; the guests were gone. Yet still one 

voice 
Was there — the fountain's ; through those eastern 

courts, , 
Over the broken marble and the grass, 
It* low clear music shedding mournfully. 

And still another voice ! — an aged man, 
Yet with a dark and fervent eye beneath 
His silvery hair, came, day by day, and sate 
On a white column's fragment; and drew forth. 
From the forsaken walls and dim arcades, 
A tone that shook them with its answering thrill 
To his deep accents. Many a glovous tale 
He told that sad yet stately solitude, 
Pouring his memory's fullness o'er its gloom. 
Like waters in the waste ; and calling up. 
By song or high recital of their deeds. 
Bright solemn shadows of its vanished race 
To people their own halls: with these alone, 
In all this rich and breathing world, his thoughts 
Held still unbroken converse. He had been 
Reared in tlue lordly dwelling, and wu now 



The ivy of its ruins; unto which 
His lading life seemed bound. Day rolled on day. 
And from that scene the loneliness was fled ; 
For crowds around the gray-haired chfonicler 
Met as men meet, within whose anxious hearts 
Fear with deep feeling strivee; till, as a breeze 
Wanders through forest-branches, and is met 
By one quick sound and shiver of the leaves, 
The spirit of his passionate lament. 
As through their stricken souls it passed, awoke 
One echoing murmur.— But this might not be 
Under a despot's rule, and summoned thence, 
The dreamer stood before the Caliph's throne : 
Sentenced to death he stood, and deeply pale. 
And with his white lips rigidly compressed; ' 
Till, in submissive tones, he asked to speak 
Once more, ere thrust from earth's fair sunshine 

forth. 
Was it to sue for grace'?— his burning heart 
Sprang, with a sudden lightning, to his eye, 
And he was changed !— and thus, in rapid words, 
Th' o'ermastering thoughts, more strong than 

death found way. 

" And shall I not rejoice to go, when the noble 
and the brave. 

With the glory on their brows, are gone before 
me to the grave 1 

What is there left to look on now, what bright- 
ness in the land? — 

I hold in scorn the faded world, that wants their 
princely band I 

" My chiefs! my chie&! the old man comes, that 

in your halls was nursed. 
That followed you to many a fight, where flashed 

your sabres first ; 
That bore your children in his arms, your name 

upon his heart— 
Oh! must the music of that name with him from 

earth depart 1 

" It shall not be!— a thousand tongues, though hu- 
man voice were still, 

With that high sound the living air triumphantly 
shall fill; 

The wind's free flight shall bear it on, as wander* 
ing seeds are sown, 

And the starry midnight whisper it, with a deep 
and thriUing tone. 

" For it is not as a flower whose scent with the 
dropping leaves expires, 

And it is not as a household lamp, .that a breath 
should quench its fires ; 

It is written on our battle-fiekls with the writing 
of the sword, 

It hath left upon our desert-sands a tight in bless- 
ings poured. 
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" The founts, the many gushing founts, which to 

the wild ye gave, 
Of you, my chiefs, shall sing aloud, as they poor 

a joyous wave ; 
And the groves, with whose deep lovely gloom ye 

hung the pilgrim's way, 
Shall send firom all their sighiiig leaves yobr 

praises oa the day. 

"The very walls your bounty reared, for the 
stranger's homeless headj 

Shall find a murmur to record your tale, my glo- 
rious dead! 

Though the grass be where ye feasted once, where 
lute and cittern rung, 

And the serpent in your palaces lie coiled amidst 
its young. 

" It is enough I mine eye no more of joy or splen- 
dour sees, 

I leave your name in lofty fidth, to the skies and 
to the breeze ! 

I go, since earth her flower hath lost, to join the 
bright and fair, 

And call the, grave a kingly house, for ye, my 
chie&, are there !" 

But while the old man sang, a mist of tears 
O'er Haroun's eyes had gathered, and a thought — 
Oh ! many a sudden and remorseful thought 
Of his youth's once-loved friends, the martyred 

race 
O'erflowed his softening heart—** Live, live,'* he 

cried, 
" Thou faithful unto death ! live on, and still 
Speak of thy lords ; they toere a princely baod I" 



THE SPANISH CHAPEL.* 



Weep noc fin- thoM whom the veiloTthe tomb^ 
tn Ufe^ eaily morning, hath hid from our eyea^ 

Ere an tlirew a veil o'er the spirit's young bloom, 
Or earth bad profiuied what was born for the akks. 

MOOftm 



I MADE a mountain-brook my guide, 
Through a wild Spanish glen. 

And wandered on its grassy side, 
Far fipom the homes of men. 

It lured me with a singii^ tone. 
And many a sunny glance. 

To a green spot of' beauty lone, 
A haunt for old romance. 



*8uege8ied by a acano beautifully described In the "Reool- 
toelioM of the Feninrola." 



A dim and deeply-bosomed giove 

Of many an aged tree. 
Such as the shadowy violets love. 

The fawn and forest-bee. 

The darkness of the chestnut bough 

There on the waters lay. 
The bright stream roverently below, 

Checked its exulting play ; 

And bore a music all subdued. 

And led a silvery sheen, 
On through the breathing solitude 

Ofthat rich leafy I 



For something viewlessly around 

Of solemn influence dwelt, 
In the soft gloom, and whispery sound, 

Not to be told, but felt: 

While sending forth a quiet gleam 

Across the wood's repoee, 
And o^er the twilight of the stream, 

A lowly chapel rose. 

A pathway to that still retreat 
Through many a myrtle wound, 

And there a sight — how strangely sweet! 
My steps in wonder bound. 

For on a brilliant bed of flowers, 

Even at the threshold made, 
As if to sleep through sultry hours, 

A young &ir child was laid. 

To sleepT—oh! ne'er on childhood's eye, 

And olken lashes pressed. 
Did the warm living slumber lie, 

With such a weight of rest ! 

Yet still a tender crimson glow 
Its cheek's pure marble dyed— 

'T was but the light's faint streaming flow 
Through roses heaped beside. 



I stooped — ^the smooth round arm was chill, 
The soft lip's breath was fled, 

And the bright ringlets hung so still — 
The lovely child was dead I 

" Alas !" I cried, " fair faded thing I 
Thou hast wrung bitter tears. 

And thou hast left a wo, to cling 
Round yearning hearts for years!'* 

But then a voice came sweet and low— 

I turned, and near me sate 
A woman with a oMMirner's brow, 

Pale, yet not desolate. 

And in her still, clear, matron fiioe. 

All solemnly serene, 
A shadowed image I could trace 

Ofthat young slumberer's mien. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



311 



** Stranger i thou pitiest me," she sak), 
With lipe that faintly emiled, 

" As here I watch beside my dead, 
My fair and predoos child. 

" But know, the time-worn heart may be 
By pangs in this world riven, 

Keener than theirs who yield, like me, 
An angel thus to Heaven!" 



THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



The prlioDed thnah may bcook the cage^* 
Hw espdve eagle dlei far rage. 

Lad^oft&Lake. 



'TwA8 a trumpet's pealing sound ! 
And the knight looked down* from the Paynim's 

tower, 
And a Christian host in its pride and power. 

Through the pass beneath him wound. 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease I let them hear the captive's voice— be still ! 

" I knew 'twas a trumpet's notel 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam. 
And their pennons wave by the mountain stream. 

And their plumes to the glad wind float! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Ceaee! let them hear the captive's voice-*be still ! 

" I am here, with my heavy chain I 
And I look on a torrent sweeping by, 
And an eagle rushing to the sky. 

And a host, to its battle-plain! 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice — ^be still ! 

** Must 1 pine in my fetters here 1 
With the wild wave's fiMun, and the iiree bird's 

flight. 
And the tall spears glancing on my sight, 

And the trumpet in mine earl 
Cease awhile, clarion! Churion, wild and shrill. 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice— be still 

" They are gone) they have all paesed by ! 
They in whose wars I had borne my part, 
Thqr that I bved with a brother's heart, 

They have left me here to die I 
Sound again, daiionl CtarioD pour thy blast! 
Sound! for the captive's dream ofhope is pest." 



THE KAISER'S FEAST. 

Imia, Emperor of Germany, having put his brocher, Om 
Pal^rare Rodplphua, under the ban of the empire, (in the 
12ih century,) that unfortunate Prince fled to EngknJ, where 
he died in neglect and poverty. "Alter his decease, his 
mother, Bfadlda, privately invited his children to retuni to 
Germany; and by her mediation, during a sevon of fteivity 
when Louis kept waanll in the CaaUe of Heidelberg, the family 
of his brother presented themselves before him in the garb of 
suppliants, imploring pity and forgivenoi. To this appeal 
the Victor eofujned."— Afis* Benger's Memoirs of th^ 
Queen of Bohemia. 

The Kaiser feasted in his hall, 

The red wine mantled high ; 
Banners were trembling on the wall. 

To the peals of minstrelsy: 
And many a gleam and sparkle came 

From the armour hung around. 
As it caught the glance of the torch's flame, 

Or the hearth with pine boughs crowned. 

Why fell there silence on the chord 

Beneath the harper's handl 
And suddenly, from that rich board, 

Why rose the wassail-band 1 
The strings were hushed— the knights made way 

For the queenly mother's tread, 
As up the hall, in dark array, 

Two fair-haired boys she led. 

She led them e'en to the Kaiser's place, ■ 

And still before him stood; 
Till, with strange wonder, o'er his face 

Flushed the proud warrior-blood : 
And " Speak, my nK)ther! speak!" he criedi, 

" Wherefore this mourning vesti 
And the clinging children by thy side. 

In weeds of sadness dresti" 

" Well may a mourning vest be mine. 

And theirs, my «on, my son! 
Look on the features of thy line 

In each fair little one ! 
Though grief awhile within their eyes 

Hath tamed the dancing glee. 
Yet there thine own quick spirit liee— 

Thy brother's children see? 

" And where is he, thy brother, where? 

He, in thy home that grew, 
And smiling, with his sunny haur. 

Ever to greet thee flewl 
How would bis arms thy neck entwine, 

His fond lips press thy brow! 
My son! oh, call these orphans thine-^ 

Thou hast no brother now ! 
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*' What! from their gentle eyes doth nought 

Speak of thy childhood's hours, 
And smite thee with a tender thought 

Of thy dead father's towers'? 
Kind was thy boyish heart and true, 

When reared together there, 
Through the old woods like fawns ye flew — 

Where is thy brother — where 1 

•* Well didst thou love him then, and he 

Still at thy side was seen ! 
How is it that such t'lings can be, 

As though they n j'er had been 7 
Evil was this world's breath, which came 

Between the good and brave! 
Now must the team of grief and shame 

Be oflered to the grave. 

" And let them, let them there be poured! 
Though all unfelt below, 

Thine own wrung heart, to love restored, 
Shall soften as they flow. 

Oh ! death is mighty to make peace; 
Now bid his work be done ! 

So many an inward strife shall cease- 
Take, take these babes, mj sonl" 

His eye. was dimmed — th^ strong man shook 

With feelings long suppressed ; 
Up in his arms the boys he took, 

And strained them to his breast. 
And a shout from all in the royal hall 

Burst forth to hail the sight ; 
And eyes were wet, midst the brave that met 

At the Kaiser's feast that night. 



ULLA, OR THE ADJURATION. 



Yet speak to me I I have outwat^hed the Stan, 
And gazed o'er heaven in vain, in search of ihee. 
Speak to me ! I have wandered o'er the earth, 
And never found thy likenen.— Speak to me f 
This onoe— onoe raoie ! 

Manfred. 

" Thou 'rt gone ! — thou 'rt slumbering low, 

With the sounding seas above thee ; 
It is but a restless wo. 

But a haunting dream to love thee ! 
Thrice the glad' swan has sung. 

To greet the spring-time hours, 
Since thine oar at parting flung 

The white spray up in showers. 

There 's a shadow of the grave on thy hearth, and 

round thy home ; 
Gome to me from the ocean's dead 1— thoa 'rt aaiely 

of them— come!" 



'T was Ulla's voice— alone she stood 

In the Iceland summer night. 
For gazing o'er a glassy flood, 

From a dark rock's beetling height. 

^ I know thou hast thy bed 

Where the sea-weed's ooti bath bound thee : 
The storm sweeps o'er thy head, 

But the depths are hushed around thee. 
What wind shall point the way 

To the chambers whpre thou 'rt lying 1 
Come to me thence, and say 

If thou thought'st on me in dying 1 

I will not shrink to see thee with a bloodless lip 

and cheek — 
Come to me from the ocean's dead ! — thou 'it surely 

of them — speak!". 

She listened — 't was the wind's low moan, 
'T was the ripple of the wave, 

'T was the wakening ospra^s cry alone, 
As it started from its cave. 

" I know each fearful spell 

Of the ancient Runic lay, * 
Whose muttered words compel 

The tempest to obey. 
But I adjure not thee 

By magic sign or song, 
My voice shall stir the sea 

By love^— the deep, the strong I 

By the might of woman's tean, by the passion ot 

her sighs. 
Come to me from the ocean's dead — ^by the vows 

we pledged— «rise 1" 

Again she gazed with an eager glance, 
Wandering and wildly bright ; 

She saw but the sparkling waters dance 
To the arrowy northern light. 

" By the slow and struggling death 

Of hope that loathed to part, 
By the flerce and withering breath 

Of despair on youth's high heart ; 
By the weight of gloom which clings 

To the mantle of the night, 
By the heavy dawn which brings 

Nought lovely to the sight. 

By all that from my weary soul thou hast wrung 

of grief and fear, 
Come to me firom the ocean's dead — awake, arise, 

appear 1" 

Was it her yearning spirit's dream. 

Or did a pale form rise. 
And o'er tfa» hushed wave glide and gleam 

With bright, still, moamful eyes? 
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*' Have the depths heard? — they have! 

My voice prevails — thou *rt there, 
Dim from thy watery grave, 

Oh I thoa that wert so fair ! 
Yet take me to thy rest \ 

There dwells no fear with love ; 
Let me slumber oa thy breast, 

While the bUIows roll above ! 

Where the long-lost things lie hid, where the 

bright ones have their home, 
We will sleep among the ocean's dead — stay for 

me, stay I — I come !" 

There was a sullen plunge below, 

A flashing on the main, 
And the wave shut o'er that wild heart's wo, 

Shutr— and grew still again. 



THE EFFIGIES. 



Der rasche Kompf verewigt einen Mann: 
Er lalle gleicb, ao preiael ihn daa Lied. 
Allein die Thrancn, die unendllchen 
Der ttberbliebnen; der verUuBs'ncn Frau, 
ZahU keine NachwelL 



Chethe, 



Warrior ! whose image on thy tomb 

With shield and crested head, 
Sleeps proudly in the purple gloom 

By the stained window shed ; 
The records of thy name and race 

Have faded firom the stone. 
Yet, through a cloud of years I trace 

What thou hast been and done. 

A banner, from its flashing spear 

Flung out o*er many a fight, 
A war-cry ringing far and dear, 

And strong to turn the flight ; 
An arm that bravely bore the lance 

On for the holy shrine ; 
A haughty heart and a kingly glance — 

Chief! were not these things thine : 

A lofty place where leaden sate 

Around the council-board ; 
In festive halls a chair of state 

When the blood-red wine was poured 
A name that drew a prouder tone 

From herald, harp, and bard ; 
Surely these things were all thine own, 

So hadst thou thy reward. 

Woman I whose sculptured form at net 

By the armed knight is laid, 
With meek hands folded o'er a breast 

In matnm lobes azxayed ; 



What was tky tale? — Oh ! gentle mate 

Of him, the bold and free, 
Bound unto his victorious fate, 

What bard hath sung of thee? 

Ife wooed a bright and summer star — 

Thine was the void, the gloom, 
The straining eye that followed far 

His fast receding plume ; 
The heart-sick listening while his steed 

Sent echoes on the breew* ; 
The pang — but when did Fame take heed 

Of griefs obscure as these 1 

Thy silent and secluded hours 

Through many a lonely day. 
While l)ending o'er thy broidered flowers, 

With spirit far away ; 
Thy weeping midnight prayers for him 

Who fought on Syrian plains, 
Thy watcliings till the torch grew dim — 

These fill no minstrel strains. 

A still, sad life was thine ! — ^long years 

With tasks unguerdoned fraught. 
Deep, quiet love, submissive tears, 

Vigils of anxious thought; 
Prayer at the cross in fervor poured, 

Alms to the pilgrim given — 
Oh 1 happy, happier than thy lord, 

In that lone path to heaven! 



THE SPIRIT'S MYSTERIES. 



And slight, withal, may be the things which bring 
Bacic on the heart the weight which it would fling 

Aside forever ;— It may be a sound— 
A tone of inuslo— summer's breath, or spring— 

A flower— a leaf— the ocean— which may wound- 
Striking th' electric chain wherewith we are daxttly bound. 

ChiideHaroUf. 



The power that dwelleth in sweet sounds to waken 
Vague yearnings, like the sailor's for the shore, 
And dim remembrances, whose hue seems taken 
From some bright former state, our own no 
moroj 
Is not this all a mystery 1— Who shall say 
Whence axe those thoughts, and whither tends 
their way 1 

The sudden images of vanbhed things, 
That o'er the spirit flash, we know not why ; 

Tones from some broken harp's deserted strings, 
Warm sunset hues of summers long gone by, 

A rippling wave — the dashing of an oar — 

A flower scent floating past our parenU' door; 
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A word-i'Bcarce noted in itA hour perchance, 
Yet back returning with a plaintive tone ; 

A smile — a sunny or a mournful glance, 
Full of sweet meanings now from this world 
flown; 

Are not these mysteries when to life they start, 

And piKss vain tears in gushes to the heart 1 

And the far wanderings of the soul in dreams. 
Calling up shrouded faces from the dead, 

And with them bringing soft or solemn gleams. 
Familiar objects brightly to o'erspread ; 

And wakening buried love, or joy, or fear, — 

These are night's mysteries— who shall make 
them clear? 

And the strange inborn sense of coming ill, 
That ofUimes whispers to the haunted breast, 

In a low tone which nought can drown or still, 
Midst feasts and melodies a secret guest ; 

Whence doth that murmur wake, that shadow fidll 

Why shakes the spirit thus'?— 't is mystery all ! 

Darkly we move — we press upon the brink 
Haply of viewless worlds, and know it not ; 

Yes! it maybe, that nearer than we think, 
Are those whom death has parted from our lot! 

Fearfully, wondrously, our souls are made-^ 

Let us walk humbly on, but undismayed ! 

Humbly—for knowledge strives in vain to feel 
Her way amidst these marvels of th6 mind ; 

Yet undismayed — ^for do ihey not reveal 

Th' immortal being with our dust entwined 1 

So let us deem! and e'en the tears they wake 

Shall then be blest, for that high nature's sake. 



THE PALM-TREE.* 

It waved not through an Eastern sky. 
Beside a fount of Araby ; 
It was not fanned by southern bieez» 
In some green isle of Indian seaa, 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
O'er stream of Afnc, lone and deep. 

But &ir the exiled Palm-tree grew 
Midst foliage of no kindred hue ; 
Through the laburnum's dropping gold 
Rose the light shaft of orient mould, 
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet, 
Purpled the moss-beds at its feeL 

Strange looked it there ! — the willow streamed 
Where silvery waters near it gleamed ; 
The lime-bough lured the honey-bee 
To murmur by the Desert's Tree, 



-lUs IncidentH I think, neoidMl by De LiUe, hi his poem 
orxLesJardim** 



And showers of snowy roses made 
A lustre in its fan-like shade. 

There came an eve of festal hour^-^ 
Rich music filled that garden's bo wen; 
Lamps that from flowering branches hungi 
. On sparks of dew soft colours flung, 
And bright forms glanced — a fairy shoW'«> 
Under the blossoms to and fino. . 

But one, a lone one, midst the throng, 
Seemed reckless of all dance or song : 
He was a youth of dusky mien, 
Whereon the Indian sun had been, 
Of crested brow, and long black' hair-^ 
A stranger, like the Palm-tree there. 

And sbwly, sadly, moved his plumee, 
Glittering athwart the leafy glooms : 
He passed the pale green olives by, 
Nor won the chestnutrflowers his eye ; 
But when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then shot a rapture through his frame t 

To him, to him, its rustling spoke, 
The silence of his soul it broke ! 
It whispered of hb own bright isle, 
That lit the ocean with a smile ; 
Aye, to his ear that native tone 
Had something of the sea-wave's moan f 

His mother's cabin home, that lay 
Where feathery cocoas fiinged the bay; 
The dashing of his brethren's oar, 
The conch-note heard along the shore; — 
All through his wakening bosom swept : 
He clasped his country's Tree and wept I 

Oh! scorn him not !— the strength, whereby 
The patriot girds himself to die, 
Th' unconquerable, power, which flUs 
The freeman battling on his hills, 
These have one fountain deep and clear — 
The same whence gushed that child-like taarf 



BREATHINGS OF SPRING. 



Thou giv*it me tknnn, thon gir^K me soogs ;-4iriQg back 
The love thai I havB lost I 



Whit wak'st thou, Spring 1 — sweet voices in the 
woods. 
And reed-like echoes, that have long .been mote; 
Thou biingest back, to fill the sditodes, 

The lark's dear pipe, the cuckoo's viowlew flute^ 
Whose tone seems breathing moomfulness or glee 
Ev'n as our hearts may be. 



Digitized by 



Google 



MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



315 



And thfe leaves greets thee, Spiing ! — the joyoos 
leaves, 

Whose tiembllngB gladden many a copse and 

glade, 

Where each yoang spray a rosy flush receives, 

When thy south-wind hath pierced the whis- 

pery shade, 

And happy murmure, running through the grass, 
Tell that thy footsteps pass. 

And the bright waters — they too hear thy call, 
Spring, the awakener! thou hast burst their 
sleep! 
Amidst the hollows of the rocks the\r fall 
Makes melody, and in the forests deep, 
Where sudden sparkles and blue gleams betray 
Their windings to the day. 

And flowers — ^the fairy-peopled world of flowers ! 

Thou from the dust hast set that glory free, 
Colouring the cowslip with the sunny hours, 

And pendling the wood-anemone; 
Silent they seem — ^yet each to thoughtful eye 
Glows with mute poesy. 

But what awak'st thou in the hearty O Spring! 

The human heart, with all its dreams and sighs? 
Thou that giv'st back so many a buried thing. 

Restorer of forgotten harmonies ! 
Fresh songs and scents break forth where'er thou 
art, 

What wak'st thoa in the heart 1 

Too much, oh ! there too much! we know not well 
Wherefore it should be thus, yet roused by thee. 
What fond strange yearnings, f^m the soul's deep 
cell, 
Gush for the faces we no more may see! 
How an we haunted, in thy wind's k>w tone, 
By voices that are gone! 

Looks of familiar love, that never more. 
Never on earth, our aching eyes shall meet, 

Past words of welcome to our household door. 
And Tanished smiles, and sounds of parted feet — 

Spring ! midst the murmurs of thy flowering trees. 
Why, why reviv'st thou these? 

Vain bngings for the dead ! — why come they back 
With thy young birds, and leaves, and living 
blooms? 
Oh! is it not, that fmn thine earthly track 

Hope to thy world may look beyond the tombs ? 
Ves! gentle spiing ; no sorrow dims thine air, 
Breatheid by our loved ones there I 



THE ILLUMINATED CITY. 

The hilb are gbwed with a fbstive light, 
For the loyal city rejoiced by night : « 



There were lamps hung forth upon tower and tree, 
Banners were lifted and streaming free ; 
Every tall pillar was wreathed with fire, 
Like a shooting meteor was every spire; 
And the outline of many a dome on liigh 
Was traced, as in stars, on the clear dark sky* 

I passed through the streets ; there were throngs 

on throngs — 
Like sounds of the deep ^ere their mingled songs ; 
There was music forth from each palace borno^ 
A peal of the cymbal, the harp, and horn; 
The forests heard it, the mountains rang, 
The hamlets woke to its haughty clang ; 
Rich and victorious was every tone, 
Telling the land of her foes o'erthrov^n. 
Didst thou meet not a mourner for all the slain 7 
Thousands He dead on their battle-plain ! 
Gallant and true were the hearts that fell — 
Grief in the homes they have left must dwell ; 
Grief o'er the aspect of childhood spread, 
And bowing the beauty of woman's head: 
Didst thou hear, midst the songs, not one tender 

moan. 
For the many brave to their slumbers gone ? 

I saw not the face of a weeper there — 
Too strong, perchance, was the bright lamp's glare ! 
I heard not a wail midst the joyous crowd 
The muMc of victory was all too loud I 
Mighty it rolled on the winds afar, 
Shaking the streets like a conqueror's car ; 
Through torches and streamers its flood swept by- 
How could I listen fbr moan or sigh? 

Turn then away from life's pageants, turn, 

If its deep story thy heart would learn I 

Ever too bright is that outward show, 

Dazzling the eyes till they see not wo. 

But lift the proud mantle which hides from thy 

view 
The things thou shouldst gaze on, the sad and true \ 
Nor fear to survey what its folds conceal — 
So must thy spirit be taught to feel ! 



THE SPELLS OF HOME. 



TiMPB blend the Ues that wengthen 
Our heana In houn of grie( 

Hw stiver links (hat lengthen 
Joys viaiiB when moat briefl 

"" Btmard 



By the soft green light in the woody glade^ 
On the banks of moss where thy childhood played ; 
By the hopselu4d tree throQgh which thine eye 
Fint looked in k>v6 to the rammei^y ^ 
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By the dewy gleam, by the very breath 
Of the primroee tufts in the grass beneath, 
Upon thy heart there is laid a spell, 
Holy and precious— ^h ! guard it well I 

By the sleepy ripple of the stream, 

Which hath lulled thee into many a dream ; 

By the shiver of the ivy-leaves 

To the wind of morn at thy casement-eaves, 

By the bees' deep murnrur in the limes, 

By the music of the Sabbath-chimes, 

By every sound of thy native shade, 

Stronger and dearer the spell is made. 

By the gathering round the winter hearth, 

When twilight called into household mirth ; 

By the fairy tale or the legend old 

In that nn<r of happy faces told ; 

By the quiet hour when hearts unite 

In the parting prayer and the kind "Good-night ;'' 

By the smiling eye and the loving tone, 

Over thy life has a spell been thrown. 

And bless that gift ! — it hath gentle might, 
A guardian power and a guiding light. 
It hath led the freeman forth to stand 
In the mountain-battles of his land ; 
It hath brought the wanderer o'er the seas 
To die on the hills of his own fresh breeze ; 
And back to the gates of his father's hall. 
It hath led the weeping prodigal. 

Yes ! when thy heart in its pride would stray 
From the pure first loves of its youth away ; 
When the sullying breath of the world would come 
O'er the flowers it brought from its childhood's 

home; 
Think thou again of the woody glade, 
And the sound by the rustling ivy made, 
Think of the tree at thy father's door, 
And the kindly spell shall have power once more! 



ROMAN GIRL'S SONG. 



Roma, Roma, Roma! 
NoQ i piu come era prima. 



Rome, Rome ! thou art no mora 

At thou hast been ! 
On thy seven hills of yore 

Thou satst a queen. 

Thou hadst thy triumphs then 

Purpling the street, 
Leaders and sceptred men 

Bowed at thy feet. 



They that thy mantle wore. 

As gods were seen — 
Rome, Rome ! thou art no more 

As thou hast been ! 

Rome ! thine imperial brow . . 

Never shall rise : 
What hast thou left thee nowl- 

Thou hast thy skies ! 

Blue, deeply blue, they are, 

Gloriously bright I 
Veiling thy wastes afar 

With coloured light. 

Thou hast the sunset's glow, 

Rome, for thy dower, 
Flushing tall cypress-bough, 

Temple and tower I 

And all sweet sounds are thine, 

Lovely to hear, 
While night, o'er tomb and shrine, 

Rests darkly clear. 

Many a solemn hymn. 

By starlight sung, 
Sweeps through the arches dim. 

Thy wrecks among. 

Many a flute's low swell, 

On thy soft air 
Lingers, and loves to dwell 

With summer there. 

Thou hast the South's rich gift 

Of sudden song, 
A charmed fountain, swift, 

Joyous, and strong. 

Thou hast fair forms that, mow 

With queenly tread ; 
Thou hast proud fanes above 

Thy mighty dead. 

Yet wears thy Tiber's shora 

A mournful mien : — 
Rome, Rome ! thoa art no mora 

As thou hast been I 



THE DISTANT SHIP: 

The sea-bird's wing, o'er ocean's breast 

Shoots like a glancing star. 
While the red radiance of the west 

Spreads kindling fast and far ; 
And yet that splendour wins thee not, — 

Thy still and thoughtful eye 
Dwells but on one dark distant spot 

Of all the main and sky. 
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Look round thee !— o'er the Blumbering deep 

A solemn glory broode ; 
A fire hath touched the beacon-steep, 

And all the golden woods : 
A thousand gorgeous clouds on high 

Burn within the amber light ; — 
What spell, from that rich pageantry, 

Chains down thy gazing sight 1 

A softening thought of human cares, 

A feeling linked to earth ! 
Is not yon speck a bark, which bears 

The loved of many a hearth 1 
Oh ! do not Hope, and Grief, and Fear, 

Crowd her frail world even now, 
And manhood's prayer and woman's tear, 

FoUow her venturous prow? 

Bright are the floating clouds above, 

The glittering seas below ;« 
But we are bound by cords of love 

To kindred weal and wo. 
Therefore, amidst this wide array 

Of glorious things and fair, 
My soul is on that bark's lone way, 

For human hearts an there. 



THE BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 

BmDs, joyous birds of the wandering wing! 
Whence is it ye come with the flowers of spring? 
— " We come from the shores of the green old Nile, 
From the land whero the roses of Sharon smile. 
From the palms that wave through the Indian sky. 
From the myrrh-trees of glowing Araby. 

" We have swept o^er cities in song renowned — 

Silent they lie, with the deserts round ! 

We have crossed proud rivers, whose tide hath 

rolled 
All dark with the lyarrior-blood of old; 
And eaeh worn wing hath regained its home, 
Under pt^asant's roof-tree, or monarch's dome." 

And what have ye found in the roonaroh's dome, 
Since last ye traversed the blue sea's foam? 
— *' We have found a change, we have found a pall, 
And a gloom o'ershadowing the banquet's haU, 
And a mark on the floor as of life-drops spilt, — 
Nought looks the same, save the nest we built I" 

Oh ! joyous birds, it hath still been so ; 
Through the halls of kings doth the tempest go ! 
But the huts of the hamlet lie still and deep, 
And the hills o'er their quiet a vigil keep. 
Say what have ye found in the peasant's cot. 
Since last ye parted firom that sweet spot? 

" A change we hi^ve found ther»^-and inany a 

change! 
Faees and footsteps and all things strange! 
30 



Gone are the heads of the silvery hair, 

And the- young that were, have a brow of care^ 

And the place is hushed when the children 

played,— 
Nought looks the same, save the nest we made !" 

Sad is your tsle of the beautiful earth, 
'Birds that o'ersweep it in power and mirth! 
Yet through the wastes of the trac^ess air, 
Ye have a guide, and shall we despair? 
Ye over desert and deep hi^ve passed, — 
So may ve reach our bright home at last! 



MOZART'S REaUIEM. 



A shorf time befbre the death of Mozart, a 
stranger of remarkable appearance, and dressed in 
deep mourning, called at bis house, and requested 
him to prepare a requiem, in his best style, for the 
funeral of a distinguished person. The sensitive 
imagination of the composer immediately seized 
upon the circumstances as an omen of his own 
fate ; and the nervous anxiety with which he la- 
boured to fulfil the task, had the cflfect of realizing 
his impression. He died within a few days after 
completing this magnificent piece of music, which 
was performed at his interment 

These birds of FUadIn butVs^ to flee 
Back to their native mansioa 

Prophecy of Dante, 

A RECiniEM ! — and for whom? 

For beauty in its bloom ? 
For valour fallen — s broken rose or sword? 

A dirge for king or chief, 

With pomp (^stately grief. 
Banner, and torch, and waving plume deplored ? 

Not so, it is hot sol 

That warning voice I know, 
From other woridsa strange mystenons tone; 

A solemn funeral air 

It called me to prepare. 
And my heart answered secretly— >my own! 

One more then, one more strain, 

In links of joy and j^ein 
Mighty the troubled spirit to inthral ! 

And let me breathe my.dov^er 

Of passion and of power 
Fvll into that deep Iay~ths last of all! 

The last !— and I must go 

From this bright world bek>w, 
This realm of sunshine, ringing with sweet sound ! 

Must leave its fi»tal skies. 

With all their melodies, 
That ever in my breast g^ echoes found ! 
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Yet have I known it long 

1*00 restlesB and too strong 
Within this clay hath been tb' o'ermastering flame ; 

Swift thoughts, that came and went, 

Like torrents o*er me sent. 
Have shaken, as a reed, my thrilling frame. 

Like perfumes on the wind, 
Which none may stay or bind, 

The beautiful comes floating through my sonl ; 
I strive with yearnings vain, 
The spirit to detain ' ' 

Of the deep harmonies that past me roll I 

Therefore disturbing dreams 

Trouble the secret streams 
And founts of music tbat overflow my breast; 

Something far more divine 

Than may on earth be mine, 
Haunts my worn heart, and will not let me rest. 

Shall 1 then/ear the tone 

That breathes from worlds unknown 1~ 
Sorely these feverish aspirations there 

Shall grasp their full desire, 

And this unsettled fire, 
Bom calmly, brightly, in immortal air. 

One more then, one more strain, 

To earthly joy and pain 
A rich, and deep, and passionate farewell ! 

I pour each fervent thought 

With fear, hope, trembling, fraught, 
Into the notes that o'er my dust shall swell 



THE IMAGE IN LAVA.* 

Thou thing of yean departed ! 

What ages have gone by, 
Since here the moumftd seal was set 

By love and agony ! 

Temple and tower have mouldered. 
Empires from earth have passed, 

And woman's heart hath left a trace 
Those glories to outlast 1 

And childhood's fragile image 
Thus fearfully enshrined, 

Survives the proud memoriab reared 
By conquerors of mankind. 

Babe ! wert thou brightly slumbering 
Upon thy mother's breast, 

When suddenly the fieiy tomb 
Shut round each gentle guest? 



* nwhnpnarian of awoman'S form, with an infiatdaap. 
•diotha bosBBi^ fcttPdat the uncoTering of Hnwnlanawm. 



A strange dark fate overtook yon, 
Fair babe and loving heart ! 

One moment of a thousand pangs- 
Yet better than to part 1 

Haply of that fond bosom, 

On ashes here impressed, 
Thou wert the only treasure, child I 

Whereon a hope might rest 

Perchance all vainly lavished. 

Its other love had been. 
And where it trusted, nought temained 

But thorns on which to lean. 

Far better then to perish. 

Thy form within its clasp. 
Than live and \oee thee, predous one I 

From that impassioned grasp. 

Oh ! I could pass all relics 

Left by the pomps of old, 
To gaze on this rude monument, 

Cast in afi*ection's mould. 

Love, human love 1 what ait thoa 1 

Thy print upon the dust' 
Outlives the cities of renown 

Whermn the mighty trust ! 

Immortal, oh! inmiortal 
Thou art, whose earthly glow 

Hath given these ashes holiness — 
It must, it must be so 1 



FAIRY FAVOURS. 



-Give me but 



Something whereunto I may bind my beait; 
Something to love, to rest upon, to chMp 
Affection's tendrils round. 



WouLDST thou wear the gift of immortal bloom 7 
Wouldst thou smile in scorn at the shadowy tomb 1 
Drink of this cup I it is richly fraught 
With bahn from the gardens of Grenii brought ; 
Drink, and the spoiler shall pass thee by, 
When the young all scattered like rose-leaves lie. 

And would not the youth of my sonl be gone, 
If the loved had left me, one by one ? 
Take back the cup that may never bless, 
The gift that would make me brotherless I 
How should I live, with no kindred eye 

To reflect mine immortalii^ 1 

• 

Wouldst thou have empire, by sign or spell^ 
Over the mighty in air that dwell 1 
Wouldst thou call the spirits of shore and steep 
To fetch thee jewels from ocean's deep 7 
Wave but this rod, and a viewless band 
Slweste thy will, shall around thee stand* 
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And would not fe&r, at my coming tjien, 
Hush every voice in the homes of men 1 
Would not bright eyes in my presence quail 1 
Young cheeks with a nameless thrill turn pale 1 
No gift be mine that aside would turn 
The human love for whose founts 1 yearn ! 

Wouldst thou then read through the hearts of those 
Upon whose faith thou hast sought repose 1 
Wear this rich gem ! it is charmed to show 
When a change comes over affection Vglow* 
Look on its flushing or fading hue, 
And learn if the trusted be false or true ! 

Keep, keep the gem^ that I still may trust, 
Though my heart's wealth be but poured on dust ! 
Let not a doubt in my soul have place, 
To dim the light of a loved one's face ; 
Leave to the earCh its warm sunny smile— 
That glory would pass could I look on guile ! 

Say then what boon of my power shall be 
Favoured of spirits ! poured forth on thee 1 
Thou scomest the treasures of wave and mine, 
Thou wilt not drink of the cup divine, 
Thou art fain with a mortal's lot to reiit^ 
Answer me ! how may I grace it best 1 

Oh I give me no sway o'er the powers unseen. 
But a human heart where my own maj^tean ! 
A friend, one tender and faithful friend, 
Whose thouglits' free current with mine may blend, 
And leaving not either on earth alone. 
Bid the bright calm close of our lives be oniB! - 



A PARTING SONG. 



** Ob I mes Amli^ xappetez vous^qaelqeibis mes v»»; mon 
M 7 est emprainte."— Gbrfnne. 



When will ye think of me, my friendsT 

When will ye think of me? 
When the last red light, the farewell of day, 
From the rock and the river is passing away, 
When the tat with a deepening hush ^is fraught, 
And the heart grows burdened with tender thought ; 
. Then let it be! 

When will ye think of me, kind friends 1 

When wDl ye think of me 1— 
When the rose of the rich midsummer time 
Is filled with the hues of its glorious prime ; 
When ye gather its bloom, as in bright hours fled, 
From the walks where my footsteps no more may 
tiead; 

Then let it be! 



When will ye think of me, sweetfriendsl 

When will ye think of me 1 
When the sudden tears o'erflow your eye 
At the sound of some olden melody •, 
When ye hear the voice of a mountam stream, 
When ye feel the charm of a poet's dream ; 
Then let it be! 

Thus let my memory be with you, friends '^ 

Thus ever think of me ! 
Kindly and gently, but as of one 
FASL whom 't is well to be fled and gone ; 
As of a bird from a chain unbound, 
As of a wanderer whose home is found ; 

So let it be. 



THE BRIDAL DAY. 

On a monument in a Venetian church is an 
epitaph, recording that the remains beneath are 
those of a noble lady, who expired suddenly while 
standing as a bride at the altar. 



We bear her liODie ! we bear her home f 
Over the marmuring salt sea's foam ; 
One who has fled from the war of life, 
From sorrow, pain, and the fever strife. 

Bany OtmwaU. 

Bride! upon thy marriage-day^ 
When thy gems in rich array 
Made the glistening mirror seem 
As a star-reflecting stream. 
When the clustering pearls lay fidr 
'Midst thy braids of sunny air^ 
And the white veil o'er thee streaming^ 
Like a silvery halo gleaming, 
Mellowed all that pomp and light 
Into something meekly bright ; 
Did the fluttering of thy breath 
Speak of joy or wo beneath 7 
And the hue that went and came 
O'er thy cheek, like wavering flame, 
Flowed that crimson from th' unrest, 
Or the gladness of th^ breast 7 
—Who shall tell us 1— from thy bower. 
Brightly didst thou pass that hour; 
With the many-glandng oar, 
And the eheer along the shore. 
And the wealth of summer flowers 
On thy fair, hei^ cast in showers, 
And.the hr^th of song and flute. 
And the clarion's glad salute, 
Swiflly o'er the Adrian tide 
Wert thou borne in poo^, young bride f 
Mirth and music, son and ^ky, 
Welcomed thee tiiumphantlg^ 1 
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Yet, perchance, a chastening thought, 
In some deeper spirit wrought, 
Whispering, as untold it blent 
With the sounds of merriment, — 
"From the home of childhood's glee 
From the days of laughter free, 
, From the love of many years, 
Thou ait gone to cares and feaisl 
To another path and guide, 
To a bosom yet untried ! 
Bright onel oh ! there well may be 
Trembling 'midst our joy for thee." 

Bride ! when tlirough the stately fane. 
Circled with thy nuptial train, 
'Midst the banners hung on high 
By thy warrior-ancestry, 
'Midst those mighty fathers dead. 
In soft beauty thou wast led j 
When before the shrine thy form 
Cluivered to some bosom storm. 
When, like harp-strings with a sigh 
Breaking in mid-haOinonyy 
On thy lip the murmurs low 
Died with love's unfinished vow; 
When, like scattered rose-leaves, fled 
From thy cheek each tint of red, 
And the light forsook thine eye, 
And thy head sank heavily, 
Was that drooping but th' excess 
Of thy spirit's blessedness 1 
Or did some deep feeling's might 
Folded in thy heart from sight, 
With a sudden tempest shower, 
Earthward bear thy life's young flower? 
— Who shall tell us?— on thy tongue 
Silence, and for ever, hung! 
Never to thy lip and cheek 
Rushed again the crimson streak 
Never to thine eye returned 
That which there had beamed and horned ! 
With the secret none might know, 
With thy rapture or thy wo, 
With thy marriage-robe and wreath, 
Thon wert fled, young bride of death! 
One, one Ughtning moment there 
Struck down triumph to despair. 
Beauty, splendour, hope, and trust, 
Into darkness— tern>r*--du8t! 

There were 'sounds of weeping o'er thee. 
Bride I as forth thy kindred bore thee^ 
Shrouded in thy gleaming veil, 
Deaf to that wUd funeral-wail. 
Yet perchance a chastening thought, 
In some deeper spirit wrought. 
Whispering, while the stem sad knell 
On the air's bright stillness fell; 
—"From the power of chill and change 
Soab to lever and eitiange ; 



From love's wane — a death in life 
But to watch— a mortal strife: 
From the secret fevers known 
To the burning heart alone. 
Thou ait fled— afar, away— 
Where these blights no more have sway! 
Bright one! oh! there well may be 
Comfort 'midst our tean for thee !" 



THE ANCESTRAL SONG. 



A long war distuibed your mind— 
Here yoar perfect peace Is signed, 
T is now full tide twlzt night and day, 
End your moan, and ixmie away I 

Webtter-'Duckets qfMdify. 



There were faint sounds of weeping ;— fear and 

gloom 
And midnight vigil in a stately room 
Of Lusignan's old halls: — rich odours there 
Filled the proud chamber as with Indian air. 
And soft light fell, from lamps of silver thxx)wn,. 
On jewels that with rainbow lustre shone 
Over a gorgeous couch :— there emeralds gleamed, 
And deeper crimson from the ruby streamed 
Than in the heartrleaf of the rose is set. 
Hiding from sunshine. — Many a carcanet 
Starry with diamonds, many a burning chain 
Of the red gold, sent forth a radiance vain, 
And sad, and strange, the canopy beneath 
Whose shadowy curtains, round a bed of death, 
Hung drooping solemnly; — for there one lay 
Passing from all Earth's glories fast away, 
Amidst those queenly treasures : They had been 
Gifts of her lord, from far-oflf Paynlm lands. 
And for his sake, upon their orient sheen 
She had gazed fondly, and vrith faint, cold hands 
Had pressed them to her languid heart once more, 
Melting in childlike tears. But this was o'er- 
Love's last vain clinging unto life ; and now— 
A mist of dreams was hovering o'er her brow. 
Her eye was fixed, her spirit seemed removed. 
Though not from Earth, from all it knew or loved, 
Far, far away! her handmaids watched around, 
In awe, that lent to each low midnight sound 
A might, a mystery; and the quivering light 
Of wind-swayed lamps, made spectral in their sight 
The forms of buried beauty, sad, yet fair, 
Gleaming along the wa^s with braided hair, 
Long in the dust grown dim ; and she, too, saw, 
But with the spirit's eye of raptured awe. 
Those pictured shapes!— a bright, yet solemn 

train, 
Beckoning, they floated o'er her dreamy brain. 
Clothed in diviner hues ; while on her ear 

fell, which none besides might hear| 
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Sweet, yet profoundly mournful, as the sigh 
Of winds o'er harp-strings through a midnight sky ; 
And thus it seemed, in that low thrilling tone, 
. Th' ancestral shadows called away their own. 

Gome, eome, eome ! 
Long thy fainting soul hath yearned 
For the step that ne'er returned ; 
Long thine anxious ear hath Ibtened, 
And thy watchful eye hath glistened 
With the hope, whose parting strife 
Shook the flower-leaves from thy life — 
Now the heavy day is done. 
Home awaits thee, wearied one ! 

Come, come, come! 

From the quenchless thoughts that bum 
In the sealed heart's lonely urn; 
From the coil of memory's chain 
Wound about the throU>ing brain, 
From the veins of sorrow deep, 
Winding through the world of sleep; 
From the haunted halls and bowers, 
Thronged with ghosts of happier hours ! 
Come, come, come i 

On our dim and distant shore 
Aching love is felt no more ! 
We have loved with earth's excess — 
Past is now that weariness ! 
We have wept, that weep not now — 
Calm is each once beating brow I 
We have known the dreamer's woes — 
All is now one bright repose ! ^ 
Come, come, come ! 

Weary heart that long hast bled. 
Languid spirit, drooping head. 
Restless memory, vain regret, 
Pining love whose light is set, 
Come awayi—'t is hushed 't is well I 
Where by shadowy founts we dwell, 
All the fever-thirst is stilled. 
All the air with peace b filled, — 
Come, come, comef 

And with her spirit rapt in that wild lay. 
She passed, as twilight melts to night, awayl 



THE MAGIC GLASS. 

How livw), bow loved^ bow died tboy Y 

Bjfron. 

" Tbe Dead \ the gk>rious Dead !— And shall they 

rise? 
Shall they look on thee with their proud bright 

eyes? 

Thou aak*st a fearful speU ! 



Yet say, from shrine or dim sepulchral hall, 
What kingly vision shall obey my call ? 

The deep grave knows it well ! 

"Wouldst thou behold earth's conquerors? shall 

they pass 
Befbt^ thee, flushing all the Magic Glass 
With triumph's long array! 
Speak ! and those dwellers of tbe marble urn 
Robed for the feast of victory shall return 
As on their proudest day. 

" Or wouldst thou loek upon the lords of song^ 
O'er the dark mirror that immortal throng 

Shall wafi a solemn gleam 1 
Passing, with lighted eyes and radiant brows, 
Under the foliage of green laurel boughs, 

But silent as a draam." 

"Not these, O mighty master!— Though their 

Uys 
Be unto man's free heart, and tears, and praise, 

Hallowed for evermore I 
And not the buried conquerors! Let them sleep 
And let the flowery earth her Sabbaths keep 

In joy, from shore to shorel 

*'But, if the narrow house may so be moved, 
Call the bright shadows of the most beloved, 

Back from their couch of rest I 
That I may learn if th£ir meek eyes be filled 
With peace, if human love hath ever stilled 

The yearning human breast." 

" Away, fond youth ! — An idle quest is thine; 
TTiese have no trophy, no memorial shrine; 

I know not of their place J 
"Midst the dim valleys, with a secret flow. 
Their lives, like shepherd feed-notes, faint and 
low. 

Have passed, and left no trace. 

"Haply, begiirt with shadowy tfoods and hills, 
And the wild sounds of melancholy rills, 

Their covering turf may bloom; 
But ne'er hath Fame made relics of its flowers,— 
Never hath pilgrim sought their household bowers. 

Or poet hailed their tomb." 

"Adieu, then, master of the midni|^t spell! 
Some voice, perchance, by those kme graves may 
teU 

That which I pine to know! 
I haste to seek, finom woods and valleys deep^ 
Where the beloved are laid in lowly sleep, 

Records of joy and wo."* 



* Orlgliisny publUwd In tbe Liteniy Boavenlr Ibr I88Q1 
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CORINNE AT THE CAPITOL. 

Let taaram doivent peiiBerqa'lI eat dans ceite carrl^re bien 
peu de sorte qui paiaieDt valoir la plu0 obaaira rie, d'une 
femma aimte el d'une mira hearauae. 

MadamedeStaeL 

Daughter of th' Italian heaven ! 
Thou, to whom its fires are given, 
JoyoniBly thy car hath rolled 
Where the conquerors passed of old } 
And the festal sun that shone, 
O'er three* hundred triumphs gone, 
Makes thy day of glory bright, 
With a shower of golden light. 

Now thou tread'st th' ascending road, 
Freedom's fix>t so proudly trode ; 
While, from tombs of heroes borne, 
From the dust of empire shorn, 
Flowen upon thy graceful iiead, 
Chaplets of all hues are shed, 
In a soft and rosy rain, 
Touched with many a gemlike stain. 

Thou hast gained the summit now 
Music hails thee from below ; — 
Music, whose rich notes might stir 
Ashes of the sepulchre ; 
Shaking with ^victorious notes 
All the bright air as it floats. 
Well may woman's heart beat high 
Unto that proud harmony 1 

Now afar it rolls — it dies — 
And thy voice is heard to rise 
With a low and lovely tone 
In its thrilling power alone; 
And thy Ijrre's deep silvery string, 
Touched as by a breeze's wing, 
Murmura tremblingly at first, 
Ere the tide of rapture bunt. 

All the spirit of thy sky 
Now hath lit thy large dark eye, 
And thy cheek a flush hath caught 
From the joy of kindled thought; 
And the burning words of song 
From thy lips flow fast and strong. 
With a rushing stream's delight 
In the freedom of its might. 

Radiant daughter of the sun I 
Now thy living wreath is won. 
Crowned of Rome ! — Oh ! art thou not 
Happy in that glorious lotl — 
Happier, happier far than thou, 
Whh the laurel on thy brow, 
She that makes the humblest hearth 
Lovely but to one on earth I 



* The trebly hundred triumphs.— Byron. 



THE RUIN. 

Ohl 'til (he Aeon that magnifiei this liie 
Making a truth and beauty of its own. 

WordnMrtk. 
Birth baa gladdened it: Death has aBnctified it 

Oueuetat Truth. 

No dower of storied song is thipe, 

O desolate abode ! 
Forth from thy gates no glittering line 

Of lance and spear hath flowed. 
Banners of knighthood have not flung 

Proud drapery o'er thy walls. 
Nor bugle notes to battle jrung 

Through thy resounding halls. 

Nor have rich bowers o{ pleaaaunce here 

By courtly hands been dressed, 
For Princes, from the chase ^f deer, 

Under green leaves to rest: 
Only some rose, yet lingering bright 

Beside thy casements lone, 
Tells where the spirit of delight 

Hath dwelt, and now is gone. 

Yet minstrel tale of harp and sword. 

And sovereign beauty's lot, 
House of quenched light and silent board! 

For me thou needest not. 
It is enough to know that here, 

Where thoughtfully I stand, 
Sorrow and love, and hope and fear. 

Have linlrad one kindred band. 

Thou bindest me with mighty spells! 

— A solemnizing breath, 
A presence all around thee dwells. 

Of human life and death. 
I need but pluck yon garden flower 

From where the wild weeds rise. 
To wake, with strange and sudden power, 

A thousand sympathies. 

Thou hast heard many sounds, thou hearth 

Deserted now by all! 
Voices at eve here met in mirth 

Which eve may ne'er recall. 
Youth's buoyant step, and woman's tone, 

And childhood's laughing glee. 
And song and prayer, have all been known. 

Hearth of the dead ! to thee. 

Thou hast heard blessings fondly poured 

Upon the infant head, 
As if in every fervent word 

The living soul were shed ; 
Thou hast seen partings, such as bear 
- The bloom from life away — 
Alas! for love in changeful air. 

Where nought beloved can stay! 
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Here, by the iMtleM bed of pain, 

The vigil hath been kept, 
\ Tillsnnrifle, bright with hope in Tain, 

Burst forth on eyee that wept : 
Here hath been felt the hush, the gloom, 

The breathlen inflaence, shed 
Through the dim dwelling, from the room 
.. Wherein lepoeed the dead. 

I The seat left void, the missing face, ^ 
V. Have here been marked and mourned, 
And time hath filled the vacant place, 

And gladness hath rettlmed ; 
TiD from the narrowing household chain 

The links dropped ohe by one I 
And homewards hither, o'er the main, 

Game the spring-birds alone. 
Is there not cause, then— cause for thought, 

Fixed eye and lingering tread, 
Where, with their thousand mysteries fraught, 

Even lowliest hearts have bledl 
Where, in iU ever-haunting thirst 

For draughty of purer day, 
Man's soul, with fitful strength, hath burst 

The clouds that wrapt its wayl 

H(dy to human nature seems 

The long-forsaken spot ; 
To deep afifectbns, tender dreams, 

Hopes of a brighter lot I 
Therefore in nlent reverence here, 

Hearth of the dead! I stand, 
Where joy and sorrow; smile and tear, 

H&ve linked one household band. 



THE MINSTER. 

A fit abode, wherein appear eMhtined 
Oar hopei of imnwrtallty.— Byron. 

Spbak low!— the place is holy to the breath 
Of awful harmonies, of whispered prayer ; 

' Tread lightly !— for the sanctity of death 
Broods with a voiceless infloence on the air: 

Stem, yet serene!— a reconciling spell, 

Each troubled billow of the soul to quell. 

Lieave me to linger silently awhile 1 

—Not for the light that pours iU fervid streams 
Of rainbow glory down through arch and aisle, 

Kindling old banners into haughty gleams. 
Flushing proud shrines, or by some warrior's tomb 
Dying away in clouds of gorgeous gloom: 
Not for rich muac, though in triumph pealing. 

Mighty as forest sounds when winds are high; 
Nor yet for torch, and cross, and stole, revealing 

Through ineense^mists their sainted pageant- 



Though o'er the spirit each hath charm and power, 
Yet not for theae I ask one lingering hour. 

But by strong sympathies, whose silver cord 
Links me to mortal weal, my soul is bound ; 

Thoughts of the human hearts, that here have 
poured 
Their anguish forth, are with me and around ; — 

I look back on the pangs, the burning tears, 

Known to these altars of a thousand years. 

Send up a murmur from the dost. Remorse! 

That here hast bowed with ashes on thy head; 
And thou still battling with the tempest's force— 

Thou, whose bright spirit through all time has 
bled— 

Speak, wounded Love ! if penance here, or prayer, 
Hath laid one haunting shadow of despair 1 

No voice, no breath!— of conflicts past, no trace! 

— Does not this hush give answer to my questi 
Surely the dread religion of the place 

By every grief hath made its might confost! 
—Oh! that within my heart I could but keep 
Holy to Heaven, k spot thus pure, and still, and 
deep! 



THE SONG OF NIGHT. 



O night, 
And storm, and daztnesB! 70 an wondrous fltioiift 
Yet lovely in your strength I— Byron. , 



I COME to thee, O Earth! 
With all my gifts! — for every flower sweet dew. 
In bell and urn, and chalice, to renew 

The glory of its Inrth. 

Not one which gliiamering lies 
Far amidst folding hills, or forest leaves. 
But, through its veins of beauty, so receives 

A spirit of fresh dyes. 

I come with every star ; 
Making thy streams, that on their noon-day track, 
Give me but the moss, the reed, the lily back. 

Mirrors of worids afar. 

I come with peace;— I shed 
Sleep through thy wood-walks, o'er the honey-bee, 
The lark's triumphant voice, the friwn's young 
glee, 

The hyacinth's meek head. 

On my own heart I lay 

The weary babe; and sealing with a breath 

Its eyes of love, send fiury dreams, beneath 

The shadowing lids to play. 
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I come with mightier thmgal 
Who calls me silent 1 — I have many tones — 
The dark skies thrill with low, mysterious moans, 

Borne on my sweeping wings. 

I waft them not alono 
' From Ihe deep organ of the forest shades. 
Or buried streams, unheard amidst their glades, 
Till the bright day is done; 

But in the human breast 
^^ A thousand still small voices I awake, 
( Strang, in their sweetness, from the soul to shake 

The mantle of its rest 

I bring them from the past : 
From true hearts broken, gentle spirits torn, 
From c];ushed affections, which, though long over- 
borne, 

Make their tones heard at last. 

I bring them from the tomb; 
O'er the sad couch of late repentant love 
They pass — though low as murmurs of a dove — 

Like trumpets through the gloom. 

I I come with all my train : 

' Who calls me lonely? — Hosts around me tread, 
The intensely bright, the beautiful,— the dead,~ 
Phantoms of heart and brain ! 

Looks from departed, eyes — 
These are my lightnings ! — filled with anguish vain, 
Or tenderness too piercing to sustain. 

They smite with agonies. 

I, that with soft control, 
Shut the dim violet, hush the woodland song, 
I am the avenging one ! the armed — the strong, 

The searcher of tlie soul ! 

I, t]>at shower dewy light 
Through slumbering leaves, bring storms! — the 

tempest-birth • 
Of memory, thought, remorse :^Be holy, ^irth ! 
I am the solemn night !* 



TflB STORM PAINTERt IN HIS DUN- 
GEON. 

Where of ye, O tempests, is the goal 1 
Aieye like those that shaJte the human bredht ? 
Or do ye find at iength, Uke eagles, some high neat t 
Childe Harold. 

Midnight, and silence deep I 
The air is filled with sleep, 
WiHh the stream's whisper, and the citron's breath ; 



* Origioaliy pahliahed in the Winter's Wreath, for 1831). 

* Flecro Mulier, called II Tempesta, from hissurprising pic 



The fixed and solenm stars 
Gleam through my dungeon bars-- 
Wake, rushing winds! thisbreezelesscalmisdsathi 

Ye watch-fires of the skies ! 

The stillness of your eyes 
Looks too intensely through my troubled soul : 

I feel this weight of rest 

An earth-load on my breast — 
Wake, rushing winds,awake I and, darkckNids, niU ! 

I am your own, your child, 

O ye, the fierce and wild 
And kingly tempests !— will ye not arise ? 

Hear the bold spirit's voice, 

That knows not to rejoice 
But in the peal of your strong harmonies. 

By sounding ocean-waves. 

And dim Calabrian caves. 
And flashing torrents, I have been your mate ; 

And wkh the rocking pines 

Of the olden Apennines, 
In your dark path stood fisarksf and elate : 

Your lightnings were as rods, 

That smote the deep abodes 
Of thought and vision — and the stream gushed free ; 

Come, that my soul again 

May swell to burst its chain — 
Bring me the music of the sweeping sea I 

Within me dwells a flame. 

An eagle caged and tame, 
Till called forth by the harping of the blast; 

Then is its triumph's hour. 

It springs to sudden power, 
As mounts the billow o'er the quivering mast. 

Then, then, the canvass o'er. 

With hurried hand I pour 
The lava-waves and gusts of my own soul ! 

Kindling to fiery life 

Dreams, worlds, of pictured strife ;— 
Wake, rushing winds, awake 'and, dark douda, roll! ' 

Wake, rise I the reed may bend, 

The shivering leaf descend. 
The fi>rest branch give way before your might 

But I, your strong compeer. 

Call, summon, wait you here,— 
Answer, my spirit !— answer, storm and night ! 



tons of storms. "His composJUons," says Lanzi, " inspire a 
real horror, presenting to oar eyes death-devoted ships over- 
taken by tempeslB and darimeas; fired by lightnli^; now 
riring on the mountain wave, and again submerged in the 
aby« of ocean.'' Daring an Imprisonment of five yean in 
Genoa, the pictures which he painted in his dungeon wen 
marked by addlUonal power and gfcwm.— Ses Langff§ Bm- 
tory of Painting, translated fry iZMcoe. 
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DEATH AND THE WARRIOR. 

« 
" Ay, Warrior, arm ! and wear thj ptune 

On a proud and fearlew brow I 

I am the lord of the lonely tomb, 

And a mightier one than thou I 

" Bid thy soul's love farewell, young <^ef, 

Bi4 her a long laiewell ! 
Like the morning's dew shall pass that grief^ 

Thou comest with me to dwell ! , 

" Thy bark may rush through the foaming deep, 

Thy steed o'er the breezy hill ; 
But they bear thee on to a place of sleep. 

Narrow, and cold, and chill !" • 

"Was the voice I heard, thy voice, O Death 1 

And is thy day so nearl 
Then on the field shaU my life's last bnath 

Mingle with victoiy's cheer ! 

m 

" Banners shall floaty with the trumpet's note, 

Above me as I die I 
And the pabn tree wave o'er my noble grave, 

Under* the Syrian sky. 

'' High hearts shall bum in the royal hall. 
When the minstiel names that spot ; 

And the eyes I bve shall weep my fall,— 
Death, Death I I fear thee not !" 

" Warrior ! thou bearest a haughty heart ; 

But I can bend its pride I 
How shouldst thou know that thy soul will part 

In the hour of victory's dde 1 

" It may be far from thy steel^lad bands. 

That I shall make thee mine ; 
It may be lone on the desert sands. 

Where men fi>r fountains pine ! 

" It may be deep amidst heavy chains, 

In some strong Paynim hold ;— 
I have slow dull %teps and lingering pains. 

Wherewith to tame the bold !" 

'* Death, Death I I go to a doom unblest. 

If this indeed must be ; 
But the cross is bound upon my breast. 

And I may not shrink fcvr thee ! 

" Sound, clarion, sound ! — for my vows are given 

To the cause of the holy shrine ; 
I bow my soul to the will of Heaven, 

O Death l—end not to thine !" 



THE TWO VOICES. 

Two s(demn y<nces, in a funeral strain, 
Met as rich sunbeams and dark bursts of rain 
• Meet in the sky : 



*' Thou art gone hence !" one sang; " Our light is 

fldwn, 
Our beautiful, that seemed too much our own, 
Ever to die. 

" Thou art gone hence I->our joyous hills among 
Never again to pour thy A>ul in song, 

When spring-flowers rise I 
Never the friend's familiar step to meet 
With kving laughter, and the welcome sweet 

Ofthy glad eyes." 

" Thou art gone home, gone home /" then, high 

and clear, 
Warbled that other Voice : " Thou hast no tear 

Again to shed. 
Never to fold the robe o'er secret pain, 
Never, weighed down by Memory's clouds, again 

To bow thy head. 

"Thou art gone home! oh! early crowned and 

blest! 
Where could the love of that deep heart find Kst 

With aught belowl 
Thou must have seen rich dream by dream decay. 
All the bright rose-leaves drop from life away — 

Thrice blest to go!" 

Yet sighed again that breeze-like Voice of grief— 
" Thou art gone hence! alas! that aught so brief, 

So loved should be ! 
Thou tak'st our summer heilce !— the flower, the 

tone, 
The music of our being, all in one, 

• Depart with thee ! 

" Fair form, young spirit, morning vision fled ! 
Canst thou be of the dead, the awful dead 1 

The dark unknown? 
Yes ! to the dwelling where no foototepe fall, 
Never again to light up hearth or hall, 

Thy smile is gone 1" 

^*Home, Aoms/" onoe more th' exulting Voice 

arose: 
" Thou art gone home ! from that divine repose 

Never to roam ! 
Never to say farewell, to weep in vain. 
To read of cha^ige, in eyes beloved, again — 

Thou art gone home ! 

" By the bright waters now tby lot is cast, — 
Joy for thee, happy friend ! thy bark hath past 

The rough sea's foam I 
Now the long yearnings of thy soul are stilled,— 
Home I home ! — thy ^wace is won, thy heart is 
filled. 

— Thou art gone home!" 
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THE PARTING SHIP. 



A glittering ship that hath tha pUdn 
Of ocean for her own domain. 

Wordsworth. 

Go, in thy glory, o'er the ancient sea, 
Take with thee gentle winds thy sails to swell ; 

Sunshine and joy upon thy streamers be, — 
Fare thee well, bark, farewell ! 

Proudly the flashing billow thou hast cleft, 
The breeze yet follows thee with cheer and song ; 

Who now of storms hath dream or memory left 1 
And yet the deep is strong 1 

But go thou triumphing, while still the smiles 
Of summer tremble on the water's breast ! 

Thou shalt be greeted by a thousand isles, 
In lone, ^d beauty drest 

To thee a welcome, breathing o'er the tide, 
The genii groves of Araby shall pour; 

Waves that enfold the pearl shall bathe thy side, 
On the old Indian shore. 

Oft shall the shadow of the palm-tree lie 
O'er glassy bays wherein thy sails are furled, 

And its leaves whisper, as the wind sweeps by, 
Tales of the elder world. 

Oft shall the burning stars of Southern skies, 
On the mid-ocean see thee chained in sleep, 

A lonely home for human thoughts and ties, 
Between the heavens and deep. 

Blue seas that roll on gorgeous coasts renowned. 
By night shaU sparkle where thy prow makes 
way; 

Strange creaturesof the abyss that none may sound, 
In thy broad wake shall play. 

From hills unknown, in mingled joy and fear, 
Free dusky tribes' shall pour, thy flag to mark; 

Blessings go with thee on thy lone career ! 
Hail, and fiurewell, thou bark ! 

A long farewell 1 — Thou wilt not bring us back. 
All whom thoubearest far from home and hearth. 

Many are thine, whose steps no more shall track 
Their own sweet native earth ! 

Some wilt thou leave beneath the plantain's shade, 
Where through the foliage Indian suns look 
bright ; 

Some, in the snows of wintry regiom laid, 
By the cold northern light. 



And some, far down below the sounding wave, — 
Still shall they lie, though tempests o'er tfaem 
sweep; 

Never may flower be strewn above their grave 
Never may sister weep ! 

And thou — ^the billow's queens-even thy proad 
form 

On our glad sight no more perchance may swell ; 
Yet Grod alike is in the calm and i 

Fare thee well, bark ! fiurewell 1 



THE LAST TREE OF THE FOREST. 

Whisper, thou Tree, thou lonely Tree, 

One, where a thousand stood ! 
Well might proud tales be told by thee, 

Last of the solemn wood ! 

Dwells there no voice amidst thy boughs, 
With leaves yet darkly green 1 

Stillness is round, and noontide glows- 
Tell us what thou hast seen. 

" I have seen the forest shadows lie 

Where men now reap the com ; 
I have seen the kingly chase rush by 

Through the deep glades at' mom. 

"With the glance of many a gallant spear, 

And the wave of many a plume. 
And the bounding of a hundred deer, 

It hath tit the woodland's gloom. 

" I have seeo the knight and his train ride pasty 

With his banner borne on high ; 
O'er all my leaves there was brightness cast 

From his gleaming panoply. 

" The Pilgrim at my feet hath laid 
His palm branch 'midst the flowers, 

And told his beads, and meekly prayed. 
Kneeling, at vesper-hours. 

" And the merry-men of wild and glen, 

In the green array they wore, 
Have feasted here with the red wine's cheer, 

And the hunter's song of yore. 

"And the minstrel, resting in my shade^ 

Hath made the forest ring 
With the lordly tales of the high Crusade, 

Once bved by chief and king. 

"But now the noble forms are gone, 

That walked the earth of old; 
The soft wind hath a mournful tone, 

The sunny light looks cold. 
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" Tbeie is no glory left us now, , 

Like the gloiy with the dead :— 

I would that where they dumber low 
My latest leaves were shed !" 

Oh! thou dark Tree, thou lonely Tree, 

That moumest for the past! 
A peasantV home in thy shades I see, 

Embowered from every blast. 

A lovely and a mirthful sound 

Of laughter meets mine ear ; 
For the poor man's children sport around 

On the turf, with nought to fear. 

And roses lend that cabin's wall 

A happy summer-glow ; 
And the -open door stands free to all 

For it recks not of a foe. 

And the village bells are on the breeze, 
That stirs thy leaf, dark Tree ! 

How can I mourn, 'midst things like these, 
For the stonny past, with thee7 



THE STREAMS. 



The power, the benitj, and the majesty, 

That had their haunts in dale or piny mountain, 

Or forest by dow stream, or pebbly spring, 

Or chasms and watery depths }■ all those have vanished I 

They lire no longer In the faith of hearen. 

But sail the heart doth need a language I 

Coleridgtfa WaUerutein. 



Ye hate been holy, O founts and floods! 
Ye of the ancient and solemn woods, 
Ye that are bom of the valleys deep. 
With the water-flowers on your breast asleep. 
And ye that gush from the sounding caves — 
Hallowed have been your waves. 

Hallowed by man, and his dreams of old, 
Unto beings not of this mortal mould 
Viewless, and deathless, and wondrous powers,. 
Whose voice he heard in his lonely hours. 
And sought with its fancied sound to still 
The heart earth could not fllL 

Therefore the flowers of bright summers gone. 
O'er your sweet waters, ye streams ! were thrown 
Thousand 0f gifts, to the sunny sea 
Have ye swept along in your wanderings free. 
And thrilled to the murmur of many a vow — 
Where, all is silent now ! 



Nor seems it strange that the heart hath been 
So linked in love to your margins green; 
That still, though ruined, your early shrines 
In beauty gleam through the southem vines 



And the ivyed chapels of colder skies. 
On your wild banks arise. 

For the loveliest scenes of the glowing earth. 
Are those, bright streams! where your springs 

have birth; 
Whether their caverned murmur fills. 
With a tone of plaint the hoUow hills, 
Or the glad sweet laugh of their healthful flow 
Is heard 'midst the hamlets low. 

Or whether ye gladden the desert-sands, 
With a joyous music to Pilgrim bands. 
And a flash from under some ancient rock, 
Where a shepherd-king might have watched his 

flock. 

Where a few lone palm-trees lift their heads. 
And a green Acacia spreads. 

Or whether, in bright old Utnds renowned. 
The laurels thrill to your firstrborn sound. 
And the shadow, flung from tlie Grecian pine, 
Sweeps with the breeze o'er your gleaming line, 
And the tall reeds whisper to your waves 
Beside heroic graves. 

Voices and lights of the lonely place ! 
By the freshest fern your path we trace ; 
By the brightest cups on the emerald moss, 
Whose fairy goblets the turf emboss, 
By the rainbow-glandng of insect-wings, 
In a thousand mazy rings. 

There sucks the bee, for the richest flowers 
Are all your own through the summer>hours : 
There the proud stag his fair image knows. 
Traced on your glass beneath alder-boughs. 
And the Halcyon's breast, like the skies arrayed, 
Gleams throug)i the willow-shade. 

But the wild sweet tales, that with elves and fays 
Peopled your banks in olden days, 
And the memory left by departed love, 
To your antique founts in glen and grove. 
And the glory bom of the poet's dreams — 

T^sM are your charms, bright streams ! 



Now is the time of your flowery rites, 
Grone by with its dances and young delights : 
From your marble urns ye have burst away, 
From your chapel-cells to the laughing day; 
Low lie your altars with moss o'ergrown, 
— And the woods again are lone. 

Yet holy still be your living springs 
Haunts of all gentle and gladsome things! 
Holy, to converse with nature's tore, 
That gives the worn spirit its youth once more, 
And to silent thoughts of the love divine, 
Making the heart a shrine ! 
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THE VOICE OF THE WIND. 

There if nothing in the wide world so like the yoice of a spl. 
liL— Gray's Letters. 

Oh! many a voice is thioe, thou Wind! full many 

a voice is thine, 
From every scene thy wing o'ersweepe thou bear- 

est a sound and sign ; 
A minstrel wild and strong thou art, with a 

tery all thine own, 
And the spirit is thy harp, O Wind! that gives 

the answering tone. 

Thou hast been across red fields of war, where 

shivered helmets lie. 
And thou bringest thence the thrilling note of a 

clarion in the sky; 
A rustling of proud banner-folds, a peal of stormy 

drums, — 
All these are in thy music met, tm when a leader 

comes. 



Thou art come from long-forsaken homes, wherein 

our young days flew, 
Thou hast found sweet voices lingering there, the 

loved, the kind, the true; 
Thou callcst back those ^lelodies, though now all 

changed and fled,— 
Be still, be still, and haunt ub not with music 

from the dead! 

Are all these notes in thee^ wild Wind? these 

many notes in thee? 
Far in our own unfathomed souls their fount mast 

surely be ; 
Yes! buried, but unsleeping, then Thought 

watches. Memory lies. 
From whose deep urn the tones are poured 

through all Earth's harmonies. ' 



Thou hast been o'er solitary seas, and from their 
wastes brought back 

Each noise of watere that awoke in the mystery of 
thy track; 

The chime of low soft southern waves on some 
green palmy shore, 

The hollow roll of distant surge, the gathered bil- 
lows roar. 

Thou art come from forests dark and deep, thou 

mighty rushing Wind! 
And thou bearest all their unisons in one full swell 

combined ; 
The restless pines, the moaning stream, all hidden 

things and free, 
Of the dim old sounding wilderness, have lent 

their soul to thee. 

Thou art come from cities lighted up for the con- 
queror passing by, 

Thou art w^ing from their streets a sound of 
haughty revelry; 

The rolling of triumphant wheels, the harptngs in 
the hall, . 

The far-off shout of multitudes, are in thy rise and 
fall. 

Thou art come from kingly tombs and shrines, 

from ancient minsters vast. 
Through the dark aisles of a thousand years thy 

lonely wing hath passed ; 
Thou hast caught the anthem's billowy swell, the 

stately dirge's tone. 
For a chief, with sword, and shield, and helm, to 

his place of slumber gone. 



THE VIGIL OF ARMS.* 

A SOUNDING Step was heard by night 

In a church where the mighty slept, 
As a mail-clad youth, till morning's light, 

Midst the tombs his vigil kept. 
He walked in dreams of power and fiime, 

He lifted a proud, bright eye. 
For the hours were few that withheld his 

From the roll of chiyaliy. 

Down the moon-lit aisles he paced alone, 

With a free and stalely tread ; 
And the floor gave back a muffled tone 

From the couches of the dead : 
The silent many that round him lay, 

The crowned uid hehned that were, 
The haughty chiefs of the wai^amy— 

Each in his sepukhre! 



But no dim warning of time or fate 

That youth's flushed hopes could chill, 
He moved through the trophies of buried state 

With each proud pulse throbbing still. 
He heard, as the wind through the chancel sung, 

A swell of the trumpet's breath; 
He looked to the banners on high that hung, 

And not to the dust beneath. 

And a royal masque of splendour seemed 

Before him to unfold; 
Through the solemn arches on it streamed, 

With many a gleam of gold : 



• The candidate for knighthood was under the necesBity 
of keeping watch, the night before his InaugumUon, in a 
church, and completelj armed. Tlib was called **the VI«ll 
ofAraw." * 
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There were crerted knight, and gorgeous dame, 

Glitteiing athwart the gloom, 
And he followed, till his hold step came 

To his warrior-father's tomb. 

But there the still and shadowy might 

Of the monumental stone, 
And the holy sleep of the soft lamp's fight, 

That over its quiet shone, 
And the image of that sire, who died 

In his noonday of renown — 
Thete had a power unto which the pride 

Of fieiy life bowed down. 

And a s|nrit from his early years 

Came back o'er his thoughts to move. 
Till his eye was filled with memory's teare, 

And his heart with childhood's love! 
And he looked, with a change in his softening 
glance. 

To the armour o'er the grave,— 
For there they hung, the shield and lance, 

And the gauntlet of the brave. 

And the sword of many a field was there, 

YTith its cross for the hour of need, 
When the knight's bold war-cry hath sunk in 
prayer, 

And the spear is a broken reed 1 
— Hushl did a breeze through the armour sigh? 

Did the folds of the banner shakel 
jq-Qt bo!— from the tomb's dark mystery 

There seemed a voice to break! 

He had heard that voice bid clarions blow, 

He had caught its last blessing's breath,— 
*Twas the same — ^but its awful' sweetness now 

Had an under tone of death! 
And it said,—" The sword hath conquered kings. 

And the spear through realms hath passed; 
But the cross, alone, of all these things, 

Might aid me at the last" 



THE HEART OP BRUCE IN MELROSE 
ABBEY. 

Heart 1 that didst press forward still,* 
Where the trumpet's note rang shrill, 
Where the knightly swords were crossing, 
And the plumes like sea-foam tossing, 
Leader of the charging spear. 
Fiery heart 1— and liest thou here 7 
May this narrow spot Inum . 
Aught that so could beat and bumi 



• M Now pass thou farwaid, as thou wert wont, and Doqglas 
wlU foQow thee or diel'* With these words Douglas threw 
from bim the heart of Braes, Into mid-battle agair«< the Msois 
ofSpahi. 



Heart ! that Ibvedst the clarion's blast, 
Silent is thy place at last ; 
Silent,— save when early bird 
Sings where once the mass was heard ; 
Silent — save when breeze's moan 
Comes through fiowen or (retted stone ; 
And the wild-rose waves around thee. 
And the long dark grass hath bound thee,- 
— Sleep'st thou, as the swain might sleep. 
In this nameless valley deepi 

No ! brave heart I— though cold and lone 
Kingly power is yet thine own ! 
Feel I not thy spirit brood 
O'er the whispering solitude 1 
Lo ! at one high thought of thee, 
Fast they rise, the bold, the free. 
Sweeping past thy lowly bed. 
With a mute, yet stalely tread. 
Shedding their pale armour's light 
Forth upon the breathless night. 
Bending every warlike plume 
In the prayer o'er saintly tomb. 

Is the noble Douglas nigh, 
Armed to follow thee, or die 1 
Now, true heart, as thou wert wont. 
Pass thou to the peril's front ! 
Where the banner-spear is gleaming. 
And the battle's red wine streaming, 
Till the Paynun quail before thee. 
Till the cross wave proudly o'er thee ; — 
— Dreams ! the falling of a leaf 
Wins me firom their splendours brief; , 
Dreams, yet bright ones ! scorn them not, 
Thou that seek'st the holy spot; 
Nor, amidst its lone domain, 
Call the faith in relics vain ! 



NATURE'S FAREWELL. 

Hw beautiful ia vaniahed, and returns not. 

Coleridgei'a WaUenatm* 

A YOUTH rode forth from his childhood's home, 
Through the crowded paths of the world to roam, 
And the green leaves whispered, as he passed, 
" Wherefore, thou dreamer, away so fast? 

" Knew'st thou with what thou art parting here, 
Long wouldst thou linger in doubt and fear; 
Thy heart's light laughter, thy sunny houre. 
Thou hast left in our shades with the spring's wild 
flowers. 

" Under the aich by our mingling made. 
Thou and thy brother have gaily played ; 
Ye may meet again where ye roved of yore. 
But as ye have met there— oh! newjr morel" 



Digitized by 



Google 



MRS. HEMANS' WORKS. 



On rode the youth— and the booghs among, 
Thus the free birds o'er his pathway sung : 
" Wherefore so fast unto life away 1 
Thou art leaving for ever thy joy in our lay ! 

" Thou mayst come to the summer woods again, 
And thy heart have no echo to greet their strain ; 
Afar from the foliage its love will dwell— 
A change must pass o'er thee — farewell, farewell !" 

On rode the youth : — and the founts and streams 
Thus mingled a voice with his joyous dreams : 
— " We have been thy playmates through many a 

day, 
Wherefore thus leave us 1 — oh ! yet delay ! 

" Listen but once to the sound of our mirth ! 
For thee 't is a melody passing from earth. 
Never again wilt thou find in its flow, 
The peace it could once on thy heart bestow. 

" Thou wilt visit the scenes of thy childhood's glee. 
With the breath of the world on thy spirit free ; 
Passion and sorrow its depth will have stinedi 
And the singing of waters be vainly heard. 

" Thou wilt bear in oqr gladflome laugh no part — 
What should it do for a burning heart 1 
Thou wilt bring to the banks of our freshest rill, 
Thirst which no fountain on earth may still. 

" Farewell ! — when thou comest again to thine own, 
Thou wilt miss from our music its loveliest tone ; 
Mournfully true is the tale we tell — 
Yet on, fiery dreamer ! farewell, farewell !" 

And a something of gloom on his spirit weighed, 
As he caught the last sounds of his native shade ; 
But he knew not, till many a bright spell broke, 
How deep were the oracles Nature spoke ! 



THE BEINGS OF THE MIND. 



llie beings of the mind are ikM of day ; 

EBBentially Immortal, they create 

And multiply in us a brighter- ray, 

And more beloved existence ; that which Fate 

Prohibits to dull life, in this our state 

Of mortal bondage. 

Byron. 



Come to me with your triumphs and your woes. 
Ye forms, to life by glorious poets brought ! 

I sit alone with flowers and vernal boughs, 
In the deep shadow of a voiceless thought ; 

'Midst the glad music of the spring alone, 

And sorrowful for visions that are gone ! 

Come to me! make your thrilling whispers heard, 
Ye, by those masters of the soul endowed 



With life, and love, and many a burning word. 
That bursts from gri^f, like lightning from a 
cloud, 
And smites the heart, till all its chords reply, 
As leaves make answer when the wind sweeps bjr. 

Come to me ! visit my dim haunt ! — the sound 
Of hidden springs is in the grass beneath ; 

The stock-dove's note above ; and all around, 
The poesy that with the violet's breath 

Floats through the air, in rich and sudden streams. 

Mingling, like music, with the soul's deep dreams. 

Friends, friends ! — for such to my k>ne heart ye 
are — 

Unchanging ones ! from whose immortal eyes 
The glory melts not as a waning star, 

And the sweet kindness never, never dies ; 
Bright children of the bard ! o'er this green dell 
Pass once again; and ligl^t it with your spell I 

Imogen! fiiirFidele! meekly blending 
In patient grief, *' a smiling with a sigh ;**♦ 

And thou, Cordelia! faithful 'daughter, tending^ 
That sire, an outcast to the bitter sky ; 

Thou of the soft low voice! — thou art not gone! 

Still breathes for me its faint and flute-like tone. 

And come to me !-r«ing me thy willow-strain, 
Sweet Desdemona ! with the sad surprise 

In thy beseeching glance, where still, though vain, 
Undimmed, unquenchable aflfection lies; 

Come, bowing thy young head to wrong and scorn, 

As a frail hyacinth, by showers o'erborne. 

And thou, too, fair Ophelia I flowers are here. 
That well might win thy footsteps to the spot — 

Pale cowslips, meet for maiden's early bier. 
And pansies for sad thoughts,! — ^but needed not I 

Come with thy wreaths, and all the love and light 

In that wild eye still tremulously bright 

And Juliet, vision of the* south ! enshrining 
All gifts that unto its rich heaven belong 

The glow, the sweetness, in its rose combining, 
The soul its nightingales pour forth in song I 

Thou, making death deep joy! — but couUUt thou 
die? 

No ! — thy young love hath immortality! 

From earth's bright faces fades the light of mom, 
From earth's glad voices drops the joyous tone ; 

But ye, the children of the soul, were bom 
Deathless, and for undying love alone; 

And, oh ! ye beautiful ! 't is well, how weU, 

In the soul's world, with you, where change is not, 
to dwell ! 



'Nobly he yokes 
A smiling with a sigh. OymbeHne. 

t Hera *B pansies for you— that li for tboqghta— J^tnJef. 
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THE LYRE'S LAMENT. 



A large tyn hung In an opening of the rock, and gave Ibith 
u mefamdxdj mueic to the wind but no hnman being mm 



A DEEP-TONED LyTc hung mnnnuriDg 

To the wild wind of the sea : 
" O melancholy wind/' it sighed, 

" What would thy breath with mel 

" ThoQ canst not wake the spirit 

That in me slumbering lies, 
Thou strikest not forth th' electric fire 

Of buried melodies. 

" Wind of the dark searwaters ! 

Thou dost but sweep my strings 
Into wild gusto of moumfohiess, 

With the rushing of thy wings. 

" But the spell— the gift— the lightning— 

Within my frame concealed, 
Must I moulder on the rock away. 

With their triumphs unrerealedt 

" I have power, high power, for freedom 

To wake the burning soul ! 
I haTe sounds that through the ancient hills 

Like a torrent's voice might rolL 

*' I have pealing notes of victory 
That might welcome kings from war ; 

I have rich deep tones to send the wail 
For a hem's death afa;r. 

" I have chords to lift the paan 

From the temple to the sky, 
Full a« the fbrest-umsons 

When sweeping winds are high 

" And Love — for Love's lone sorrow 

I have accents that might sw6ll 
Through the summer air with the rose's breath, 

Or the violet's faint farewell : 

" Sofl— spiritua^moumful — 

Sighs in each note enshrined — 
But who shall call that sweetness forth 1 

Hunt canst not, ocean-wind ! 

" I paa without my glory. 

Forgotten I decay— 
¥rhere is the touch to give me lifel 

—Wild fitful vrind, away!" 

So ngfaed the broken music 

That in gladness had no part 
How like art thou, neglected Lyre, 

To many a human heart ! 



TASSOf^S CORONATION.* 

A crown of rictory I a triumphal song I 
Oh ! call some friend, upon whoas pitying heart 
The weary one may cahnlj link to lest : 
Let Bome Icind voice, beside his lowly couch, 
Pour the laai prayer for mortal agony I 

A trumpet's note is in the sky, in the glorious 

Roman sky, 
Whoee dome hath rung, so many an age, to the 

voice of victory; 
There is crowding to the capitol, the imperial 

streets along, 
For again a conqueror must be crowned, — a kingly 

child of song : 

Yet his chariot lingers. 
Yet around his home 
Broods a shadow silently, 
'Midst the joy of Rome. 

A thousand thousand laurel boughs are waving 

wide and far. 
To shed out their triumphal gleams around his 

rolling car; 
A thousand haunts of olden gods have given their 

wealth of flowers. 
To scatter o'er his path of fame bright hues in 

gemlike showers. 

Peace! within his chamber 

Low the mighty Hes; 

With a cbnd of dreams on his noble brow, 

And a wandering in his eyes. 

Sing, sing for him, the lord of song, for him, whose 
rushing strain 

In mastery o'er the spirit sweeps, like a strong 
wind o'er the main I 

Whose voice lives deep in burning hearts, for ever 
there to dwell. 

As full-toned oracles are shrined in a temple's ho- 
liest ceU. 

Ybsl for him, the victor, 
Sing, — ^but low, sing low I 
A soft sad miaerere chant 
For a soul about to go! 

The sun, the sun of Italy is pouring o'er his way, 

Where the old three hundred triumphs moved, a 
flood ot golden day ; 

Streaming through every haughty arch of the Ca- 
sals' past renown — 

Bring finth, in that exulting light, the conqueror 
for his crown! 



* Tbsw died at Soma OD tha day hefim that appoioled for 
his Cofooalioa In the OapitoL 
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Shut the proud bright sunshine 
From the fading sight! 
There needs no ray by the bed of death, 
Save the holy taper's light. 

rhe wreath is twined, — the way is strewn — ^the 

lordly train are met — 
The streets are hung with coronals — ^why stays 

the minstrel yet 1 
Shout 1 as an army shouts in joy around a royal 

chief- 
Bring forth the bard of chivalry, the bard of love 

and grief I 

Silence! forth we bring him, 

In his last array ; 

From love and grief the freed, the flown — 

Way for the bier — make way! 



THE BETTER LAND. 

" I hear thee speak of the better land. 
Thou oallest its children^a happy band ; 
Mother ! oh where is that radiant shore 1 
Shall we not seek it, and^weep no morel 
Is it where the flower of the orange blows. 
And the fire-flies glance through the myrtle 
boughs?" 

— " Not there, not there, my child'" 

" Is it where the feathery palm-trees rise, 
And the date grows ripe under sunny skies 1 
Or 'midst the green islands of glittering seas, 
Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze. 
And strange, bright birds, on their starry wings, 
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things?" 

— " Not there, not there, my child!" 

" Is it far away, in some region old, 
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold! — 
Where the burning rays of the ruby shine. 
And the diamond lights up the secret mine. 
And the peari gleams forth from the coral strand ? — 
Is it there, sweet mother, that better landl" 

— " Not there, not there, my child!" 

" Eye hath not seen it^ my gentle boy ! 
Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy. 
Dreams can not picture a world so fair — 
Sorrow and death may not enter there ; 
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom. 
For beyond the clouds, and beyond the tomb, 
— It is there, it is there, my child!" 



THE WOUNDED EAGLE. 

Eagle! this is not thy sphere! 
Warrior bird! what seekest thou hero? 
Whereibre by the fountain's brink 
Doth thy royal pinion sink? 



Wherefore on the Tiolet's bed 
Layest thou thus thy drooinng head? 
Thou, that hold'st the blast in scorn, 
Thou, that wear'st the wings of mom! 

Eagle! wilt thou not arise? 
Look upon thine own bright skies ! 
Lift thy glance ! the fiery suh 
There his pride of place hath won ! 
And the mountain jark is there, 
And sweet sound hath filled the air; 
Hast thou left that realm on high? 
Oh! it can be but to die! 

Eagle, Eagle! thou hast bowed 
From thine empire o'er the cloud ! 
Thou that hadst ethereal birth. 
Thou hast stooped too near the earth, 
And the hunter's shaft hath found thee, 
And the toils of death have bound thee ! 
— ^Wherefore didst thon leave thy place, 
Creature of a kingly race ? 

Wert thou weary of thy throne? 
Was the sky's dominion bne? 
Chill and lone it well might be. 
Yet that mighty wing was free ! 
Now the chain is o'er it cast. 
From thy heart the blood flows ftst, 
— Wo for gifted souls and high ! 
Is not such their destiny? 



SADNESS AND MIRTH. 

Nay these, wild fits of uncurbed laughter 
Athwart the gloomy tenor of your mhid, 
As it haa lowered of late, so keenly caat, 
Unsuited seem, and strange. 

Oh! nothing fltnmge! ;.* 
Didst thou ne'er see the swallow's reefing broas^ ' 
Winging the air beneath some murky doud, ' ..• 
In the sunned glimpeee of a troubled day, 
Bhiver in silvery brightnea 1 
Or boatman's oar, as vivid lightnii^ ft—ii 
In the faint gleam, that like a spirit^ paih, 
Tracks the still waters of some sullen lake? 

O,gont]fl friend P 
Chide not Aer mirth, who yeatarday Was flsd, . 
And may be ao to-morrow l^-Joanika BaUUe. 

Ye met at the stately feasts of old. 

Where the bright wine Ibamed over scoipturoci 

gold. 
Sadness and Mirth !~ye were mingled there 
With the sound of the lyre in the scented air ; 
As the doud and the lightning are blent on h]gh| 
Ye mixed in the gorgeous revelry. 

For there hung o'er the banquets of yore a gloom, 
A thought and a shadow of the tomb; 
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It gave to the flute^not^. an under-tone, 

To the rofe a coloaring not its own, 

To the breath of the niyitjo a mournful power— 

Sadneas and Miith! ve had each your dower! 

Ye met when the triumph swept proudly by, 
With the Roman eagles through the sky! 
I know that e'en then, in his hour of pride, 
The soul of the mighty within him died ; 
That a void in his bosom lay darkly still, 
Which the music of victory might never fill \ 

ThoQ wert there, ohl Mirth ! swelling on the shout, 
Till the temples, like echo-caves, rang out ; 
Thine were the garlands, the songs, the wine, 
All the rich voices in air were thine, 
The incense, the sunshine— but. Sadness! thy 

part. 
Deepest of all, was the victor's heart ! 

Ye meet at the bridal with flower and tear; 

Strangely and wildly ye meet by the bier I 

As the gleam from a sea-bird's white wing shed, 

Crosses the storm in its path of dread ; 

As a dirge meets the breeze of a summer sky — 

Sadness and Mirth ! so ye come and fiy! 

Ye meet in the poet's haunted breast, 
Darkness and rainbow, alike its guest! 
When the breath of the violet is out in spring, 
When the woods with the wakening of music ring. 
O'er his dreamy spirit your currents pass, 
Like ahadow and sunlight o'er mountain grass. 

When will your parting be. Sadness and Mirth 1 
Bright stream and dark one! — oh ! never on earth ; 
Never while triumphs and tombs are so near, 
While Death and Love walk the same dim sphere, 
While flowers unfold where tho storm may sweep, 
While the heart of man is a soundless deep I 

But there smiles a land, oh ! ye troubled pair! 
Where ye have no part in the sumiuer air. 
Far from the breathings of changeful skies, 
Over the seas and the graves it lies ; 
YHiere the day of the lightning and cloud is done, 
And joy reigns abne, as the lonely sun! 



THE NIGHTINGALE'S DEATH SONG. 



WUlat du nacli den Nachtigallen fngeo, 

Die mitieeleinronen melodie 
Dich eDtzncklen ki doa Lenzea Togeal 

—Nor so tang sis Uebten, wsren sie. 

SckiUer, 

Mournfully, aing mournfolly. 

And die away,. my heart! 
The rose, the glorious ro6e k gone, 

And I, too, willdepart 
31 



The skies have lost their splendour 
The watera changed their tone, 

And wherefore, in the faded world| 
Should music linger on? 

Where is the golden sunshine, 
And where the flower-cup's glow 1 

And where the joy of the dancing leaves, 
And the -fountain's laughing flowl • 

A voice, in every whisper 
Of the wave, the bough, the air, 

Comes asking for the beautifulf 

And moaning, "Where, oh! where 1" 

Tell of the brightness parted, 
Thou bee, thou Iamb at play ! 

Thou lark, in thy victorious mirth 1 
— Are ye, too, passed away 1 

Mournfully, sing mournfully ! 

The royal rose is gone. 
Melt from the woods, my spirit, melt 

In one deep farewell tone ! 

Not sol — swell forth triumphantly. 
The full, rfch, fervent strain ! 

Hence with young love and life I go, 
In the summer's joyous train. 

With sunshine, with sweet odour, 

With every precious thing, 
Upon the last warm southern breeze 

My soul its flight shall wing. 

Alone I shall not linger, 

When the day« of hope are past^ 
To watch the M of leaf by leaf. 

To wait the rushing blast. 

Triumphantly, triumphantly! 

Sing to the woods, I go! 
For me, perchance, in other lands, 

The glorious rose may blow. 

The sky's transparent azure, 
And the greensward's violet breath. 

And the dance of light leaves in the wind,. 
May there know nought of death. 

No more, no more sing mournfully. 
Swell high, then break, my heart 

With love, the spirit of the woods. 
With summer 1 depart! 



THE DIVER. 

Tliey bam In suffering what they teach hi song. ' 

SMhy 

Thou hast been where the rocks of o)iral grow, 
Thou hast fought with eddying waves; — 

Thy cheek is pafe, and thy heart beats low, 
'Thou searcher of ocean's caves ! 
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Thou haat looked on the gleaming wealth of old, 
And wiecke where the brave have atriven ; 

The deep is a strong and a fearful hold, 
But thou its bar hast riven I 

A wild and wearjr life is thine ; 

A wasting task and lone, 
Though treasure-grots for thee may shine, 

To all besides unknown! 

A weaiy life ! but a swift decay 

Soon, soon shall set thee free ; 
Thou *it passing fast from thy toib away, 

Thou wrestler with the sea ! 

In thy dim eye, on thy hollow cheek, 

Well are the death-signs read — 
Got for the pearl in its cavern seek, 

Ere hope and power be fled I 

And bright in beauty's coronal 

That glistening gem shall be ; 
A star to all the festive hall— 

But who will think on thee ? 

None ! — as it gleams from the queen-like head, 

Not one 'midst throngs will say, 
"A life hath been like a rain-drop shed, 

For that pale quivering ray." 

Wo for the wealth thus dearly bought! 

r-And are not those like thee, 
Who win for earth the gems of thought) 

O wrestler with the sea t - 

Down to the golfe of the soul they go^ 
Where the passion-fountains bum, 

Gathering the jewels far bebw 
From many a buried urn : 

Wringmg from lava-veins the Bxe, 

That o'er bright words is poured; 
Learning deep sounds, to make the lyre 

A spirit in each chord. 

But, oh! the price of bitter tean, 

Paid for the lonely power 
That throws at last, o'er desert years, 

A darkly-glorious dower ! 

Like flower-seeds, by the wild wind spread, 

So radiant thoughts are strewed ; 
— The soul whence those high gifts are shed, 

May faint in solitude! 

And who will think, when the strain is sung, 

Till a thousand hearts are stirred. 
What life-drops, from the minstrel wrung, 

Hare gushed with every word 1 

None, none !— lus treasures live like thine, 

He strives and dies like thee; 
—Thou, that hast been to the peari'sdark shrine, 

O wrestler with the sea ! 



THE REaUIEM OF GENIUS. 



Lea poltes dont IMmaginatlon tient A la puiaance d'aimer 
et de aouflirir, ne aont ila pas lee banoja d'uoe auuB regioD T 
Madame de StaeL De VAUemagne. 



No tean for thee!— though light be from us gone 
With thy soul's radiance, bright, yet restless one I 

No tears for thee! 
They that have k)ved an exile, must not mourn 
To see him parting for his native bourne 

O'er the dark sea. 

All the high music of thy spirit here, 
Breathed but the language of another sphere, 

Unechoed round ; 
And strange, though sweet, as 'midst our weeping 

skies 
Some half-remembered strain of paradise 

Might sadly sound. 

Hast thou been answered? thou, that from the 

night 
And from the voices of the tempest's might. 

And from the past, 
Wert seeking still some oracle's reply, 
To pour the secrets of man's destiny 
Forth on the blast ! 

Hast thou been answered?— thou, that through 

the gloom. 
And shadow, and stem silence of the tomb, 

A cry didst send, 
So passionate and deep? to pierce, to move^ 
To win back token of unburied love 

From buried friend! 

And hast thou found where living waters burst ? 
Thou, that didst pine amidst us, in the thirst 

Of fever-dreams I 
Are the trae fountains thine for evermore? 
Oh ! lured so long by shining mists, that wore 

The light of streams I 

Speak ! is it well with thee ?— We call, as (h(m. 
With thy lit eye, deep voice, and kindled brow, 

Wert wont to call 
On the departed! Art thou blest and free? 
— ^Alas ! the lips earth oovera, even to thee 

Were silent all! 

Yet shall our hope rise fanned by quenchless faith. 
As a flame, fostered by some warm wind's breath, 

In light upsprings: 
Freed soul of song! yes, thou haat found the 

sought; 
Borne to thy home of beauty and of thought, 

On rooming's wings. 
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And we will dream it is thy joy we hear, 
When U&'b younff musac, ringing hi and clear, 

O'erflowB the sky: 
—No tean for theet the Imgering gloom is 
Thou ait for converse with att glorious powers, 

Never to die ! 



TRIUMPHANT MUSIC. 

Ticete, taeeCe^ O laoni trionfanti ! 
UfVQgliata In rano M cor die noo pud libeneM. 

Wherefore and whither bear'st thou up my spi- 
rit. 

On eagle wings, through every plume that thrilll 
It hath no crown of victory to inherit — 

Be still, triumphant harmony! he still I 

Thine axe no sounds for earth, thus proudly 
swelling 

Into rich floods of joy : — it is hut pain 
To mount so high, yet find on high no dwelling, 

To sink so fast, so heavily again! 

No sottiyls for earth? — Yes, to young chieftain 
dying 
On his own battle-field, at set of sun. 
With his freed country's banner o'er him iSjring, 
Well mightst thou speak of fame's high guerdon 
won. 

No sounds for earth 1 — Yes, for the martyr leading 

Unto victorious death serenely on, 
For patriot by his rescued altars bleeding. 

Thou hast a voice in each majestic tone. 

s 

But speak not thus to one whose heart is beating 

Against life's narrow bound, in conflict vain! 

For power, for joy, high hope, and rapturous 

greeting, 
Thou wak'st lone thirst— be hushed, exulting 

stratnl 

Be hushed, or breathe of grief !— of exile yearnings 
Under the willows of the stranger-shore ; 

Breathe of the soul's untold and restless burnings,, 
For kx)ks, tonta, footsteps, that return no more. 

Breathe of deep love — a lonely vigil keeping 
Through the night-hours, o'er wasted wealth to 
pine; 
Rich thoughts and sad, like faded rose-leaves heap- 
ing, 
In the shut heart, at once a tomb and shrine. 

'Or pass as if thy spiritruotes came sighing 
From worlds beneath some blue Klysian sky; 

Breathe of repose, the pure, the bright^ th' undy- 
ing— 
Ofjoj no inore|7;liewiM^riDg hasmony! < 



THE SEA-BIRD FLYING INLAND.* 



Thy path b not Mmlne t—where thoo axt bteat, 
My spirit would but wither : mine own giief 
b in mine eyea a richer, boiler thing, 
Than an thy happinen. 



Hath the summer's breath, on the south-wind 

borne, 
Met the dark seas in their sweeping scorn 1 
Hath it lured thee. Bird ! from their sounding caves, 
To the rivei^shores, where the osier waves 1 

Or art thou come on the hills to dwell. 
Where the sweet-voiced echoes have many a celll 
Where the'^Doss bean print of the wild-deer's tread, 
And the heath like a royal robe is spread 1 

Thou hast done well, O thou bright sea-bird ! 
There is joy where the song of the laik is heard, 
With the dancing of waten through copse and dell. 
And the bee's low tune in the fox-gtove's bell. 

Thou hast done well : — Oh ! the seas are lone. 
And the voice they send up hath a mournful tone; 
A mingling of dirges and wild farewells. 
Fitfully breathed through its anthem-swells. 

— The proud bird rose as the words were said — 
The rush of his pinion swept o'er my bead. 
And the glance of his eye, in its bright disdain, 
Spoke him a child of the haughty main. 

He hath flown from the woods to the ocean's breast, 
To his throne of pride on the billow's crest! 
— Oh ! who shall say, to a spirit free, 
" There lies the pathway of bliss for theet*^ 



SECOND SIGHT. 

Ne'er emd the prophet heait that grief inspired, 
Tboogh joy^ illualoni mock their votarisi.— jtfa^unn; 

A MOURNFUT. gift is mine, O friends ! 

A mournful gift is mine ! 
A murmur of the soul which blends 

With the flow of song and wine. 

An eye that through the triumph's hour 

Beholds the coming wo, . 
And dwells upon the fiided flower 

'Midst the rich sumijaer's glow. 

Ye smile to view fUr races bloom 
Where the father's board is spread ; 

I see the stillness and the gloom 
Of a home whence aH are fled. 



' Publkahed'firk in the Edinbuiigh Literary J6iirnal. 
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I see the witliered garlands lie 

Fofsaken on the earth/ 
While the lamps yet burn, and the dancers fly 

Through the ringing hall of mirth. 

I see the blood-red future stain 

On the warrior's gorgeous crest ; 
And the bier amidst the bridal train 

When they come with rases drest. 

I hear the still small moan of Time, 

Through the ivy branches made, 
Where the palace, in its glory's prime, 

With the sunshine stands arrayed. 

The thunder of the seas I hear, 

The shriek along the wave, 
When the bark sweepsforth, and song and cheer 

Salute the parting brave. 

With eveiy breeze a spirit sends 

To me some warning sign :— 
A mournful gift is mine, O friends! 

A mournful gift is mine ! 

Oh ! prophet heitrt ! thy grief, thy power, 

To all deep souls belong; 
The shadow in the sunny hour. 

The wail in the mirthful song. 

Their sight is all too sadly clears 

For them a vail is riven : 
Their piercing thoughts repose not here, 
. Their home is but in Heaven. 



Her soul is far away, 

In her childhood's land, pezchance^ 
Where her young sisters play, 

Where shines her mother's glance. 

Some old sweet native sound 

Her spirit haply weaves ; 
A harmony profound 

Of woods with all their leaves ; 

A murmur'of the sea, 

A laughing tone of streams : 

Long may her sojourn be 

In the music-land of dreams ! 

Each voice of love is there, 
Each glet^n of beauty fled, 

Each lost one still more fair — 
Oh! lighUy, lightly tread! 



THE SLEEPER. 



Bw deep is awfuL— Byron. 



Oh! lightly, UghUy tread ! 

A holy thing is sleep, 
On the worn spirit shed, 

And eyes that wake to weep. 

A holy thing from Heaven, 
A gracious dewy cloud, 

A covering maintle given 
The weary to enshroud. 

Oh ! lightly, lightly tread ! 

Revere the pale still brow. 
The meekly-drooping head. 

The bng hair's willowy flow. 

Ye know not what ye do. 
That call the slumberer back. 

From the world unseen by you 
Unto Bfe's dim faded track. 



THE MIRROR IN THE DESERTED 
HALL. 
O, DIM, forsaken mirror ! 
How many a stately throng 
Hath o'er thee gleamed, in vanished houxB 
Of the wine-cup and the song ! 

The song hath left no echo ; 
The bright wine hath been quafled j 
And hushed is every silvery voice 
That lightly here hath laughed. 

Oh ! mirror, lonely mirror. 
Thou ofthe silent hall I 
Thou hast been flushed with beauty's bloom- 
Is this, too, vanished all 1 

It is, with the scattered garlands 
Of triumphs long ago ; 
With the melodies of buried lyres ; 
With the faded rainbow's glow. 

And for all the gorgeous pageants, 
For the glance of gem and plume. 
For lamp, and harp, and rosy wreath. 
And vase of rich perfume. 

Now, dim, forsaken mirror, 
Thou givest but faintly back 
The quiet stars, and the sailing moon, 
On her solitary track. 

And thus was man's proud spirit 
Thou tellest me 't will be. 
When the forms and hues of this worid fade 
From his memory, as from thee : 

And his heart's long^troubled waters 
At last in stillness lie. 
Reflecting but the images 

Of the solemn world on high, r 
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HYMN OP THE MOUNTAIN CHRIS- 
TIAN. 



"Hunks be to God for the mountains.'' 

HowUfa Book of the SeatonB. 



For the sirength of the hills we UeiB thee, 

Our God, our fathers' God! 
Thou hast made thy children mighty, 

By the touch of the mountain sod. 
Thou hast fixed our ark of refuge 

Where the spoiler's foot ne'er trod ; 
For the strength of the hills we hless thee, 

Our God, our fathers' God ! 

We are watchers of a beacon 

Whose lights must never die ; 
We are guardians of an altar 

Midst the silence of the sky; 
The rocks yield founts of courage 

Struck forth as by thy rod — 
For the strength of the liills we bless thee, 

O God, our fathers' God! 

For the dark, resounding heavens, 

Where thy still small voice is heard, 
For the strong pines of the forests, 

That by thy breath are stirred ; 
For the storms on whose free pinions 

Thy spirit walks abroad — 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee, 

Our God, our fathers' God! 

The royal eagle dafteth 

On his quarry from the heights. 
And the stag that knows no master. 

Seeks there his wild delights; 
But we for thy communion 

Have sought the mountain sod — 
For the strength of the hilk we bless thoo. 

Our God, our fathers' God! 

The banner of the chieftain 

Far, far below us waves ; 
The war-horse of the spearman 

Can not reach our lolly caves; 
Thy dark clouds wrap the threshold 

Of freedom's last abode ; 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee 

Our God, our fathers' God! 

For the shadow of thy presence 

Round our camp of rock outspread ; 
For the stem defiles of battle, 

Bearing record of our dead; 
For the snows, and for the torrents. 

For the free heart's burial sod, 
For the strength of the hills we blefs thee. 

Our Grod, our fathers' God ! 



CHURCH MUSIC. 



-"All the train 



Song Hallelujah, ai the sound of s 



Again! oh, send those anthem notes again ! 
Through the arched roof in triumph to the sky I 
Bid the old tombs give echoes to the strain. 
The banners tremble, as with victory! 

Sing them once more I — they waft my soul away 
High where no shadow of the past is thrown; 
No earthly passion through th' exulting lay, 
Breathes mournfully one haunting under-tone. 

All is of Heaven! — yet wherefore to mine eye, 
Gush the quick tears unbidden from their source, 
E'en while the waves of that strong harmony, 
Sweep with my spirit on their sounding course 7 

Wherefore must rapture its full tide reveal. 
Thus by the signs betokening sorrow's power? 
— Oh ! is it not, that humbly we may feel 
Our nature's limits in its proudest hour ! 



TO A PICTURE OF THE MADONNA. 

AveBIarial May our qpirits dare 

Look up to thine, aud to thy son's above T 

Fair vision ! thou 'rt from sunny skies. 
Born where the rose hath richest dyes; 
To thee a southern heart hath given 
That glow of Love, that calm of Heaven, 
And round thee cast th' ideal glewn, 
The hght that is but o(u dream. 

Far hence, where wandering music fills 
The haunted air of Roman hills. 
Or where Venetian waves of yore 
Heard melodies they hear no more, 
Some proud old minster's gorgeous aisle 
Hath known the sweetness of thy smile. 

Or, haply, from a lone, dim shrine, 
'Mid forests of the Apennine, 
Whose breezy sounds pf cave and dell 
Pass like a floating anthem-swell, 
Thy soft eyes o'er the pilgrim's way 
I Shed blessings with their gentle ray. 

Or gleaming through a chestnut wood, 

' Perchance thine island-chapel stood, 

, Where from the blue Sicilian sea. 
The sailor's hymn hath come to thee, 
And blessed thy power to guide, to save, 

' Madonna! watcher of the wave! 
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Oh! might a voice, a whisper low, 
Forth finim those lipe of beauty flow! 
Couldst thou bat epeak of all the tears, 
The conflictB and the pangs of years, 
Which, at thy secret shrine revealed, 
Have gushed finim human hearts unsealed! 

Surely to thee hath woman come, 

As a tired wandered back to home ! 

Unveiling many a timid guest. 

And treasured sorrow of her breast, 

A buried love — a wasting care — 

Oh! did those griefs win peace from prayer? 

And did the poet's fervid soul 

To thee lay bare its inmost scrolls 

Those thoughts, which poured their quenchless 

fire 
And passion o'er th' Italian lyre. 
Did th^ to still submission die. 
Beneath thy calm, religious eyel 

And hath the crested helmet liowed 
Before thee, 'midst the inoense-ck>ud1 
Hath the crowned leader's bosom lone, 
To thee its haughty griefii made known? 
Did thy glance break their frozen sleep, 
And win the unconquercd one to weep] 

Hushed is the anthem — closed the vow — 
Thy votive garland withered now; 
Yet holy still to me thou art, 
Thou that hast soothed so many a heart! 
And still must blessed influence flow 
From the meek glory of thy brow. 

Still speak to suffering woman's love, 
Of rest for gentle hearts above; 
Of Hope, that hath its treasure there, 
Of Hooke, that knows no changeful air ! 
Bright form, lit up with thoughts divine, 
Ave! such power be ever thine! 



WE RETURN NO MORE. 

** We return no more !" 
Burden of the mghUmd Song of Endgratien. 

" We return — we return — we return no more!" 
— So comes the song to the mountain shore, 
From those that are leaving their Highland Home, 
For a world far over the blue sea's foam ; 
" We return no more !"— and through cave and 

deU, 
Moun^Uy wanders that wild farewell. 

" We return— we return— we return no more!" 
^So breathe sad voices our spirits o'er, 



Murmuring up from the depth of the heart. 
When lovely things with their light depart, 
And the inborn sound hath a prophet's tone^ 
And we feel that a joy is forever gone. 

" We return- we return— we return no mors !" 
— Is it heard when the days of flowers are o'er, 
When the passionate soul of the night-bird's lay 
Hath died from the summer woods awayl 
When the crimson from sun-Mt's robe hath passed, 
Or the leaves are swept on the rushing blast 1 

No— it is not the roee that returns no more, 
A soft spring's breath will its bloom restore, 
And it is not the song that o'erflows the bowers 
With a stream of love through the starry hours, 
And it is not the gbry of sunset's hues. 
Nor the frail flashed leaves that the wild wind 
strews. 

" We return— we return— we return no more!' 
—Doth the bird sing thus from the brighter shore, 
Those wings that follow the Southern breeze, 
Float they n<>t homeward o'er vernal seas? 
Yes from the lands of the vine and palm 
They come with the sunshine when waves grow 
calm. 

" But We—We return— we return no more!" 

The heart's young dreams when their bloom is o'er, 

The love it hath poured so freely forth, 

The boundless trust in ideal worth. 

The faith in aflfection — deep, fond— yet vain, 

These are the bst that return not again. 



SONG. 



What woke the buried sound that lay 

In Memnon's harp of yore 1 
What spirit on its viewless way 

Along the Nile's green shore 1 
— Oh ! ^not the night, and not the storm, 

And not the lightning's fire — 
But sunlight's touch — the kind — the warm — 

TkU woke the mystic \yn\ 

This, this, awoke the lyre ! 

What wins the heart's deep chords to pour 

Their music forth on life, 
Like a sweet voice, prevailing o'er 

The sounds of torrent strife ? 
—Oh ! not the conflict midst the throng, 

Not e'en the triumph's hour; — 
Love is the gifted and the strong 

To wake that music's power! 

His breath awakes that power ! 
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THE PARTING OP SUMMER. 

Thou 'it bearing hence thy rosea, . 

Glad Summer, fore thee well ! 
Thou 'rt flinging thy last mekxliefl 

In every wood and dell. 

But ere the golden sunset 

Of thy latest lingering day, 
Oh! tell me, o'er this chequered earth, 

How hast thou passed away 7 

Brightly, sweet Summer ! brightly 

Thine hours have floated by, 
To the joyous birds of the woodland boughs. 

The rangers of the sky. 

And brightly in the forests,' 
To the wild deer wandering free; 

And brightly, 'midst the garden flowers, 
Is the happy murmuring bee : 

But how to human bosoms, 

With all their hopes and fears, 
And thoughts that make them eagle-wings, 

To pierce the unborn years 1 

Sweet Summer ! to the captive 
Thou hast flown in burning dreams 

Of the woods, with all their whispering leaves, 
And the blue rejoicing streams; — 

To the wasted and the weary 

On the bed of sickness bound. 
In swift delirious fantasies^ 

That changed with every sound; — 

To the sailor on the billows. 

In longings, wild and vain, 
For the gushing founts and breezy hills. 

And the homes of earth again ! 

And unto me, glad Summer I 

How hast thou flown to me 7 
My chainless fix>tstep nought hath kept 

From thy haunts of song and glee. 

Thou hast flown in wayward vinons^ 

In memories of the dead— 
In shadows, firom a troubled heart, 

O'er thy sdnny pathway shed : 

In brief and sudden strivings. 

To fling a weight aside — 
'Midst these thy mekxlies have ceased, 

And all thy roses died. 

But, oh ! thou gentle SunmMr 1 
If I greet thy flowers once more, 

Bring me again the buoyancy 
Wherewith my soul ^uld soar ! 



Give me to hail thy sunshine, 
With song and spirit free ; 

Or in a purer air than this 
Bday that next meeting be 1 



THE WORLD IN THE OPEN AIR. 

Come, while in freshness and dew.it lies. 
To the world that is under the free, blue skies 
Leave ye man's home, and forget his car»— 
There breathes no sigh on the dayspring's air. 

Come to the woods, in whose mossy dells 
A light all made for the poet dwells ; 
A light, coloured softly by tender leaves. 
Whence the primrose a mellower glow reoerrei. 

The stock-dove is there in the beechen-tree, 
And the lulling tone of the honey-bee ; 
And the voice of cool waters, 'midst feathery iem, 
Shedding sweet sounds from some hidden urn. 

There is life, there is youth, there is tameless mirth, 
Where the streams, with the lilies they wear, have 

birth; 
There is peace where the aiders are whispering low : 
Come from man's dwellings, with all their wo I 

Yes ! — we will come— we will leave behind 
The homes and the sorrows of human kind ; 
It is well to rove where the river leads 
Its bright, blue vein along sunny meads: 

It is well through the rich, wild woods to go, 
And to pierce the haunts of the fawn and doe ; 
And to hear the gushing of gentle springs. 
When the heart has been fretted by worldly stings : 

And to watch the colours that flit and pass. 
With insect wings through the wavy grass ; 
And the silvery gleams o'er the ash-trees bark, 
Borne in with a breeze through the foliage dark. 

Joyous and far shall our wanderings be. 
As the flight of birds o'er the glittering sea ; 
To the woods, to the dingles where vblets blow, 
We will bear no memory of earthly wo. 

But if, by the forest-brook, we meet 
A line like the pathway of former feet ; — 
If, 'midst the hiUs, in some kmely spot. 
We leaiih the gray rains of tower or oot;— 

If the cell, where a hermit of old hath preyed. 
Lift up its cross through the solemn shade; — 
Or if some nook, where the wild-flowen wave. 
Bear token sad of a mortal grav*;, — 

Doubt not but there will our steps be sUyed, 
There our quick spirits awhile delayed ; 
There will thought fix our impatient eyes. 
And win back our hearts to their sympathies, 
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For what, though the roountains and skies be fair, 

Steeped in soft hues of the sununer-air, 

*T is the soul of man, by its hopes and dreams, 
That lights up all nature with living gleams. 

Where it hath suffered and nobly striven, 
Where it hath poured forth its vows to Heaven ; 
Where to repose it hath brightly past, 
O'er this green earth there is glory cast. 

And by that soul, amidst groves and rills, 
And flocks that feed on a thousand hills, 
Birds of the foreit, and flowers of the sod, 
WCj only wc, may be linked to God ! 

KINDRED HEARTS. 
Oh ! ask not, hope thou not too much 

Of sympathy below ; 
Few are the hearts whence one same touch 

Bids the sweet fountains flow : 
Few — and by still conflicting powers 

Forbidden here to meet — 
Such tics would make this life of ours 

Too fair for aught so fleet. 

£t may be that thy brother's eye 

Sees not as thine, which turns 
fn such deep reverence to the sky. 

Where the rich sunset burns : 
It may be that the breath of spring, 

Born amidst violets lone, 
A rapture o'er thy soul can bring — 

A dream, to his unknown. 



The tune that speaks of other times-^ 

A sorrowful delight ! 
The melody of distant chimes, 

The sound of waves by night ; 
The wind that, with so many a tone, 

Some chord within can thrill, — 
These may have language all thine own, 

To him a mystery still. 

Yet scorn thou not for this, the true 

And steadfast love of years ; 
The kindly, that from childhood grew. 

The faithfgl to thy tears! 
If there be one that o'er i;he dead 

Hath in thy grief borne part, 
And watched through sickness by thy bed,- 

Call hia a kindred heart ! 

But for those bonds all perfect made, 

Wherein bright spirits blend, 
Like sister flowers of one sweet shade, 

With the same breeze that bend. 
For that ftiU bliss of thought allied. 

Never to mortals given, — 
Oh ! lay thy lovely dreams aside, 

Or lift them unto heaven. 



, THE DIAL OF FLOWERS.*' 

'T WAS a lovely thought to mark the hours, 

As they floated in light aWay, 
By the opening and the folding flowers. 

That laugh to the summer's day. 

Thus had each moment its own rich hue, 

And its graceful cup and bell. 
In whose coloured vase might sleep the dew, 

Like a pearl in an occan-shelh 

To such sweet signs might the time have flowed 

In a golden current on, 
Ere from the garden, man's first abode, 

The glorious guests were gone. 

So might the days have been brightly told— 

Those days of song and dreams 

When shepherds gathered their flocks of old. 

By the blue Arcadian streams. 

So in those isles of delight, that rest 

Par off in a breezeless main, 
Which many a bark, with a weary quest. 

Has sought, bat still in vain. 



Yet is not life, in its real flight. 
Marked thus— even thus— on earth, 

By the closing of one hope's delight, 
And another's gentle birth ? 

Oh ! let us live, so that flower by flower, 
Shutting in turn, may leave 

A lingerer still for the sunset hour, 
A charm for the shaded eve. 



OUR DAILY PATHS. 



Nought shall prevail against us, or disturb 
Our cheerful faith, that all which we behold 
b full of bleasings. 

Wordttporth. 



There's beauty all around our paths, if but our 

watchful eyes 
Can trace it 'midst familiar things, and through 

their lowly guise ; 
We may find it where a hedge-row showen iU 

blossoms o'er our way, 
Or a cottage window sparkles forth in the last red 

light of day. 



• This dial was, I belfeve, formed by Llnnaius, and markad 
the hours by the opening and closing, at Kgular ixuervala d 
the flowers arranged in it 
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We may find it where .a spring shines clear, be- 
neath an aged tree, 

With the foxglove o'er the ^Krater's glass borne 
downwards by the bee ; 

Or where-a swift and sunny gleam on the birch- 
en stems is thrown, 

As a soft wind playing parts the leaves, in copses 
green and lone. 

We may find it in the winter boughs, as they cross 

the cold, blue sky, 
While soft on Icy pool and stream their penciled 

shadows lie, 
When we look upon their tracery, by the fakry 

frost-work bound, 
Whence the Sitting redbreast shakes a shower of 

crystals to the ground. 

Yes ! beauty dwells in all our paths — ^but sorrow 
too is there ; 

How oft some cloud within UB dims the bright, still 
summer air ! 

When we carry our uck hearts abroad amidst the 
joyous things. 

That through the leafy places glance on many- 
coloured wings ! 

With shadows from the past we fill the happy 
woodland shades, 

And a mournful memory of the dead is with us in 
the glades ; 

And our dream-like fancies lend the wind an echo's 
plaintive tone 

Of voices, and of melodies, and of silvery laugh- 
ter gone. 

But are we free to do e'en thus — to wander as we 

wUl— 
Bearing sad visions through the grove, and o'er 

thebxeezy hill? 
No ! in our daily paths lie cares, that ofttimes bind 

us fast, 
While from their narrow round we see the golden 

day fleet past. 

They hold us from the woodlark's haunts, and vio- 
let dingles, back, 

And from all the lovely sounds and gleams in the 
shining river's track ; 

They bar us from our heritage of spring-time, 
hope, and mirth. 

And weigh our burdened spirits down with tlie 
cumbering dust of earth. 

Yet should this be?— Too much, too soon, despond- 

ingly we yield ! 
A better lesson we are taught by the lilies of the 

field! 
A sweeter by the birds of heaven — which tell us, 

in their flight, 
Of One that through the desert air for ever guides 

them right. 



Shall not this knowledge calntour hearts, and bid 

vain conflicts cease 1 
Ay, when they commune with thamselves in holy 

hQurs of peace ; 
And feel that by the lights and cloiids through 

wlpch our pathway lies, 
By the beauty and the grief alike, we are training 

for the skies I 



THE CROSS IN THE WILDERNESS. 

Silent and mournful sat an Indian chief. 
In the red sunset, by a grassy tomb ; 

His eyes, that might not weep, were dark with grief, 
And his arms folded in majestic gloom, 

And his bow lay unstrung beneath the mound, 

Which sanctified the gorgeous waste around. 

For a pale cross above its greensward rose, 
Telling the cedars and the pines that there 

Man's heart and hope had struggled with his woes, 
And lifted from the dust a voice of prayer. 

Now all washushed — and eve's last splendour shone 

With a rich sadnem on th' attesting stone. 

There came a lonely traveller o'er the wild. 
And he too paused ir\ reverence by that grave. 

Asking the tale of its memorial, piled 
Between the forest and the lake's bright wave; 

Till, as a wind might stir a withered oak. 

On the deep dream of age his accents broke. 

And the gray chieftain, slowly rising, said — 
'' I listened for the words, which, years ago. 

Passed o'er these waters : though the voice is fled 
Which made them as a singing fountain's flow, 

Yet, when I sit in their long-faded track, 

Sometimes the forest's murmur gives them back. 

" Ask'st thou of him, whose house is lone beneath? 

I was an eagle in my youthful pride, 
When o'er the seas he came, witii summer's breath. 

To dwell amidst us, on the lake's green side. 
Many the times of flowers have been since then-— 
Many, but bringing nought like him again ! 

" Not with the hunter's bow and spear he came. 
O'er the blue hills to chase the flying roe j 

Not the dark glory of the woods to tame, 
Laying their cedars like the corn-stalks low j 

But to spread tidings of all holy things, 

Gladdening our soul's as with the morning's wings. 

" Doth not yon cypress whisper how we met, 
I and my brethren that from earth are gone. 

Under its boughs to hear his voice, which yet 
Seems through their gloom to send a silvery tone ? 

He told of one, the grave's dark bands who broke. 

And our hearts burned within us as he spoke. 
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" He told of far and sunny lands, which lie 
Beyond the dust wherein our fathers dwell: 

Bright must they be ! — for there are none that die, 
And none that weep, and none that say 'Farewell!' 

He came to guide us thither ; — but away 

The Happy called him, and he might not stay. 

" We saw him slowly fade, — athirst, perchance, 
For the fresh waters of that lovely clime; 

Yet was there still a sunbeam in his glance, 
And on his gleaming hair no touch of time, — 

Therefore we hoped :— but now the lake looks dim. 

For the green summer comes,— and finds not him ! 

'' We gathered round him in the dewy hour 
Of one still mom, beneath his chosen tree ; 

From his c;lear voice, at first, the words of power 
Came low, Ukemoanings of a distant sea; 

But swelled and shook the wilderness ere long, 

As if the spirit of the breeze grew strong. 

" And then once more ihey trembled on his tongue, 
And his white eyelids fluttered, and his head 

Fell back, and mists upon his forehead hung,— 
Know'st thou not how we pass to join the dead? 

It is enough ! — ^he sank upon my breast — 

Our friend that loved us, he was gone to rest ! 

" We buried him where he was wont to pray, 
By the calm lake, e'en he^e, at eventide ; 

We reared this Crostf in token where he lay. 
For on the Cross, he said, his Lord had died ! 

Now hath he surely reached, o'er mount and wave, 

That flowery land whose green turf hides no grave. 

" But I am sad !— I mourn the clear light taken 
Back from my people, o'er whose place it shone, 

The pathway to the better shore forsaken, 
And the true words forgotten, save by one. 

Who hears them faintly sounding firom the past, 

Mingled with death-songs in each fitAil blast." 

Then spoke the wanderer forth with kindling eye : — 
" Son of the wilderness ! despair thou not, 

Though the bright hour may seem to thee gone by, 
And the cloud settled o'er thy nation's lot ! 

Heaven darkly works; yet where the seed hath been 

There shall the fruitage, glowing yet, be seen. 

" Hope on, hope ever !— by the sudden springing 
Of green leaves which the winter hid so long ; 

And by the bursts of free, triumphant singing, 
After cold silent months, the woods among ; 

And by the rending of the frozen chains. 

Which bound the glorious rivers on their plains ; 

" Deem not the wordsof light that here were spoken. 
But OS a lovely song to leave no trace. 

Yet shall the gloom which wraps thy hills be broken, 
And the full dayspring rise upon thy race 1 

And fading mists the better path disclose, 

And the wide desert blossom as the rose." 



So by the Cross they parted, in the wild, 
Each fraught with musings for life's after-day, 

Memories to visit one, the forest's child, 
By many a blue stream in its lonely way ; 

And upon one, midst busy throngs to press 

Deep thoughts and sad, yet full of hoUnesi. 



LAST RITES. 

Bt the mighty minster's bell, 
Tolling with a sudden swell ; 
By the colours half-mast high, 
O'er the sea hung moumfuyy ; 
Know, a |ninoe hath died ! 

By the drum's dull muffled sound, 
By the arms that sweep the ground, 
By the volleying muskets' tone, 
Speak ye of a soldier gone 
In his manhood's pride. 

By the chanted psalm that fills 
Reverently the ancient hills,* 
Learn, that from his harvests done. 
Peasants bear a brother on 
To his last repose. 

By the pall of snowy white 
Through the yew-trees gleaming blight; 
By the garland on the bier. 
Weep ! a maiden claims thy tear — 
Broken is the rose ! 

Which is the tenderest rite of alii 
Buried virgin's coronal, 
Requiem o'er the monarch's bead, 
Farewell gun for warrior dead, 
Herdsman's funeral hymn 1 

Tells not each of human wo 1 
Each of hope and strength brougat k>w 1 
Number each with holy things, 
If one chastening thought it brings, 
Ere lifo's day grow dim ! 



THE CLIFFS OF DOVER. 
The invioUta Uondof the aigs and fne^^Byron, 

Rocks of my country I let the cloud 

Your crested heights array. 
And rise ye like a fortress proud. 

Above the surge and spray ! 



A eaatom still rotaiDed acnind fUnank^ in 
Bi^tandandWalea 



some parts of 
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My spirit greets yoa as ye stand, 
Breasting the biOow's foam: 

Oh ! thus for ever guard the land, 
The severed Land of Home I 

I have left rich blue skies behind, 

Lighting up classic shrines. 
And music in the southern wind, 

And sunshine on the vines. 

The breathings of the myrtle flowers, 

Have floated o'er my way ; 
The pilgrim's voice, at vesper-hours, 

Hath soothed me with its lay. 

The Isles of Greece, the Hills of Spain, 
The purple Heavens of Rome,— • 

Yes, all are glorious ;— yet again, 
I bless thee. Land of Home ! 

For thine the Sabbath peace, my land I 
And thine the guarded hearth ; 

And thine the dead, the noble band, 
That make thee holy earth. 

Their voices meet me in thy breeze. 
Their steps are on thy pluna ; 

Their names, by old majestic trees, 
Are whispered round thy fanes. 

Their blood hath mingled with the tide 

Of thine exulting sea i 
Oh ! be it still a joy,arifAde, 

To live and die fof4hee 1 



THE VOICE •OF HOME TO THE PRO- 
DIGAL. 



VoD Bllameil,-au0 Wellen, auB Uaoeni, 
Wie raft 68 dir freundlieh uud lind ; 
Was hast du zu wandem, zu traoem 1 
Komm' Bpielen, du freimdltches Kind I 

La Motte Fnupte. 

Oh! when wilt thou return 

To thy sprit's early loves 1 
To th« freshness of the mom, 

To the stillness of the groves ? 

Tij^ summer-bkds are ed^ling 

'Thy household porch -around. 
And the merry waters falUng, • 
With sweet laughter in their sound. 

And a thousand bright-veined flowers 
From their banks of moss and fern, 

Breathe of the sunny hours— 
But when wilt thou return? 

Oh! thou hast wandered bng 
From thy home without a ^uide. 

And thy native woodland song,' 
In thine altered heart hath diied. 



Thou hast flutig the wealth away, 
And the glory of thy spring ; 

And to thee the leaves' light play, 
Is a long-forgotten thing. 

But when wilt thou return 1~ 
Sweet dews may freshen soon 

The flower, within whose urn 
Too£ercely gazed the noon. 

O'er the image of the sky. 

Which the lake's clear bosom wore. 
Darkly may shadows lie — 

But not for evermore. 

* 

Give back thy heart again, 
To the freedom of the woods, 

To the birds' triumphant strain. 
To the mountain solitudes I 

But when wilt thou return 1 

Along thine own pure air, 
There are young sweet voices borne — 

Oh ! should not thuie be there 1 

Still at thy father's board 
There is kept a place for thee, 

And, by thy smile restored, 
Joy round the hearth shall be. 

Still hath thy mother's eye. 

Thy coming step to greet, 
A look of days gone by. 

Tender and gravely sweet. 

Still, when the prayer is said, 
For thee kind bosoms yearn. 

For thee fond tears are shed — 
Oh! when wilt thou return? 



THE WAKENING. 

How many thousands are wakening now I 
Some to the songs from the forest-bough, 
To the rustling of leaves at the lattice-pane. 
To the chiming fall of the early rain. 

And some far out on the deep mid-sea, 
To the dash of the waves in their jRMuning glee^ 
As they break into spray on the ship's tall side. 
That holds through the tumult her path of pride 

And some — oh ! well may their hearts rejoice- 
To the gentle sound of a mother's voice 1 
Long shall they yearn for that kindly tone, 
When from the board and the hearth 't is gone. 

And some in the camp, to the bugle's breath. 
And the tramp of the steed on the echoing heath. 
And the sudden roar of the hostile gun, 
Which tells that a field must ere ni^ht be won. 
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And Bome, in the gloomy convictrcell, 

To the dull deep note of the warning bell, 

As it heavily calls them forth to die, 

When the bright sun mounts in the laughing sky. 

And some to the peal of the hunter's hartij 
And some to the din from the city borne, 
And some to the rolling of torrent-floods. 
Far midst old mountains and solemn woods. 

So are we roused on this chequered earth, 
Each unto light hath a daily birth. 
Though fearful or joyous, though sad or sweet, 
Are the voices which flrst our upspringing meet. 

But one must the sound be, and one tiie call, 
Which from the dust shall awake us all, 
One — but to severed and distant dooms — 
How shall the sleepers arise from the tombs ? 



THE DYING IMPROVISATORE,* 

My heart shall be poured over thee— and break. 

Prophecy of Dante. 

The spirit of my land ! 
It visitB me once more ! — though I must die 
Far from the myrtles which thy breeze has fanned, 

My own bright Italy ! 

It is, it is thy bfeath. 
Which stirs my soul e'en yet, as wavering flame 
Is shaken by the wind ; — ^in life and death 

Still trembling, yet the same ! 

Oh ! that love's quenchless power 
Might wall my voice to fill thy summer sky, 
And through thy groves its dying music shower, 

Italy! Italy! 

The nightingale is there, 
The sunbeam's glow, the citron-flower's perfume, 
The south-wind's whisper in the scented air — 

It will not pierce the tomb ! 

Never, oh ! never more. 
On thy Rome's purple heaven mine eye shall dwell, 
Or watch the briglit waves melt along thy shore — 

My Italy, farewell I 

Alas ! — thy hills among, 
Had I but lefl a memory of my name, 
Of love and grief one deep, true, fervent song, 

' Unto immortal fame ! 

But like a lute's brief tone. 
Like a rose-odour on the breezes cast. 
Like a swift flush of dayspring, seen and gone, 

So hath my spirit passed ! 



* Sestinl, the Roman Improviaatore, when on his death- 
bed at Paria, to «dd to have poured forth a Farewell to Italy, 
in his moat f mpasBioned poetry. 



Pouring itself away, 
As a wild bird amidst the foliage turns 
That which within him triumphs, beats, or bumsy 

Into a fleeting lay ; 

That swells, and floats, and dies. 
Leaving no echo to the summer woods 
Of the rich breathings and impassioned aighs, 

Which thrilled their solitudes. 

Yet, yet remember me ! 
Friends I that upon its murmurs oft have hung, 
When from my bosom, joyously and free. 

The fiery fountain sprung. 

Under the dark rich blue 
Of midnight heavens, and on the star-fit sea, 
And when woods kindle into spring's first hue, 

Sweet firiends ! remember me! 

And in th& marble halls, 
Where life's full glow the dreams of beauty wear. 
And poet-thoughts embodied light the walls, 

Let me be with you there ! 

Fain would I bind for you 
My memory with all glorious things to dwell; 
Fain bid all lovely sounds my name renew — 

Sweet friends, bright land, farewell ! 

MUSIC OF YESTERDAY. 

O! mein Geiat, ich fuhle es in mir, atrebt nach etwas 
Ueberirdiacbem, daa keinem Menacben geg5nni lat. — TSeck 

The chord, the harp's full chord is hushed, 

The voice hath died away. 
Whence music, like sweet waters, gushed. 

But yesterday. 

Th' awakening note, the breeze-like swell, 

The full o'ers weeping tone, 
The sounds that sighed, " Farewell, farewell !" 

Are gone — all gone. 

The love, whose fervent spirit passed 

With the rich measure's flow ; 
The grief to which it sank at last — 

Where are they nowl 

They aro with the scents, by summer's breath 

Bome from a rose now shed ; 
With the words from lips long sealed in death— 

For ever fled. 

The sea-shell of its native deep 

A moaning thrill retains, 
But earth and air no record keep 

Of parted strains. 

And all the memories, all the dreams. 

They woke in floating by ; 
The tender thoughts, th' Eiysian gleams — 

Could these too die 7 
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They died— ^«s on the water's breafit 

The ripple melt* away, 
When the breeze that stirred it sinks to 

So perished they ! 

Mysterious in their sudden birth, 

And mournful in their dose, 
Passing, and finding not on earth 

Aim or repose. 

Whence were they 7— like the breath of flowers 

Why thus to come and go 1 — 
A bn^, long journey must be ours 

Ere this we know ! 



THE FORSAKEN HEARTH. 



Was mir fehit 7— Mir fehlt ja alles, 
Bbi BO ganz rerlaasen hier ! 

Tyrolese Mdody, 



The Hearth, the Hearth is desolate, the fire is 

quaneh^ and gone, 
That into happy children's eyes onoe brightly 

laughing shone; « 

The place where mirth and music met is hushed 

through day and night, — 
Oh ! for one kind, one sunny face, of all that there 

made light ! 

Bui scattered are those pleasant smiles afar by 

mount and shore, 
Like gleaming waters from one spring dispersed 

to meet no more ; 
Those kindred eyes reflect not now each other's 

joy or mirth, 
Unbound b that sweet wreath of home — alas ! the 

lonely Hearth ! 

The voices that have mingled here now speak ano- 
ther tongue. 

Or breathe, perchance, to alien ears the songs their 
mother sung : 

Sad, strangely sad, in stranger lands, must sound 
each household tone, — 

The Hearth, the Hearth is desolate, the bright fire 
quenched and gone. 

But are they speaking, singing yet, as in their days 

of glee 1 
Those voices, are they lovely still, still sweet on 

earth or seal — 
Oh I some are hushed, and some are changed, and 

never shall one strain 
Blend their firatemal cadences triumphantly again ! 

And of the hearts that here were linked by k>ng- 

remembered years, 
Alas ! the brother knows not now when fall the 

sister's tears ! 



One haply revels at the feast, while one may droop 

alone, 
For broken is the household chain, the bright flre 

quenched and gone ! 

Not so — 't is not a broken chain — thy memory 

binds them still, 
Thou holy Hearth of other days, though silent now 

and chill i 
The smiles, the tears, the rites beheld by thine at^ 

testing stone, 
Have yet a living power to mark thy children for 

thine own. 

The father's voice, the mother's prayer, though 

called from earth away. 
With music rising from the dead, their spirits yet 

shall sway ; 
And by the past, and by the grave, the parted yet 

are one. 
Though the loved Hearth be desolate, the bright 

fire quenched and gone ! 



THE DHEAMER. 

f 

Thero is no such thing aafoigctting poaaible to the mind; 
a thousand accidonts may, and will, interpose a veil between 
our present conaciousnesB, and the secret ioacripiion on the 
mind ; but alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the inscription 
remains for eyer.-^English Opium-Eaier. 

Thou hast been called, O, Sleep I the friend of wo^ 
But *t is the happy who hare called thee sa 

Southey. 

Peace to thy dreams ! — thou art slumbering now, 
The moonlight's calm is upon thy brow ; 
All the deep love that o'erflows thy breast. 
Lies 'midst the hush of thy heart at rest, 
Like the soentof a flower in its folded bell, 
When eve through the woodlands hath sighed 
farewell. 

Peace ! — the sad memories that through the day 
With a weight on thy lonely bosom lay, 
The sudden thoughts of the changed and dead, 
That bowed thee, as winds bow the willow's head, 
The yearnings for faces and voices gone — 
All are forgotten I — Sleep on, sleep on ! 

Are they forgotten? — tt is not so ! 
Slumber divides not the heart from its wo. 
E'en now o'er thine aspect swift changes pass. 
Like lights and shades over wavy grass: 
Tremblest thou. Dreamer 1 — O Ipve and grief I 
Ye have storms that shake e'en the closed-up leaf! 

On thy parted lips there's a quivering thrUl, 

As on a lyre ere its chords are still ; 

On the long silk lashes that fringe thine eye, 

There's a large tear gathering heavily ; 

A rain from the clouds of thy spirit pressed— 

Sorrowful Dreamer ! this is not rest ! 
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It is Thought at work amidst buried houiB^ 
It is Love keeping vigil o'er perished flowers, — 
Oh ! we bear within us mysterious things, 
Of Memory and Anguish unfathomed springs, 
And Passion, those gulfs of the heart to fill, 
With bitter waves, which it ne'er may still. 

Well might we pause ere we gave them sway, 
Flinging the peace of our couch away ! 
Well might we Ibok on our souls in fear. 
They And no fount of oblivion here! 
They forget not, the mantle of sleep beneath — 
How know we if under the vidngs of death 1 



THE WINGS OP THE DOVE. 



Oh! that I had tba wings of a dam, that ImighiflM away 
and be at tat. 



Oh ! for thy wings, thou dove ! 
Now sailing by with sunshine on thy bcggg^ 

That, borne like thee above, 
I too might flee away, and be at rest ! 

Where wilt thou fold those plumes. 
Bird of the forestrshadows, holiest bird % 

In what rich leafy glooms, 
By the sweet voice of hidden waters stirred 1 

Over what blessed home, 
What roofwith dark, deep,8ummer foliage crowned, 

O ! fair as ocean's foam ! 
Shall thy bright bosom shed a gleam around 1 

Or seek'st thou some old shrine 
Of nymph or saint, no more by votary wooed, 

Though still, as if divine. 
Breathing a spirit o'er the solitude? 

Yet wherefore ask thy way ? 
Blest, ever blest, whate'er.ita aim, thou axtl 

Unto the greenwood spray, 
Bearing no dark remembrance at thy heart I 

No echoes thrt will blend 
A sadness with the whispers of the grove ; 

No memory of a friend 
Far off, or dead, or changed to thee^ thou dove ! 

Oh ! to some cool recess 
Take, take me vtrith thee on the summer wind, 

Leaving the weariness 
And all the fever of this life behind : 

The aching and the void 
Within the heart whereunto none reply. 

The youn^ bright hopes destroyed — 
Bird ! bear me with thee through the sunny sky ! 



Wild wish, and longing vain. 
And brief upspringing to be glad and free I 

Go to thy woodland reign ! 
My soul is bound and held — 1 may not flee. 

For even by all the fears 
And thoughts that haunt my dreams — untold, un- 
known. 

And burning woman's tears. 
Poured from mine eyes in silence and alone ; 

Had I thy wings, thou dove ! 
High midst the gorgeous Isles of Cloud to soar. 

Soon the strong cords of love 
Would draw me earthwards — homewards — yet 



PSYCHE BORNE BY ZEPHYRS TO 
THE ISLAND OF PLEASURE.* 

Soavent Tame, fortifi6e par la cootemplation des choses 
divines, voudroil d^^ployer sea ailes vera le cieL lEJie croit 
qu'au terme de aa carridre an rideau va ae lever poor lui 
dteouvrir des scdnes de'Iumidre : mais quand la mart louche 
80Q eofps p6riaable, eUe jette un regaid en azriftre ven les 
plaiaira texrestree et verasescompagnea moneUea — Sehltg^ 
Tranelated by MacUarm da StaeL 

Fearfully and mournfully 
Thou bidd'st the eaiih &rewell. 

And yet thou 'rt passing, loveliest one ! 
In a brighter land to dwell. 

Ascend, ascend rejoicing ! 

The sunshine of that shore 
Around thee, as a glorious robe, 

Shall stream for evermore. 

The breezy music wandering 

There through th' Elysian sky, 
Hath no deep tone that seems to float 

From a happier time, gone by : 

And there the day's last crimson 

Grives no sad memories birth. 
No thought of dead or distant frionds, 

Or partings — as on earth. 

Yet fearfully and mournfully 
Thou bidd'st that earth farewell. 

Although tW 'rt passing, loveliest one ! 
In a brighter land to dwell. 

A land where all is deathless — 

The sunny wave's repose. 
The wood with its rich melodies. 

The summer and its rose. 



Written lor a picture In which Fftyche, on her flight op- 
wards^ \a reprcfloniod looking back aodly and anzioualy co 
the earth. 
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A land that see^ no parting, 
That hean no sound of aighs, 

That waits thee with immortal air 
Lift, lift those anxious eyes! 

Oh ! how tike thee, thou trembler I 

Man's spirit fondly clings 
With timid love, to this, its world 

Of old familiar things ! 

We pant, we thirst for fountains 

That gush not here below ! 
On, on we toil, allured by dreams 

Of the living water's flow : 

We pine for kindred natures 
. To mingle with our own ; 
For communings more ftill and high ^ 
ThaA aught by mortal known ; 

We strive with brief aspirings 
Against our bounds in vain ; 

Yet summoned to be free al^jast, 
We shrinh^H-and clasp our chiaii ! 

And fearfully and mournfully 

We bid the earth farewell, 
Though passing from its mists, fiktf thee, 

In a. brighter world to dwell. 



THE BOON OF MEMORY. 

Hany things answaisd ma— ATai^/VsdL 

I 00, 1 go ! — and must mine image fade, 

From the green spots wherein my childhood played, 

By my own streams 1 
Must my life part from each familiar place. 
As a bird's song, that leaves the woods no true 

Of its lone themes 1 

Will the friend pass my dwelling, and forget 
The welcomes there, the hours when we have met 

In grief or glee 1 
An the sweet counsel, the communion high, 
The kindly words of trust, in days gone by, 

Poured fidl and frcel 

A boon, a talisman, O Memory ! give, 

To shrine my name in hearts where I would live 

For evermore ! 
Bid the wind speak of me where I have dwelt, 
Bid the stream's voice, of all my soul hath felt, 

A thought restore! 

In the rich rose, whose bloom I loved so well, 
In the dim brooding vk)Iet of the dell, 

Set deep that thought 1 
And let the sunset's melancholy glow. 
And let the spring's first whisper, feint and low, 

With me be fraught! 



And Memory answered me: — " Wild wish and vain! 
I have no hues the loveliest to detain 

In the heart's core. 
The place they held in bosoms all their own, 
Soon with new shadow8fill'd,new flowers o'eigrown, 

Is theirs no more." 

Hast thou sdch power, O Love? — And Love replied, 
" It is not mine ! Pour out thy soul's full tide 

Of hope and trust, 
Prayer, tear, devotedness, that boon to gain — 
'T is but to write, with the heart's fiery rain. 

Wild words on dust !" 

Song, is the gift with thee 1 — I ask a lay, 
Soft, fervent, deep, that will not pass away 

From the still breast ; 
Filled with a tone— oh ! not for deathless fame 
But a sweet haunting niurmur of my name, 

Where it would rest. 

And Song made answer — " It is not in me, 
Though called immortal ; though my gifU may be 

All but divine. 
A place of lonely brightness I can give ; — 
A changeless one, where thou with Love wouldst 
^ live — 

This is not mine !" 

Death, Death 1 wilt thou the restless wish fulfil 1 
And Death, the Strong One, spok^: — " I can butstiL 

Each vain regret. 
What if forgotten 7— All thy soul would crave, 
Thou too, within the mantle of the grave. 

Wilt soon forget'' 

Then did my heart in lone feint sadness die. 
As from all nature's voices one reply. 

But one, was given : — 
" Earth has no heart, fond dreamer ! with a tone 
To send thee back the spirit of thine own — 

Seek it in Heaven." 



THE GRAVES OF MARTYRS. 

The kings of old have shrine and tomb. 
In many a minster's haughty gloom ; 
And green, along the ocean side. 
The mounds- arise where heroes died ; 
But show me, on thy flowery breast, 
Earth ! where thy nameUu martyrs rest ! 

The thousands that, uncheered by praise, 
Have made one ofiering of their days ; 
For Truth, for Heaven, for Freedom's sake, 
Resigned the bitter cup to take, 
And silently, in fearless faith. 
Bowing their noble souls to death. 

Where sleep they. Earth? — ^by no proud stone 
Their narrow couch of rest is known ; 
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The still sad glory of their name, 
Hallows no mountain unto Fame : 
No— not a tree the record bears 
Of their deep thoughts and lonely prayers. 

Yet haply all around lie brewed 

The ashes of that multitude : 

It may be that each day we tread, 

Where thus devoted hearts have bled, 

And the young flowers our children sow, 

Take root in holy dust below. 

Oh ! that the many-rustling leaves. 
Which round our homes the summer weaves, 
Or that the streams, in whose glad voice 
Our own familiar paths rejoice, 
Might whisper through the starry sky. 
To tell where those blest slumbercrs lie I 

Would not our inmost hearts be stilled, 
With knowledge of their presence filled, 
And by its breathings taught to prize 
The meekness of self-sacrifice 1 
— But the old woods and sounding waves 
Are silent of those hidden graves. 

Yet what if no light footstep there 
In pilgrim-love and awe repair; 
So let it be ! — ^like him, whose clay 
Deep buried by his Maker lay, 
They sleep in secret, — but their sod. 
Unknown to man, is marked of God ! 



DREAMS OF HEAVEN. 

DREiM'aT tfiou of Heaven 1 — What dreams are 
thtTie? 

Fair child, fair gladsome child ! 
With eyes that like the dew-drop shine, 

And bounding footstep wild. 

Tell me what hues th' immortal shore 

Can wear, my Bird ! to thee, 
Ere yet one shadow hath passed o^er 

Thy glance and spirit free ? 



" Oh ! beautiful is heaven, and bright 
With long, long summer days f 

I see its lilies gleam in light. 
Where many a fountain plays. 

" And there unchecked, methinks, I rove, 
Seeking where young flowers lie, 

In vale and golden-fruited grove — 
Flowers that are not to die !" 

Thou Poet of the lonely thought, 

Sad heir of gifts divine ! 
Say, with what solemn glory fraught 

Is Heaven in dream of thine 1 . 

Oh ! where the living waters flow 

Aling that radiant shore. 
My soul, a wanderer here, shall know 

The exile-tliirst no more ! 

" The burden of the stranger's heart 
Which here unknown I bear. 

Like the ndght-shadow shall depart, 
With my first wakening there. 

" And borne on eagles wings afar. 
Free thought shall claim its dower 

From every sphere, from every star, 
Of glory and of power." 

O, Woman ! with the soft sad eye 

Of spiritual gleam ! 
Tell me of those bright realms on high, 

How doth thy deep heart dream 1 

By thy sweet mournful voice I know, 

On thy pale brow I see. 
That thou hast loved in silent wo, 

Say, what is Heaven to thee ? 

Oh ! Heaven is where no secret draad 
May haunt Love's meeting hour ; 
Where from the past, no gloom is shed 
O'er tlie heart's chosen bower ; 

" Where every severed wreath is bound ; 

And none have heard the knell 
That smites the soul in that wild sound— 

Farewell! Beloved, Farewell !" 
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THE ENGLISH MARTYRS. 

A 8(7ENX op the days OF QUIXN MAKY. 



Thy face 
li all at once spirad over with a calm 
More beautiful than sleep, or mirth, or Jof . 
1 an DO more diKoneolato. 



Scene in a PrUon, 
Edith alone, 

Edith, Morn once again! Mom in the lone 

dim cell, 
Tlic cavern of the prisoner's fever dream. 
And mom on all the green rejoicing hills. 
And the bright watcrs'roimd the prisoner's home, 
Far, far away! Now wakes the early bird 
That in the lime's transparent foliage sings, 
Close to my cottage lattioe^he awakes, 
To stir the yoang leaves with his gashing sotil, 
And to call forth rich answers of delight 
From voices buried in a thousand trees. 
Through the dim starry hoars. Now doth the 

lake 
Darken and flash in rapid interchange 
Unto the matin breeze ; and the blue mist 
Rolls, like a furling banner, from the brows 
Of the forth-gleaming hills and woods that rise 
As if new-born. Bright world ! and I am here ! 
And thou, O thou ! th' awakening thought of 

whom 
Was more than day-epring, dearer than the son, 
Herbert ! the very glance of whose clear eye 
Made my soul melt away to one pure fount 
Of hving, bounding gladness I — ^where art thou ? 
My friend ! my only and my blessed love ! 
Herbert; my soul's companion ! 

[GoMK, a Spanuh prieet, enters, 
Gomez. Daughter, hiiil ! 

I bring thee tidings. 

Edith. Heaven will aid my sool 

Calmly to meet whatever thy lips annoonce. 
Oomex. Nay, lift a song of thanksgiving to 

Heaven, 
And bow thy knee down Ibr deliverance won ! 
Hast thou not pray'd for life 7 and wouldst thou 

not 
Once more be free ? 

Edtth. Have I not pray'd for Ufb ? 

I, that am so beloved ! that love again 
With such a heart of tendrils? Heaven! thou 

know'st 

32 



The gushings of my prayer ! And would I not 
Once more be free ? I, that have been a child 
Of breezy hills, a playmate of the fawn 
In ancient woodlands, from mine infancy ! 
A watcher of the clouds and df the stars. 
Beneath the adoring silence of the night ; 
And a glad wanderer with the happy streams, 
Whose laughter fills the mountains ! Oh ! to heuT 
Their blessed sounds again ! 

Gomez, Rejoice! rejoice! 

Our Queen hath pity, maiden, on thy youth ; 
She wills not thou shouldst perish^-^I am come 
To loose thy bonds. 

Edith, And shall I see Aw face. 

And shall I listen to, hit voice again. 
And lay my head upon his faithful breast, 
Weeping tliere in my gladness 7 Will this be ?— 
Blessings upon thee, father ! my quick heart 
Hath deem'd thee stern — ^ay, wih tiioa not fbr^ 

give 
The wayward child, too long in suAshine rear'd. 
Too long unused to chastening? WUt thoo 

not7-r 
But Herbert, Herbert ! Oh, my soul hath rush'd 
On a swift gust of sadden joy away, 
Forgetting all beside 7 Speak, father, speak I 
Herberts— is he too free 7 

Gomez, His freedom lies 

In his own choice-~a boon like thme. 

Edith, Thy words 

Fall changed and cold upon my boding heart 
Leave not this dim suspense o'ershadowing me. 
Let all be told. 

Gomez, The monal-ehs of the earth 

Shower not their mighty gifia without a claim 
Unto some token of true vassalage, r 

Some mark of homage. 

Edith, Oh! unlike to Mnc, 

Who freely pours the joy of sunshine forth. 
And the bright quickening rain, on thoee who 

serve 
And those who heed him not! 

Gomez^ {laying a paper before her,) !■ it «» 
much 
That thine own hand should set the crowning 

seal 
To thy deliverance ? Look, thy task is here f 
Sign but these words for liberty and life. 

Edith, {examining and then throwing it from 
her.) 
but thesie words! and wherefore saidst 
thou not, 

"Be but a traitor to God's light wiUiin ?"— • 
Cruel, oh, cruel ! thy dark sport liatli been 
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With a youn^ boBom's hope! Farewell, glad 

life? 
Bright opening path to love and home, farewell ! 
And thoa — now leave me with my God alone ! 

Gomez, Dost thou reject Heaven's mercy ? 

Edith. Heaven's I doth Heaven 

Woo the free spiiit for dishonourM breath 
To sell its birthright ? doth Heaven set a price 
On the clear jewel of unsollied faith, 
And the bright calm of conscience? Priest, 

away! 
€rod hath been with me *midst the holiness 
Of £lngland*8 mountains— not in sport alone 
I trod their heath-flowers — but high thoughts 

rose up 
From the broad shadow of the enduring rocks. 
And wanderM with me into solemn glens, 
Where my soul felt tlie beauty of His word. 
I have beard voices of immortal truth, 
Blent with the everlasting torrent-sounds 
That make the deep hills tremble.— Shall I quail ? 
Shall England's daughter aink?— No! He who 

there 
Spoke to my heart iA silence and in storm. 
Will not forsake his child ! • ' 

Gomex, (turning /r<m Ur,) Then perish! lost 
In thine own blindness ! 

Edith, (jniddenly throtoing herself at hit feet) 
Father! hear me yet! 
Oh ! if the kindly touch of human love 
Hath ever warm'd thy breast 

Oimux, Away— away ! 

I know not love. 

Edith, Yet hear ! if thou hart known 
The tender sweetness of a mother's voice— 
If the true vigil of affection's eya , 
Hath watch'd thy childhood— if fond tean have 

e'er 
Been shower'd upon thy head — if parting words 
E'er pierced thy spirit with their tendernesa— 
Let me but fook upon hit face onee more. 
Let me but say — Farewell, my soul's beloved ! 
And I will bless ^thee stiU ! 

Gmnez^ {a$ide.} Her soul may yield,' 

Beholding him in fetters ; woman's faith 
Will bend to woman's love— 

Thy prayer is heard; 
IbDow, and I will guide thee to his cell. 

Edith. Oh ! stormy hour of agony and joy ! 
But I shall see him— I shall hear his voice ! 

[ They go out. 



SCENE II. 

Another part of the Priaon, 

HiKiBRT^^EorrH. 

Edith, Herbert, my Herbert! ia it thus we 

meet? 
Herbert. The voice of my own E^dith ! Can 
such joy 
Light up this place of death ? And do I feel 
Thy breath of^ love once more upon my cheek, 
And the soft floating of thy gleamy hair. 
My bleseed Edith? Oh! so pale! so changed! 



My flower, my blighted flovrer ! thou that wert 

made 
For the kind fostering of sweet summer airs. 
How hath tlie storm been with thee ! — ^Lay thy 

head 
On this true breast again, my gentle one ! 
And tell me all. 

EdUL Yes, take me to thy heart, 

For I am weary, weary ! Oh ! that heart ! 
The kind, the brave, the tender ! — ^how my aoul 
Hath sicken'd in vain yearnings for the balm 
Of rest on that warm heart ! iiill, deep repose ! 
One draught of dewy stillness after storm ! 
And God nath pitied me, and I am here— 
Yet once before I die ! 

Herbert. They eannat slay 

One, young and meek, and beautiful as thou I 
My broken lily ! Surely the long days 
Of the dark cell have been enough for thee ! 
Oh ! thou shah live, and raise thy gracious head 
Yet in calm sunshine. 

Edith. Herbert ! I have cast 

The snare of proffer'd mercy from my soul. 
This very hour. God to the weak hath given 
Victory o'er life and death ! — The tempter's pries* 
Hath been rejected — Herbert^ I must die. 

Herbert. O Edith ! Edith ! I, that led thee first 
From the old path wherein thy fathers trod — 
I, that received it as an angel's task. 
To pour the fresh light on thine ardent soul. 
Which drank it as a sunflower — / have been 
Thy guide to death ! 

Edith. To Heaven, my guide to Heaven, 

My noble and my bless'd ! Oh ! look up, 
Be strong, rejoice, my Herbert ! But for thee, 
How could my spirit have sprung up to God, 
Through the dark cloud which o'er its visioii 

hung, 
The night of fear and error ? thy dear hand 
First raised that veil, and show'd the glorious 

world, 
My herita^ beyond — Friend! love and friend! 
It was as if thou gavcst me mine own soul - 
In those bright days { Yes ! a new earth tod 

heaven. 
And a new sense for all their splendours bom, 
These were my gifts ! and shall I not rejoice 
To die, upholding their immortal worth, 
Even fbr thy sake 7 Yes, flll'd with nobler life 
By thy pure love, madfe holy to the truth. 
Lay me upon the altar of thy God, 
The first fi-uits of thy ministry below ; 
Thy work, thine own ! 

Herbert, My love, my sainted love ! 

Oh ! I can almost yield thee unto heaven ; 
Earth would but sully thee ! Thou must depart 
With the rich crown of thy celestial gifb 
Untainted by a breath I And yet, alas ! 
Edith ! what dreams of holy happiness. 
Even fbr thi$ world, were ours ! the low, sweet 

home — 
The pastoral dwelling, with its ivied porch, 
And lattice gleaming through the leaves — and 

thou, 
My Ufa's companion ! — ^Thou, beside my hearth, 
Sitting with thy meek eyes, or greeting me 
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Back from brief absence with thy bounding step, 
In the green meadow path, or ^j my side 
Kneeling — ^thy calm uplifted face to mine, 
In the sweet hush ol prayer! and now — oh 

now — 
How have we loved — ^how ferventiy^ hqw long ! 
And this to be the close ! 

Edith. Oh ! bear me up 

Against the unutterable tenderness 
Of earthly love, my God ! in the sick hour 
Of dying human hope, forsake me not ! 
Herbert ! my Herbert ! even that sweet home 
Where it had been too much of Paradise 
To dwell with theo— «ven thence the oppressor's 

hand 
Might soon have torn us ; or the touch of death 
Might one day there have left a widowM heart, 
Pining alone. We will go hence, beloved ! 
To the bright country, where the wicked cease 
From troubling, where the spoiler hath no sway ; 
Where no harsh voice of worldliness disturbs 
The Sabbath'peace of love. We will go hence. 
Together with our wedded souls, to Heaven : 
No solitary lingering, no cold void, 
No dying of the heart ! Our lives have been 
Lovely through faithful love, and in our deaths 
We will not be divided. 

Herbert, Oh ! the peace 

Of God is lying far within thine eyes, 
Far underneath the mist of human tearsy 
Lighting those blue still depths, and sinking thence 
On my worn heart Now am I girt with strength. 
Now I can bless thee, my true bride for Heaven ! 

Edith. And let me bless thee, Herbert ! in this 
hour 
Let my soul bless thee with prevailing might ! 
Oh I thou hast loved me nobly ! thou didst take 
An orphan to thy heart, a thing unprized 
And desolate ; and thou didst guard her there. 
That lone and lowly creature, as a pearl 
Of richest price ; and thou didst fill her soul 
With the high gifts of an immortal wealth^-"' 
I bless, I bless thee ! Never did thine eye 
Look on me but in glistening tendemesSf 
My ^ntle Herbert ! Never did thy voice 
But m affection's deepest music speak 
To thy poor Edith ! Never was thy heart 
Aught but the kindliest sheltering home to mine 
My faithful, generous Herbert I Woman's peace 
Ne'er on a breast so tender and so true 
Reposed before^ — Alas ! thy idiowering tean 
Fall fast upon my cheek — ^forgive, forgiye I 
I should not melt thy strength away 
In such an hour* 

Herbert Sweet Edith^ no I my heart 

Will fidl no more ; God bears me up throug|Irthce, 
And, by thy words^ and by the heavei^. light 
Shining around thee, throegh thy Tery^tcars, , 
Will yet sustain me ! Let us call on Him'! ' 
Let us kneel down, as we have knelt so bft^ 
Thy pure cheek touchmg mine, and call on Him, 
Th' ail-pitying One^ to aid. 

[They kneel 
O, look on us,. 
Father above ! m tender mercy, look 



On U8» thy children I througii th' o'ershadc^ing 

cloud 
Of sorrow and mortality, send aid, 
Save or we perish ! wc would ndv our lives 
Forth as a joyous offering to thy truth. 
But we ar» weak— ^we, the bruised r^eds of earih,' 
Are sway'd by every gust. Forgive, O God ! 
The blindness of our passionate desires. 
The fainting ef our hearts, the lingering thoughis 
Which cleavfe to dust ! Forgive the strife ; accept 
The sacrifice, though dim with mortal tears, 
From mortal pangs wrung forth ! and if our souls,' 
In all the fervent dreams, the fond excess. 
Of their long-clasping love, have wander'd not^ 
Holiest ! from thee ; oh ! take them to thyself^ 
After the fiery trial, take them home 
To dwell, in that imperishable bond 
Before thee link'd for ever. Hear, through Him 
Who meekly drank the cup of a|^ony, 
Who pass'd through death to victory, hear and 

save! 
Pity us. Father ! we are girt with snares ; 
Father in Heaven ! we have no help but thee. 

[ They riae^ 
Is thy soul strengthen'd, my beloved one ? 
O Edith ! couldst thou lift up thy sweet voice. 
And sing me that old solemn-breathing hymn 
We loved in happier days— 4he strain which tells 
Of the dread conflict in the olive shade? 

[&ie singt 

He knelt, the Saviour knelt and pray'd, 
When but his Fathfer's eye 

Look'd through the lonely garden's shade 
On that dread agony ; 

The Lord of All above, beneath, 

Was bow'd with sorrow unto death. 

The sun set in a fearful hour. 

The stars might well grow dim, 
When this mortality had power 

So to o'ershadow Him ! 
That He who gave man*s breath, might know 

The very depths of human Woe. 

He proved them all ! the doubt, the strife^- 

The faint perplexing dread. 
The mists that hong o'er parting life. 

All gather'd round his head ; 
And the Deliverer knelt to pray — 

Yet pass'd it not, that cup, away ! 

It pass'd not — ^though the stormy wave 

• Had sunk beneath his tread ; 

It pass'd not-^though to. him the graver 

Had yielde^^up^ jets ' d«ad. 
But there v^senjt-^rom him on high 

A gift oft s'tipength for man to die. 

And was tlje.^^iless thus beset 

With anguish and dism^.7 - 
How may' ttte meet our coHf^yfit,- ' 

In the dark narrow way f 
Thro' Him— Thro' Him, tHat path who trod— 

Save, dt we perish. Son of XJod ! • 

Hark ! hark !/llic parting signal: 
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[PrUon attendaiU* enter. 
Fare thee well ! 
O thou unutterably loved, farewell ! 
Let our hearts bow to God ! 

Herbert, One last embctco— 

On earth the last i— We have eternity 
For love*B communion yet! — Farewell! - 9xe. 
weU! 

[She U Ud (Fi. 
'T is o'er — the bitterness of death is }>aat ! 



FLOWERS AND MUSIC IN A ROOM 
SICKNESS. 



OF 



Onee wheo I look'd along the laighinc ea/tb. 

Up the biiua hekTena, avl tSrvigh Uiq fridrlle air. 

JoffuKy riogifig with the akj-lark'a aong, 

I wept ! and Uioaght bow aad for one ao yoong. 

To bid farovell to ao znujb barpii»«. 

Bat Cbnat hath call'd me fnNn this lower world, 

Delightful tbougb it be. _, 

WUaom. 



AjmrtaufU in an English Country-House. — Lilian 
reclining, as sleeping on a couch. Her Mother 
uialeUing beside her. Her Sister enters with 
flowers. 

Mother. Hush, lig^htly tread! still tranquilly 
she sleeps, 
/ s, when t babe, I rock*d her on my heart 
V/e watched, suspending e'en my breath, in fear 
Tc break the heavenly spell. Move silently ! 
Ani oh! those flowers! dear Jessy, bear them 

hence — 
Dost thou forget the passion of quick tears 
That shook her trembling firame, when bst we 

brought 
rhe roses to her couch ? Dost ihou not know 
What sudden loi^ngs for the woods and hills. 
Where once her Sec steps moved so buoyantly, 
These leaves and odours with strange influence 

wake 
In her fast-kindled soul ?' 

Jessy. Oh ! she would pine. 

Were die wild scents and glowing hues withheld. 
Mother ! far more than now her spirit yearns 
For the blue sky, the singing birds and brooks 
And swell of breathing ttirf^ whose lightsome 

sprmg 
Their blooms recall. 

LUiaiif {raising herself.) Is that my Jessy's 
voice? 
It woke me not, sweet mother ! I had lain 
Silently, visited by waking dreams. 
Yet conscious of thy broking watchfulness. 
Long ere I heard the sound. Hath' she brought 

flowers? 
Nay, fear not now thy fond duld's wayward- 
ness. 
My thoughtful mother ! — ^in her chasten'd soul 
The passion-colourM images of life, 
Which, with their sudden startling flush, awolu 
80 oft those burning tear*", have died away ; 



And niff'jt is there — »:till, solemn, holy nV . 
With rS aer stars, snA with the gerktl* c y 
Of maiy faanlaln-*, low and mu;>ical, 
By df.y urjicard. 

Yot^ier. Ar.d wherefore nighty my child T 

Thou art a cretrture all of life and dawn, 
Ard from thy couch of sickness yet shalt rise. 
And walk forth with the day-spring. 

Lilian. Hope it not ! 

Dream it no more,' my mother ! there are things 
Known but to God, and to ^e parting soul. 
Which feels his thrilling summons. 

But my words 
Too much overshadow those kind teving eyes. 
Bring me thy flowers, dealt Jessy ! Ah 1 thy step, 
WeU do I see, hath nt)t alone explored 
The garden bowers, but freely visited 
Our wilder haunts. -This foam-like meadow 

sweet 

Is from the cod green shadowy river nook. 
Where the stream chimes around th* old mossy 

stones 
With sounds like childhood*s laughter. Is that 

spot 
Lovely as when our glad eyes hailM it first ? 
Still doth the golden willow bend, and sweep 
The clear brown wave with every passing wind 7 
And through the shallower waters, where they 

lie 
Dimpling in light, do the vein*d pebbles gleam 
Like bedded gems ? And the wnite butterflies. 
From shade to sun-streak are they glancing still 
Among the poplar-boughs ? 

Jessy. AH, all ig there 

Which glad midsummer^s wealthiest hours can 

bring: 
All, save the sotd of all, thy lightening smile ! ' 
Therefore I stood in sadness, 'midst the leaves, 
And caught an under-music of lament 
In the stream's voice; but Nature waits thee 

still. 
And for thy coming piles a fairy throne 
Of richest moss. 

Lilian. Alas ! it may not be ! - ' 

My soul hath sent her farewell voicelessly. 
To all these blessed haunts of song and thought ; 
Yet not the less 1 love to look on these,. 
Their dear memorials: strew them o*er my 

couch, 
Till it grow like a forestbank in spring. 
All flushed with violets and anemones. 
Ah ! the pale brier rose ! touched so tenderly, 
As a pure ocean shell, with faintest red. 
Melting away to pcarliness ! — I know 
How its light festoons overarching hung 
From the ^ray rock, that rises altar-like. 
With its high waving crown of mountain ash, 
*Midst the lone grassy dell. And this rich bough 
Of honeyed woodbine, tells me of the oak 
Whose deep midsummer gloom sleeps heavily. 
Shedding a verdurous twilight o'er the face 
Of the glade's pooL Mcthinks I see it now ; 
I look up through the stirring of its leaves 
Unto tlie intense blue crystal firmament 
The ring-dove's wing is flitting o*er my Ubad, 
Casting at times a silvery slindow down 
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■Midst the large wa*«r.Hli' • Beaatiful ! 
How beautiful is all thii vu) /rcc world 
Under Grod*8 open sky .' 

MUher. 1 nou art o'erwrought 

Once more, my child ! The dewy trembling Ught 
Presaging tears, again is in thine eye. 
O, hush, dear Lilian ! turn thee to repose. 

Lilian, Mother, I cannot In my soul the 
thoughts 
Bum with too subtle and too swift a fire; 
Importunately to my lips they throng, 
And with their earthly kindred seek to blend 
Ere the veil drop between. When I am gone— 
(For I ma$t go>~then the remembered words 
Wherein these wild imaginings flow forth. 
Will to thy fond heart be as amulets 
Held there with lile and love. And weep not 

thus! 
Mother ! dear sister ! kindest, gentlest ones ! 
Be comforted that now i weep no more 
For the glad earth and all the golden light 
Whence I depart 

No I God batii purified my spirit's eye. 
And in the iblds of tiiis consummate rose 
I read bright prophecies. 1 sec not there. 
Dimly and raournfully, tlie word ^^ farewell " 
On the rich petals traced : — No— in soil veins 
And characters of beauty, I can read — 
** Look up, look heavenward r^ 

Blessed God of Love ! 
I thank thee for these gills, the precious links 
Whereby my spirit unto thee is drawn ! 
I thank thee that the loveliness of earth 
Higher than earth can raise me ! Are not these 
But germs of things unperishing, that bloom 
Beside th* immortal streams 7 iShall I not find 
The lily of the field, the Saviour's flower, 
In the serene and never-moaning air. 
And the clear starry light of angel eyes, 
A thousand-fold more glorious ? Richer fiir 
Will not the violet's dusky purple glow, 
When it hath ne'er been prcss'd to broken hearts, 
A record of lost love 7 

Mather, My Lilian! thou 

Sorely in thy bright life hast little known 
Of lost things or of changed ! 

Lilian, Oh! little ^et. 

For thou hast been my shield ! But had it been 
My lot on this world's billows to be thrown 
Without thy love — O mother I there are hearts 
So perilouuy fiishion'd, that for them 
God's touch alone had gentleness enough 
To waken, and not break, their thrilling strains ! — 
We will not speak of this ! 

By what strange spell 
Is it, that ever, when I gaze on flowers, 
I dream of music ? Something in their hues 
All melting into colour'd harmcHiies, 
Wafta a swift thought of interwoven chords. 
Of Mended sinsring tones, tliat swell and die 
In tenderest faBs away^--0, bring thy harp, 
Sister ! a gentle heaviness at last 
Hath tottch'd my eyelids : sing to me, and sleep 
Will come again. 

Jessy. What wooldflt thou hear? Th' Italian 
Peaiant's Lay, 



Which makes the desolate Campagna ring 
With ** Roma, Roma /" or the Madrigal 
Warbled on moonhght seas of Sicily 7 
Or the old ditty leit by Troubadours 
To girls of Languedoc 7 
Lilian. Oh, no ! not these. 

Jessy, What then 7 the Moorish melody still 
known 
Within the Alhambra city ? or those notes 
Bom of the Alps, which pierce the exile's heart 
Even unto death 7 

Lilian. No, sister, nor yet theses— 

Too much of dreomy love, of faint regret. 
Of passionately fond remembrance, breathes 
In the caressing sweetness of their tones. 
For one who dies: — They would but woo me 

back 
To glowing life witli those Arcadian sounds — 
And vainly, vainly — No ! a loftier strain, 
A deeper music ! — Something that may bear 
The spirit up on slow yet mighty wings, 
Unsway'd by gusts of earth : something, all fill'd 
With solemn adoration, tearful prayer. — 
Sing me that antique strain which once I deem'd 
Almost too sternly simple, too austere 
In its grave majesty ! I love it now — 
Now it seems fraught with holiest power, to hush 
All billows of the soul, e'en like his voice 
That said of old— "^ Be stUl!" Sing me that 
strain^ 
The Saviour's dying hour." 

[Jessy singe to the Harp 
O Son of Man! 
Shadows of earth closed round thee fearfully ! 
All that on lis is laid. 
All the deep gloom. 
The dotolation and th' abandonment. 
The dark amaze of death ; 
All upon thee too fell, 
Redeemer! Son of Man! 



But the keen pang 
Wherewith the silver cord 
Of earth's affection fi^m the soul is wrung; 
The uptearing of those tendrils which have 
grown 

Into the quick strong heart ; 
This, this, the passion and the agony 
Of battling love and death, 
Surely was not for thee. 
Holy One ! Son of God ! 

Yes, my Redeemer ! 
E'en this cup was thine ! 
Fond wailing voices call'd thy spirit back ; 
E'en 'midst the mighty thoughts 
Of that last crowning hour ; 
E'en on thine awful way to victory. 

Wildly they call'd thee back ! 
And weeping eyes of love 
Unto thy heart's deep core. 
Pierced through the folds of death's mysterious 
veil 

Suflercr I thou Son of Man! 



Digitized by 



Google 



364 



M]t& HEMANS* WORKS. 



Mother-tean were miauled 
With thy cqbU^ blood^lropis 

)n the shadow of the atonin? cross ; 

And the friend, ue faithliil, 
He that on thy bosom. 

Thence imbibing heavenly love, had lain-— 
He, a pole sad watcher — 
Met with looks of anguish. 

All the anguish in tky last meek glano&— 
DymgSohof Man! 

Oh \ therefore unto thee, 
Thou that haftt known all woef 
Bound in the girdle of mortality ! 

Thou that wilt lift the reed 
Which storms have bruised, 
To thee may sorrow through each conflict cry. 
And, in that tempest-hour when love and life 
Mysteriously must part, 

When tearful eyes 
Are passionately bent 
To drink earth*s last fond meaning firom our gaze, 
Then, then forsake us not ! 
Shed on our spirits then 
The fidth and deep submissiveness of thine ! . 
Thou that didst love, 
Thou that didst weep and die— 
Thou that didst rise, a vidtor glorified ! 

Conqueror [ thou Son of Grod I 



CATHEDRAL HYMN, 



*' They dmaint not of a peri«lmbl« home 

Who thns eoold build. — Bo mine in houn of bar 

Or gtoveUinff thought, to leek a rafufe here." 

WMUwortk. 



A DIM and mighty minster of old time ! 

A temple shacbwy with remembrances 

Of the muestic past ! — ^the very light 

Streams with a Mouring of heroic days 

In every ray, which leads- through arch and aisle 

A path of dreamy lustre, wandering back 

To other years ; and the rich fretted roof, 

And the wrought coronals of summer leaves. 

Ivy and vine, and many a sculptured rose — 

The tenderest image of mortality — 

Binding the slender columns, whose light shafts 

Cluster like stems in corn-sheaves —; all these 

things 
Tell of a race that nobly, fearlessly. 
On their heart's worship pour'd a wealth of love ! 
Honour be with the dead ! — ^The people kneel 
Under the helms of antique chivalry, 
And in the crimson gloom from banners thvowa. 
And 'midst the forms, in pale proud slumber 

carved. 
Of warriors on their tombs. — ^The people kneel 
Where mail-clad chiefs have knelt ! where jewell'd 



On the flushed brows of conquerors have been set ; 
Wliere the hiffh anthems of old victories 
Pave made the dust give echoes^ — ^Hence, vain 
thoughts ! 



Memories of power and pride, which long ago. 
Like dim processions of a dream, have sunk 
In twilight depths away. — ^Return, my soul ! 
The. cross recaUs thee — ^Lo ! the blessed cross! 
High O' er the banners and the crests of earth, 
FixM in its meek and still supremacy ! • 
And lo ! the throng of beating human hearts. 
With all their secret scrolls of buried grie^ • 
All their full treasures of immortal hope, 
Gathered before their God ! Hark ! how the flood 
Of the rich organ harmony bears up 
Their voice on its high waves !-^-« mighty burst I 
A fbr^st-sounding music !— ^very tone 
Which the blasts call forth with their harping 

wings 
From gulfs of tqtaing foliage there is blent : 
And the old minster — forest-like itself— 
With its long avenues of ptllorM shade. 
Seems quivering all with spirit, as that strain 
O'erflows its dim recesses, leaving not 
One tomb unthrilPd by the strong sympathy 
Answering the electric notes. — Join, join, my 

sold! 
In thine own lowly, trembling consciousness. 
And thine own solitude, the glorious hymn. 

Rise like an altar-fire ! 

In solemn joy aspire. 
Deepening thy passion still, O choral strain ( 

On thy strong rushing wind 

Bear up firom human kind 
Thanks and implorings — ^be they not in vain 1 

Father, which art on high ! 

Weak is the melody 
Of harp or song to reach thine awful ear. 

Unless the heart be there. 

Winging the words of prayer. 
With its own fervent faith or suppliant fear. 

Let, then, thy spirit brood 

Over the multitude- 
Be thou amidst them through that heavenly Guest t 

So shall their cry have power 

To win firom thee a shower 
Of healing gifts for every wounded breast 

What griefs that make no sign. 

That ask no aid but tliine. 
Father of Mercies ! here before thee swell. 

As to the open sky, 

All their dark waters lie 
To thee reveal'd, in each close bosom oell« 

The sorrow for the dead, 

Mantling its lonely head 
From the world's glare, is, in thy sight, set free I 

And the fond, aching love, 

Thy minister, to move 
All the wrung spirit, soflening It for thee. 

And doth not thy dread eye 

Behold the agony 
In that most hidden chamber of the heart. 

Where darkly sits remorse, 

Beside the secret source 
Of fearful visions, keeping watch apart T 
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Yea ! here before thy throne 

Many — ^yet eadi alone — 
To thee that terrible unveiling make : 

And still small whispers clear 

Are startling many an ear, 
As if a trmnpet bade the dead awake. 

How dreadful is tliis place ! 

The glory of thy face 
Fills it too scorchingly for mortal sight : 

Where shall the guilty flee ? 

Over what &r-oflf sea 7 
What hills, what woods, may ihioad him from 
thatUgfat? 

Not to the cedar shade 

Let hifl vain flight be made ; 
Nor the old mountains, nor the desert «ea ; 

What, but the cross, can jrield 

The hope, — ^the stay — the shield? 
Thence may the Atoner lead him up to Thee ! 

Be thou, be thou his aid ! 

Oh ! let thy love pervade 
The haunted caves of sclflocousing thought ! 

There let the living stone 
■ Be clefl — the seed be sown— 
Th« song of fountains from the silence brought ! 

So shall thy breath once more 

Within the soul restore 
Thine own first image— Holiest and most High ! 

As a clear lake is fillM 

With hues of Heaven, instillM < 
Down to the depths of its calm purity. 

And i^ amidst the throng 

LinkM by the ascending song. 
There are, whose thoughts in trembling rapture 
soar; 

Thanks, Father ! that the power 

Of joy, man's early dower. 
Thus, e^en 'midst tears, can fervently adore ! . 

Thanks for each gifl divine ! 

Eternal praise be thine. 
Blessing and love, O Thou that hearest prayer ! 

Let the hymn pierce the sky. 

And let the tombs reply ! 
For seed that waits thy harvest-time, ito there. 



WOOD WALK AND HYMN. 



Move along then ibadet- 
In gentlmMM of heart; with gentle hand 
Tooeb— for there k a spirit in the woodi . 

Wordtioartk. 



VATHEK — CHILD. 



Child, There are the aspens, with their sUvery 
leaves 
Trembling, for ever trembling ! though the lime 
And chestnut boughs, and those kuig arching' 
sprays 



Of egbmtine^ bang still, as if the wood 
Were all one picture I 

Father, Hast thou heard, my boy, 

The peasant's legend of that quivering tree 7 

Child. No, fatlicr; doth he say the fitiries 
dance 
Amidst the branches ? 

Father. Oh ! a cause more deep, 

More solemn far, the rustic doth assign 
To the strange restlessness of those wan leaves ! 
The cross, he deems, the blessed cross, whereon 
The meek Redeemer bow'd his head to death, 
Was framed of aspen wood ; and since that hour, 
Through all its race the pale tree hath sent down 
A thrilling consciousness, a secret awe. 
Making them tremulous, when not a breeze 
Disturbs the airy thistle down, or shakes 
The liffht lines of the shining gossamer. 

Child, {after a pause,) Dost thou believe it, 
fkther 7 . 

Father. Nay, my child, 

We walk in clearer light But yet, even now, 
With something of a liiigering love, I read 
The characters, by that mysterious hour, 
Stamp'd on the reverential soul of man 
In visionary days ; and thence thrown back 
On the fair forms of nature. Many a sign 
Of the great sacrifice which won us Heaven, 
The woodman and the mountaineer can trace 
On rock, on herb, and flower. And be it so ! 
Tliey do not wisely, that, with hurried hand. 
Would pluck these salutary fancies forth 
From their strong soil within the peasant^s breast. 
And scatter them — far,' far too fiist ! — away 
As worthless weeds : — Oh ! little do we know 
When they have soothed, when saved ! 

But come, dear boy ! 
My words grow tinged with thought too deep for 

thee. 
Come — let us search for violets. 

Child, Know you not 

More of the legends which the woodmen tell 
Amidst the trees and flowers 7 

Father. Wilt thou know more 7 

Bring then the folding leaf, with dark brown 

stains, 
There — by the mossy roots of yon old beech, 
'Midst the rich tufl of cowslips— see'st thou not? 
There is & spray of woodbine from the tree 
Just bending o'er it, with a wild bee's weight. • 

Child, The Afrun leaf 7 

Father. Yes, these deep inwrought marks, 
The villager will tell thee (and with voice 
Lower'd in his true heart's reverent earnestness) 
Are the flower's portion fi^m th' atoning blood 
On Calvary shed. Beneath the cross it grew ; 
And, in the vase-like hoilow of its leaf. 
Catching from that dread shower of agony 
A few mysterious drops, transmitted Uius 
Unto the groves and hills, their sealing stains, 
A heritage, for storm or vernal wind 
Never to wafl away ! 

And hast thou seen 
The passion-flower 7 — It grovifs not in the woods. 
But 'midst the bright things brought fi'om other 
dimes. 
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Child. What, the pale star-shaped flpwer, 

with purple streaks 
And light green tendrils ? 

Father. Thou hast markM it well. 

Yes, a pale, starry, dreamy.looking flower, 
As from a land of spirits ! — To niine eye 
Those faint wan petals — ^olourless-^find yet 
Not white, but shadowy — with the mystic lines 
(As letters of some wizard language gone) 
Into their vapour-like transparence wrought. 
Bear something of a strange solemnity. 
Awfully lovely !— and the Christianas thought 
Loves, in th^ir cloudy pencilling, to find 
Dread symbois of his Lord's last mournful pangs. 
Set by God*s hand — ^Tlie coronal of thorns — 
The cross — ^the pounds — with other meanings 

deep, 
Which I will tieach thee when we meet again 
That flower, the chosen for the martyr's wreath. 
The Saviour's holy flower. 

But let us pause : 
Now have we reach'd the very inmost heart 
Of the old wood. — How the green shadows dose 
Into a rich, clear, summer darkness round, 
A luxury of gloom ! — Scarce doth one ray. 
Even when a soft wind parts the foliage, steal 
O'er the bronzed pillars of those deep areades ; 
Or if it doth, 'tis with a mellow'd hue 
Of glow-worm oolour'd light 

Here, in the days 
Of pagan visions, would have been a place 
For worship of the wood nymphs! Through 

these oaks 
A small, &ir gleaming temple might have thrown 
The quivering image of its Dorian shafts 
On the stream's bosom ; or a sculptured form. 
Dryad, or fbuntoin-ffoddess of the gloom. 
Have bowM its head o'er that dark crystal down. 
Drooping with beauty, as a lily droops 
Under bright rain :— but we, my child, are here 
With God, our God, a Spirit ; who requires 
Heart»wozship, given in spirit and in truth ; 
And this high knowIedge~>dcep, rich, vast 



To fill and hallow all the solitude. 

Makes consecrated earth where'er we move, 

Without the aid of shrines. 

What ! dost thou feel 
The solemn whispering influence of the scene 
Oppressing thy youn^ heart, that thou dost draw 
More closely to my side, and clasp my hand 
Faster in thine ? Nay, fear net, gentle child ! 
•Tis love, not fear, whose vernal breath pervades 
The stillness round. Come, sit beside me here, 
Where brooding violets mantle this green slope 
With dark exuberance — and beneath tlicsc plumes 
Of wavy fern, look where the cup-moss holds 
In its pure crimson goblets, fresh and bright. 
The starry dews of morning. Rest awhSe, 
And let me hear once more the woodland verse 
I taught thee lat»~*'twas made for such a scene. 

ICkUd Bpfoks. 

y[OOD HYMN. 

Brpods there some spirit here 7 
The summer leaves hnng silent as a cloud , 



And o'er the pools, all still and darkly clear. 
The wild wood-hyacinth with awe seems bow'd ; 
And sometliing of a tender cloistral gloom 
Deepens the violet's bloom. 

The very lig-ht that streams 
Through tlie dim dewy veil of foliage round. 
Comes tremulous with cmerold-tintcd gleams. 
As if it knew tlie place weire holy ground. 
And would not startle with too bright a burst. 

Flowers, all divinely nursed. 

WiUces there some spirit here 7 
A swift wind fraught with change, comes rush. 

ingby. 
And leaves and waters, in its wild career. 
Shed forth sweet voices—each a mystery ! 
Surely some awful influence must pervade 

These depths of trembling shade ! 

Yes, lightly, softly move I 
There is a power, a presence in the woods ; 
A viewless being, that, with life and love, 
Informs the reverential solitudes ; 
The rich air knows it, and the mossy sod — 

Thou, thou art here, my God ! 

And if with awe we tread 
The minster floor, beneath the storied pane, 
And 'midst the mouldering banners of the dead. 
Shall the green voiceful wild seem leas thy fane. 
Where thou. alone hast built? — where arch and 
roof 

Are of thy living woof 7 

The silence and the sound. 
In the lone places, breathe alike of thee ; 
The temple twilight of the gloom profound. 
The dew-cup of the frail anemone. 
The reed by every wandering whisper thrill'd — 

All, all with thee are fiU'd I 

Oh ! purify mine eyes. 
More and yet more, by love and lowly thought. 
Thy presence, holiest One ! to recognize. 
In these majestic aisles which thou hast wrought ! 
And 'midst tiicir sea.likc murmurs, teach mine ear 

Ever thy voice to hear! 

And sanctify my heart 
To meet the awful sweetness of that tone 
With no fiiint thrill or sclf-accusing start. 
But a deep joy the heavenly guest to own- 
Joy, such as dwelt in Eden's glorious bowers 

Ere sin had dimm'd the flowers. 



Let me not know the change 
O'er nature thrown by guilt ! — ^the boding sky, 
The hollow leaf sounds ominous and strange. 
The weight wherewith tlie dark tree shadows lie ! 
Father ! oh ! keep my footsteps pure and fVee, 

To walk the woods with thoc ! 
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Soal of onr aoali ! and nrecuatd of the worid ! 
Sustain— rAmi only canat— the sick at heart. 
Reatora their langojd apirita, and recall 
Their loat afGaeciona unto thee and thine. 



NiOHT — hxAj night ! — the time 
For mind's ftee breathings in a purer clime ! 
Night ! when in happier hour the unveiling sky 

Woke all my kindled bouI, 
To meet its revelations, clear and high. 
With the strong joy of immortality ; 

Now hath strange sadness wrapt me— strange and 

deep — 
And my thoughts ftint, and shadows o*er them roll, 
E^en when I ocemM them seraph-plumed, to sweep 
Far beyond earth's controL 

Wherefore is this ? — I see the stars returiiing, 
Fire after fire in Heaven's rich temple burning — 
Fast shine they forth- — my spirit friends, my 

guides. 
Bright rulers of my being's inmost tides ; 
They shine -^ but faintly, through a quivering 

haz&^ — 
Oh ! is the dimness mine which clouds those rays ? 
They from whose glance my childhood drank de- 
light! 
A joy unquestioning — a love intense — 
They, that unfolding to more thoughtful sight, 
The harmony of their magnificence. 
Drew silently the worship of my youth 
To the grave sweetness on the brow of truth ! 
Shall they shower blessings, with their beams di- 
vine, 
Down to the watcher on the stormy sea. 
And to the pilgrim toiling for his shrine 
Through some wild pass of rocky Apennine, 

And to the wanderer lone 

On wastes of Afric thrown. 
And not tome? 

Atn I a thing forsaken. 

And is the gladness taken 
From the bright pinion'd nature which hath soar'd 
Through realms by foyal eagle ne'er explored. 
And, bathing there in streams of fiery light, 
Foimd strength to gaze upon the Infinite ? 

And now an alien ! — ^Wherefore must this be ? 

How shall I rend the chain ? 

How drink rich life again 
From those pure urns of radiance swelling free ? 
Father of Spirits ! let me turn to thee; 

Oh ! if too much exulting in her dower. 
My soul not yet to lowly bought subdued. 

Hath stood without thee on her hill of power — 
A foariul and a dazzling solitude ! 

And therefore from that haughty summit's crown, 

To dim desertion is by thee caBt down ; 

Behold ! thy child submissively hath bow'd— 
Shine on him through the cloud ! 



Let the now darken'd earth and curtain'd heaven 
Back to his vision with thy fece be given ! 
Bear him on high once more. 
But in thy strength to soar. 
And wrapt and still by that o'ershadowing might, 
Forth on the empyreal blaze to look with chasten, 
ed sight. 

Or if it be, that like the ark's lone dove. 

My thoughts go forth, and find no resting place, 

No sheltering home of sympathy and love. 

In the responsive bosom of my race, 

And back rctiun, a darkness, and a weight. 

Till my unanswer'd heart grows desolate — 

Yet, yet sustain me. Holiest ! — I am vow'd 

To solemn service high ! 
Ajid shall the spirit, for thy tasks endow'd, 
Sink on the threshold of the sanctuary. 
Fainting beneath the burden of the day, 

Because no human tone. 

Unto the altar-stone, 
Of that pure spousal fane inviolate, 
Where it should make eternal truth its mate, 
May cheer the sacred solitary way ? 

Oh ! be the whisper of thy voice within 
Enough to strengthen ! Bo the hope to win 
A more deep-speing homage for thy name, 
Far, far beyond the burning dream of fiune ! 
Make me thine only ! lot me add but one 
To those refulgent steps all undcfiled, 

Which glorious minds have piled 
Thro' bright sclf-ofiering, earnest, childlike, lone. 

For mounting to thy throne I 

And let my soul, upborne 

On wings of inner mom. 
Find, in illumined secrecy, the sense 
Of that blest work, its own high recompense. 

The dimness melts away, 
That on your glory lay, 
Oye majestic watchers of the skies! 
Through the dissolving veil. 
Which made each aspect pale. 
Your glad'ning fires once more I recognize ; 
And once again a shower 
Of hope, and joy, and power, 
Streams on my soul from your immortal eyes. ^ 
And, if that splendour to my sober'd sight 

Come tremulous, with more of pensive light 

Something, though beautiful, yet deeply fraught, 
With more that pierces through each fold of 
thought 

Than I was wont to trace 
On Heaven's unshadow'd face — 
Be it e'en so ! — be mine, though set apart 
Unto a radiant ministry, yet still 
A lowly, fearful, self-distrusting heart ; 
Bow'd before thee, O Mightiest ! whose blesi will 
All the pmre stars rejoicingly fulfil. 



THE TRAVELLER'S EVENING SONG. 

Father, guide me ! Day declines, 
Hollow winds arc in tlie pines ; 
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Darkly waves each ^iant bough 
0*er the sky's last crimson glow ; 
Hush'd is now the convent's bell, 
Which erewhile with breezy swell 
From the purple mountains bore 
Greeting to the sunset^shore. 
Now the sailor's vesper hymn 

Dies away. 
Father! in the forest dim, 

Be my stay I 

In the low and shivering thrill 

Of the leaves that late hung still; 

In the dull and muffled tone 

Of the sea-wave's distant moan ; 

In the deep tmts of the sky, 

There are signs of tempest nigh. 

Ominous, with sullen sound. 

Falls the closing dusk around. 

Father ! through the storm and shade 
O'er the wild, 

Oh ! be thou the lone one's aid- 
Save thy child 

Many a swift and sounding plume . 
Homewards, through the boding gloom. 
O'er my way hath flitted fast. 
Since the farewell sunbeam paas'd 
From the chestnut's ruddy bark. 
And the pools, now lone and dark, ^ 
Where the wakening night-winds sigh 
Through the long reeds mournfully. 
Homeward, homeward, all things haste- 
God of might! 
Shield the homeless 'midst the waste, 
Be his light! 

In his distant cradle nest, 
Now my babe is laid to rest ; 
Beautiful his slumber seems 
With a glow of heavenly dreams, 
BeautifiS, o'er that bright sleep. 
Hang soft eyes of fondaesa deep. 
Where his mother bends to pray. 
For the loved and far away. 
Father ! guard that household bower. 

Hear that prayer! 
Back, through' thine all-guiding power. 

Lead me there ! 



Darker, wilder, grows the night— 
Not a star sends quivering light 
Through the massy arch of shade 
By the stem old forest made. 
Thou ! to whose unslumbering eyes 
All my pathway open lies. 
By thy Son, who knew distress 
In the lonely wilderness. 
Where no roof to that blest head 

Shelter gave — 
Father ! through the time of dread. 

Save, oh ! save ! 



BURIAL OF AN EMIGRANTS CHILI> IN 
THE FORESTS. 



ScxNE. — TTte lanka of a solitary river in an 
American forest. A tent under pine4ree8 in 
the foreground. AoNfcs sitting before the tent 
lOttA a child in her arms, apparently sleeping. 

Agnes. Surely 'tis all a dream — a fever. 

dream! 
The desolation and the agony — 
The strange red sunrise — and the gloomy woods. 
So terrible with tlicir dark giant boughs. 
And the broad lonely river ! all a dream ! 
And my boy's voice will wake me, with its clear 
Wild, singing tones, as they were wont to come. 
Through the wreath'd sweet-brier at my lattice 

panes, 
In happy, happy England ! Speak to me ! 
Speak to mf mother, bright one ! she hatli 

watch'd 
All the dread night beside thee, till her brain 
Is darken'd by swifl waves of fantasies. 
And her soul faint with longing for thy voice. 
Oh ! I must wake him with one gentle kiss 
On his fidr brow ! . 

(JShudderingly) The strange damp thrilling 

touch! 
The marble chill ! Now, now it rushes back — 
Now I know all !— dead — dead /—a fearful ^word! 
My boy hath left me in the wilderness. 
To journey on without the blessed light 
In his deep loving eyes — ^he 's gone — ^Ije's gone ! 
[Her Husband enters. 
Husband. Agnes,' my Agnes ! hast thou look'd 

thy last 
On our sweet slumberer's &oe7 Tbe hour ia 



The couch made ready for his last repose. 

Agnes. Not yet! thou canst not take him 
from me yet ! 
If he but left me for a few short days. 
This were too brief a gazing time, to draw 
His angel image into my fond heart. 
And fix its beauty there. And now — oh! fioto. 
Never again the laughter of his eye 
Shall send its gladd'ning summer througb my 

soul. 
Never on earth again. Yet, yet delay ! ' 
Thou canst not take him from me. 

Husband. My beloved ! 

Is it not God hath taken him 7 the God 
That took our first-born, o'er whose early grave 
Thou didst bow down Uiy saint-like heoid, and 

"His will ix} done!" 

Agnes. Oh ! that near household grave ! 

Under the turf of England, soem'd not half^ 
Not half so much to part mc firom my cliild 
As these dark woods. It lay beside our home. 
And I could watch the sunshine, through all 

hours. 
Loving and clinging to the grassy spot. 
And I obuld dress its greensward with fireah 

flowers- 
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Familiar, meadow flowers. 0*er thee, my babe, 
The primrose wiU not blossom ! Oh ! that now, 
Together, by tliy fiur young sister^s side, ' 
We lay 'midst England's valleys ! 

Hutband. Dost thou grieve, 

Agnes! that thou hast foUowM o'er the deep 
An exile's fortunes? If it thus ca|i be, 
Then, after many a conflict cheerly met, 
My spirit sinks at last 

Affnet, Forgive, fbr^ve ! 

My Edmund, pardon me ! Oh I grief is wild — 
Forget its words, quick spray-drops from a fount 
Of unknown bitterness ! Thou art my home ! 
Mine only and my blessed one! Where'er 
Tiiy warm heart beats in its true nobleness, 
Tf^e is my country ! there mj head shall rest, 
And throb no more. Oh! still, by thy strong 

love. 
Bear up the feeble reed! 

[Kneeling with the chUd in her amu. 
And thou, my God! 
Hear my soul's cry from this dread wilderness, 
Oh ! hear, and pardon me! If I have made 
This treasure, ^nt from thee, too much the ark 
Fraught with mine earthwardrclinging happi- 
ness, 
Forgetting Him who gave, and might resume, 
Oh, pardon me! 

If nature hath rebell'd. 
And from thy light txim'd. wilfully away, 
Making a midnight of- Her agony. 
When the despairing passion of her clasp 
Wbb from its idol stricken at one touch 
Of thine Almighty hand — oh, pardon me ! 
By thy Son's anguish, pardon ! In the soul 
The tempests and the waves will know thy 
voice — 
. Father, say "Peace, be stiU!" 

[Giving the child to her huaband. 
fWewell, my babe i 
Go from my bosom now to other rest ! 
With this last kiss on thine unsullied brow. 
And on thy pale calm cheek these contrite tears, 
I yield thee to thy Maker ! 

Huaband. Now, my wife, 

Thine own meek holiness beams forth once more 
A light upon my path* Now shall I bear, 
From thy dear arms, the slumberer to repose— 
. With a calm, trustful heart 

Agnea, My Edmund ! where— 

Where wilt thou lay him 7 

Huthoful. Seest thou where the spire 

Of yon dArk cypress reddens in the sun 
To burning gold ? — there— o'er yon willow-tuft ? 
Under that n&tive desert monument 
Lies his lone bed. Our Hubert, since the dawn. 
With the gray mosses of the wilderness 
Hath lined it closely through ; and there breathed 

forth. 
E'en from the fullness of his own pure heart, 
A wild, sad forest hymn — a song of tears. 
Which thou wilt learn to love. I heard the boy 
Chanting it o'er his solitary task, 
A« wails a wood-bird to the thrilling leaves, 
Perchance onconscioasly. 



Agnes. My gentle son ! 

Th' afiectionate, the gifted!— With what joy— 
Eldmund, rememberest thou 7 — with what bright 

joy 
His baby brother ever to his arms 
Would spring from rosy sleep, and playfully 
Hide the rich clusters of his gleaming hair 
In that kind youthful breast! — Oh! now no 



But strengthen me, my €rod ! and melt my heart, 
Even to a well-spring of adoring tears, 
For many a blessing left 

{Bending over the ChUd.) Once more farewell ! 
Oh ! the pale piercing sweetness of that look ! 
How can it be sustain'd 7 Away, away J 

[After a short pause. 
EVlmund, my woman's nature still is weak — 
I cannot see thee render dust to dust ! 
Go thou, mv husband, to thy solemn task^ 
I will rest here, and still my soul with prayer 
Till thy return. 

Husband. Then strength be with thy prayer I 
Peace with thy bosom ! Faith and heavenly hope 
Unto thy spirit ! Fare thee well awhile, 
We must be pilgrims of the woods again. 
After this mournful hour. 

[He goes out with the child. Aams kneels m 
prayer. After a time, voices without ars 
heard singing 

tHK FUNERAJL BTMN. 

Where the long xeeds quiver. 

Where the pines make moan. 
By the forest river. 
Sleeps our bab^ alone ; 
England's field flowers may not deck his graven 
Cypress shadows o'er him darkly wave. 

Woods unknown receive him, 

'Midst the mighty wild ; 
Yet with God wo leave him. 
Blessed, blessed child ! 
And our tears gush o'er his lovely dust. 
Mournfully, yet still from hearts of trust 

Though his eye hath brighten'd 

Oft our weary way, 
And his clear laugh lightcn'd 
Half our hearts' dismay ; 
Still in hope we give back what was given, 
Yielding up the beautiful to Heaven. 

And to her who bore him. 

Her who long must weep, 
Yet shall Heaven restore him 
From his pale, sweet sleep ! 
Those blue eyes of love and peace again 
llirough her soul will shine, undimm'd by paii 

Where the Ion? reeds ouiver, 

Where the pines make moan. 
Leave we by the river, 
Blarth to earth alone ! 
God and Father 1 may our joumeyings on 
Lead to where the blessed boy is gope ! 
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From the exile's sorrow, 

From the wanderer's dread 
Of the night and morrow. 
Early, brightly fled; • 
Thou hast callM him to a sweeter home 
Than our lost one o*er the ocean's foam. 

Now let thought behold him 

With his angel look 
Where those arms enfold him. 
Which benignly took 
IsraePs babes to their Good Shepherd's breast, 
When his voice their tender meekness Uest 

Turn thee now, fond mother. 

From thy dead, oh, turn ! 
Linger not, young brother, 
Here to dream and mourn : 
Only kneel once more around the sod, 
Kneel, and bow submitted hearta to God ! 



EASTER-DAY 
IN A MOUNTAIN CHURCH-YARD. 



Thxrk is a wakening on the mighty lulls, 
A kindling with the spirit of the mom ! 
Bright ^cams are scatter'd from the thousand rills, 
And a soft visionary hue is born 

On the young foliage, worn 
By all the embosom 'd woods — a silvery green. 
Made up of spring and dew, harmoniously se- 
rene. 

And lo ! where floating through a glory, sings 
The krk, alone, amidst a crystaf sky ! 
Lo ! where the darkness of his buojrant wings. 
Against a sofl and rosy cloud on high, 

Tremhies with melody ! 
While the fi&r-echoing solitudes rejoice 
To the rich laugh of music in ihat voice. 

But purer light than of the early sun 
Is on you cast, O mountains of the earth ! 
And for your dwellers nobler joy is won 
Than the sweet echoes of the skylark's mirth 

By this glad morning's burth ! 
And gifls more precious by its lireath are shed 
Than music on the breczei dew on the violet's 

head. 

Gifts for tlic sonly from whose illumined eye. 
O'er nature's face the colouring ^lory flows ; 
Gifls from the fount of immortality. 
Which, fill'd with balm, unknown to human woes, 

Lay hush'd in dark repose, 
Till thou, bright dayspring ! mad'st its waves our 

own. 
By thine unsealing of the buriaLstone. 

Sing, then, witli all ^our choral strains, ye hills. 
And let a full victorious tone be given. 
By rock and cavern, to the wind which fills 
Your um-likc depths witli sound ! The tomb is 



The radiant gate of Heo^n 
Unfolded — and tJic sUm, d.irk shi-dow c^st ' 
By death's o'ersweeping wing, Iruni the earth*8 
bosom past 

And you, ye graves ! upon whose turf 1 stand. 
Girt with the slumber of the hamltt's dead. 
Time with a sofl and reconciUng hand 
The covering mantle of bright moss hath spread 

O'er every narrow bed : 
But not by time, and not by nature sown 
Was the celestial seed, whence round you peace 
hath grovra. 

Christ hath arisen ! oh ! not one cherish'd head 
Hath, 'midst the flowery sods, been pillowed here 
Without a hope, (howe'er the heart hath bled 
In its vain yearnings o'er the unconscious bier,) 

A hope, upspringing clear 
FVom those majestic tidings of the mom, 
Which lit the living way to all of woman bom. 

Thou hast wept moumfUlly, O human love .' 
E'en on this greensward ; night liath heard thy 

cr^, 
Heart-stricken one ! thy precious dust above. 
Night, and the hills, which sent forth no reply 

Unto thine agony ! 
But He who wept like thcc, tliy Lord, thv guide, 
Christ hath arisen, O love, thy tears shall all be 

dried. 

Dark must have been the gushing of those tears. 
Heavy the unsleeping phantom of the tomb 
On thine impassion'd soul, in elder years. 
When, burden'd with the mystery of its doom. 

Mortality's thick gloom 
Hung o'er the sunny world, and witli tlie breath 
Of the triumphant rose came blending thoughts 
. of death. 

Bv thee, sad Love, and by thy sister, Fear, 
Tnen, was the ideal robe of beauty wrought 
To veil that haunting shadow, stiU too near. 
Still ruling^ secretly the conqueror's thought. 
And where the board was fraught 
With wine and myrtles in the summer bower. 
Felt, e'en when disavow'd, a presenoe and a 
power 

But that dark night is closed : and o'er the dead. 
Here, where ithe gleamy primrose tufls huve 

blown. 
And where the mountain heath a couch has 

spread. 
And, settling ofl on some gray-lctter'd stone. 

The red-breast warbles lone ; 
And the wild bee's deep, drowsy murmurs pass 
Like a bw thrill of harp^trings through the gnaa. 

Here, 'midst the chambers of the Christian's 

sleep. 
We o'er death's gulf may look with trusting eye^ 
For hope sits, dove-like, on the gloomy deep, 
And the green bills wherein these valleys lie 
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Seem all one sanctuary 
Of holiest tliought — ^nor needs tliere fiesh bright 

sod, 
Urn, wreath or shrine, fbr tombs all dedicate to 

God. 

Christ hath arisep ! — O mountain peaks I attest, 
Witjicss, resounding glen and torrent-wave, 
Tlie immortal courage in the human breast 
Sprung from that victory — tell how oft the brave 

To camp *midst rock and cave. 
Nerved by those words, their struggling faith 

have borne. 
Planting the cross on high above the clouds of 

mom. 

The Alps have heard sweet hytemings for to-day — 
Ay, and wild sounds of sterner, deeper tone. 
Have thrillM their pines, when those that knelt 

to pray 
Rose up to arm! the pore, high tnows have 

known 
A colouring not their own. 
But from true hearts which by that crimson stain 
Gave token of a trust that called no suffering 



Those days are past — the mountains wear no 

more 
The solenm splendour of the martyr's blood. 
And may that aw&l record, as of yore, 
Never again be known to field or flood ! 
E'en though the fidthful stood, 
A noble army, in the exulting sight 
Of earth and heaven, which blest their battle fbr 

the right ! 

But many a martyrdom by hearts unshaken 
Is yet borne silently in homes obscure ; 
And many a bitter cup is meekly taken ; 
And, for the strength whereby the just and pure 

Thus st^fastly endure. 
Glory to Him whose victory won that dower. 
Him, from whose rising streamM that robe of 
spirit power. 

Glory to Him ! Hope to the suffering breast ! 
Light to tlie nations ! He hath roil'd away 
The mists, which, gathering into deathlike rest. 
Between the soul and Heaven's calm ether lay — 

His love hath made it day 
With thooe that sat in darknessw — Earth and sea! 
Lift up glad strains fbr man by truth divine made 
free! 



THE CHILD READING THE BIBLE. 



** A danciog ihap«, an imaie gay. 
To baimt, to itart]«, to wajlaj. 

• « « • • 
A being breatfainc tbougbtfa] breath, 
A tnveller batweea lib sad death.*' 

Worinmik, 



I SAW him at his sport crewhile. 
The bright OTi?lri«g boy, 



Like summer's lightning came the smile 

Of his young spirit's joy ; 
A flash that, wheresoc'er it broke. 
To li& undreamt-of beauty woke. 

His fair locks waved in sunny play, 

By a clear fountain's side, 
Where jewel-colour'd pebbles lay 

Beneath the shallow tide ; 
And pearly spray at times would meet 
The glancing of his fairy feet 

He twined him wreaths of all spring-flowers, 
Which drank that streamlet's dew ; 

He flung them o'er the wave in showers. 
Till, gazing, scarce I knew 

Which sccm'd more pure, or bright, or wild. 

The singing fount or laughing child. 

To look on. all that joy and bloom 

Made earth one festal scene. 
Where the duU shadow of the tomb 

Seem'd as it ne'er had been. 
How could one image of decay. 
Steal o'er the dawn of such clear day 7 

I saw once more that aspect bright — 

The boy's meek head was bow'd 
In silence o'er the Book of Light, 

And like a f olden cloud. 
The still cloud of a pictured sky — 
His locks droop'd round it lovingly. 

And if my heart had deem'd him ftlr, 

When m the fountain glade, 
A creature of the sky and air. 

Almost on wings he play'd ; 
Oh ! how much holier beauty now 
Lit the young human being's brow ! • 

The being bom to toil, to die, 

To break forth from the tomb. 
Unto far nobler destiny 

Than waits the sky-brk's pliune I 
I saw him, in that thoughtful hour, 
Win the first knowledge of his dower. 

The Boul^ the awakening 90vl I saw. 

My watching eye could trace 
The shadows of its new-^bom awe. 

Sweeping o'er that fair fiice : 
Ab o'er a flower might pass the shade 
By some drefed angel's pinion made ! 

The soul, the mother of deep fears. 

Of high hopes infinite. 
Of glorious dreams, mysterious tears, 

Of sleepless inner sight ; 
Lovely, but solemn, it arose. 
Unfolding what no more might dose. 

The red-leaved tablets,* undefiled, 

As ^et, by evil thought — 
Oh! httle dream'd the brooding child. 

Of what within me wrought, 

* '* All thii, and more than this, ia now engimvad apoo I 
rtdrUac9i tabUU of mj heart."— ^oyvMif. 
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While At9 young heart first bum'd and Btirr'd, 
And qniTer'd to the eternal wonL 

And reverently my spirit caught 

The reverence of his gaze ; 
A sight with dew of blessing fraught 

To hallow afler-days ; 
To make the proud heart meekly wisoy 
By the sweet fidth in those calm eyes* 

It BcemM as if a temple rose 

Before me brightly there, 
And in the depths of its repose 

My soul o'erflowM with prayer. 
Feeling a solemn presence nigh — 
The power of infant sanctity ! 

O Father ! mould my heart once morof 

By thy prevailing breath ! 
Teach me, oh ! teach me to adore 

£*en with that pure one*s fiiith ; 
A fiiith, all made of love and ligbt, 
Child-liJEe, and, therefore, full of might I 



A POETS DYING HYMN, 



Be mate who will, who tan. 
Yet I win praiM thee with impaMionM voitie ! 
Me didit thoa cooftiUHe a pricit of thine 
In such a temple ai we now behold, 
Bear'd for thj preeenoe ; therefore am I boond 
To wonhip, here and oTerfwhere. 

Wbrdtwmtk. 



The Uue, deep, glorious heayens ! — I lift mine 

And bless thee, O my God I that I have met 
And own*d thine image in the majesty 

Of their calm temple still ! — that never yet 
There hath thy &oe been shrouded from my sight 
By noontide blaze, or sweeping storm of mght : 
I bless thee, O my God ! 

That now still dealer, from their pure expanse, 
I see the mercy- of thine aspect shine. 

Touching death's features with a lovely glance 
Of light, serenely, solemnly divine, 

And lending to eadi holy star a ray 

As of kind eyes, that woo my soul away : 
I bless thee, O my God! 

That I have heard thy voice^ nor been afraid. 
In the earth's garden — *midst the mountains 
old. 
And the low thrillings of the forest shade, 
* And the wild sounds of waters uncontroll'd. 
And upon many a desert plain and shore — 
No solitude — ^for there I felt thee more: 



I bless thee, O my God! 



And if thy spirit on thy child hath shed 

The gm, the vision of the unsealM eye. 
To pierce the mist o*er life's deep meanings 
spread. 
To reach the hidden fountain-urns that lie 
Far in man's heari — if I have kept ii free 
And pure— a consecration unto thee : 

I bless thee, O my God ! 

If mj soul's utterance hath by Ihee been fraught 
With an awakening power — ^if thou hast made. 
Like the wing'd seed, the. breathings of my 
thought. 
And by the s^fl winds bid them be convey 'd 
To lands of other lays, and there become 
Native as early melodies of home : 

I bless thee, O my God! 

Not for the brightness of a mortal wreath. 
Not for a place 'midst kingly minstrels dead. 

But that, perchance, a fidnt gale of thy breath, 
A still small whisper in my song, halh led 

One struggling spirit upwards to Uiy throne. 

Or but one hope, one prayer — ^for tins alone 
I bless thee, O my God! 

That I have loved-^thaf I have known the love 
Which troubles in the soul the tearful springs^ 

Yet, with a colouring halo from above. 
Tinges and glorrfics all earthly things 

Whate'er its anguish or its woe may be, 

Still weaving links for intercourse with thee: 
I bless thee, O my God! 

That by the passion of its deep distress, 

And by the o'erflowin^ of its mighty prayer. 

And by the yearning of its tenderness. 
Too full for words upon their stream to bear, 

I have been drawn still closer to thy shrine, 

Well<«pring of love, the unfathom'd, the divine; 
Iblessthee,OmyGod! 

That hope hath ne'er my heart or song forsaken,* 
High hope, which even from mystery, doubt, 
or dread, 
Calmly, rejoicingly, the things hath taken. 

Whereby its torchlight for the race was fed; 
That passing storms have only fiinn'd the fire. 
Which pierced them still with its triumphal spire, 
I bless thee, O my God! 

Now art thou calling roe in every gale, 

Each sound and token of the dymg day; 
Thou leavest me not, though early life grofwv 
pale, 
I am not darkly sinking to decay; 
But, hour by hour, my soul's dissolving throud 
JVfelts off to radiance, as a silvery cloud. 

I bless thee, O my God! 

^d if this earth, with all its choral streams. 
And crowning woods, and soft or soSemn- 
skies. 

And moimtain sanctuaries for poet's dreams, 
Be lovely still in my departing eyoH-^ 
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'T is not that fondly I would linger here, 
But that thy foot-prints on its dust appear; 
I bless thee, O my God I 

And tnat the tender shadowing I behold. 
The tracery velning every leaf and flower, 

Of glories cast in more consummate mould. 
No longer Taasals to the changeinl hour; 

That life's last roses to my thoughts can bring 

Rich visions of imperishable spring: 

I bless thee, O my God ! 

Yes ! the young vernal voices in the skies 
Woo me not back, but, wandering past mine 
ear, 
Seem heralds of th* eternal melodies. 

The spirit-music, imperturbM and clear; 
The foil of soul, yet passionate no more — 
Let me too, joining those pure strains, adore I 
I bless thee, O my (rod ! 

Now aid, sustain me still ! — ^to thee I come 
Make thou my dwelling where thy children 
are! 
And for the hope of that immortal home. 

And for thy Son, the bright and morning star. 
The sufferer and the victor-king of death, 
I bless thee with my glad song°s dying breatt 
I bless thee, O my God! 



FUNERAL DAY OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. 



Many an eye 
May wairthe dimming of oar ihimnc itsr. 



A GLORIOUS voice hath oea«ed ! 
MoumfuUy, reverently — the funeral chant 
Breathe reverently !^There is a dreamy sound, 
A hollow murmur of ^ the dying year, 
In the deep Woods : — ^Let it be wild and sad I 
A more iBolian melancholy tone 
Than ever wail*d o'er bright things perishing! 
For that is passing from the darkenM land. 
Which the green summer will not brmg us back — 
Though all her songs return. — ^The fimeral chant 
Breathe reverently ! — They bear the mighty forth. 
The kingly ruler in the realms of mindr^ 
Tbey bear him through the household paths, the 

groves. 
Where every tree had music of its own 
To his quick ear of knowledp^e taught by love — 
And he is silent! — ^Past the living stream 
They bear him now ; the stream, whose kindly 



On alien shores his true heart bumM to 
And he is silent O'er the heathery hills. 
Which lus own soul had mantled with a light 
Richer than autumn's piirple, now they move— 
And he is silent! — ^he, whose flexile lips 
Were but unseal'd, and, lo ! a thousand forms, 
From every pastozid glen and fern-clad height. 



In glowing life upsprang : — ^Vassal and chiefs 
Rider and steed, with shout and bugle-peal. 
Fast rushing through the brightly troubled air, 
Like the wild huntHmon's band. And still' they 

live. 

To those lair scenes imperishably bound, 
And, from the mountain mist still flashing by. 
Startle the wanderer who hath listcn'd there 
To the seer's voice : phantoms of colour'd thought. 
Surviving him who raised, — O eloquence ! 
O power, whose breathings thus could wake the 

dead *. 
Who shall wake thee ? lord of the buried past ! 
And art thou there — ^to those dim nations join'd, 
Thy subject host so long ? — tlie wand is dropp'd. 
The bright lamp brokcft which the gifted hand 
Touch'd and the genii came ! — Sing reverently 
The funeral chant ! — The mighty is borne hdmc — - 
And who shall be his mourners ? — Youth and age. 
For each hath felt his niagic — ^love and grief^ 
For he hath communed with the heart of each ; 
Yes — the free spirit of humanity 
May join the august procession, for to him 
Its mysteries have been tributary things, 
And all its accents known : — From field or wave, 
Never was conqueror on his battle bier. 
By the vail'd bsinner and the muffled drum 
And the proud drooping of the crested head. 
More nobly follow'd home. — The last abode. 
The voiceless dwelling of the bard is reach'd : 
A still majestic spot ! girt solemnly 
With all th' imploring beauty of decay : 
A stately couch 'midst ruins ! meet for him 
With his bright fame to rest in, as a kin? 
Of other days, laid lonely with his sword 
Beneath his head. Sing reverently the chant 
O'er the honoured grave ! — the grave i — oh, say 
Rather the shrine ! — an altar for tlie love. 
The light, sofl pilgrim steps, the votive wreaths 
Of years unborn — a place where leaf and flower 
Bf that which dies not of the sovereign dead. 
Shall be made hol^ things — ^where every weed 
Shall have its portion of th' inspiring gift 
From buried glory breathed. And now, wha 

strain, 
Making victorious melody ascend 
High above sorrow's dirge, befits the tomb 
Where he that sway'd the nations thus is laid— ' 
The crown'd of men? 

A lowly, lowly song. 

Lowly and solemn be 
Thy children's cry to thee. 

Father divine ! 
A hymn of suppliant breath, 
Owning that life and death 

AUke are thine ! 

A apirit on its way. 
Sceptred the earth to sway, 

From thee was sent : 
Now call'st thou back tliine own-^ 
Hence is that radiance flown — 

To earth but lent K 

Watching m. breathless awe. 
The bright head bow'd we saw 
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Beneath thy hand ! 
Fiird by one hope, one fear, 
Now o^er a brother^s bier, 

Weeping we stand. 

How hath he paas'd ! — the lord 
Of each deep bosom chord, 

To meet thy sight, 
Unraantlcd and alone, 
On thy blest mercy thrown^ 

O Infinite ! 

So, from his harvest home. 
Must tlie tired peasant come : 

So, in one trust. 
Leader and king must yield 
The naked soul, revcalM 

Tothce, AU Just! 

The sword of many a fight — 
Wliat then shall be its might? 

The lofty lay. 
That ruflh'd on eagle wiiig — 
What shall its memory bring 7 

What hope, what sUy 7 

O Father 1 in that hour. 

When earth all succouring power 

Shall disavow ; 
When spear, and field and crowiif 
In fidntness are cast downr— 

Sustain us, Thou ! 

• By Him who bowM to take 
The death-cup for our sake, 

The thorn, the rod ; 
From whom' the last dismay 
Was not to pass away — 
Aid us, O God! 

Trcibblers beside the grave. 
We call on thee to save. 

Father, divine ! 
Hear, hear our suppliant breath, 
Keep us, in life and death. 

Thine, only thine I 



THE PRAYER IN THE WILDERNESS. 

SufCMted bj a pietare of Corref io*f. 

In the deep wilderness unseen she prayed, 

The daughter of Jerusalem ; alone. 

With all the still small whispers of the night, 

And with the searching glances of the stars. 

And with her God, alone : — she lifted up 

Her sweet, sad voice, and trembling o*er her head, 

Tlie dark leaves thrill'd with prayer — ^the tearfiil 

prayer 
Of woman*s quenchless, yet repentant love. 

Father of Spirits, hear ! 
Look on the inmoot heart to be reveal*d, 
Look on the fountain of the burning tear, 
Before thy sight in solitude unseal'd! 



Hear, Father ! hear and aid ! 
If I have loved too well, if I have shed. 
In my vain fondness, o*er a mortal head. 
Gifts on thy shrine, my God! more fitly laid. 

If I have sought to live 
But in one light, and made a human eye 
The lonely star of mine idolatry. 
Thou that art Love I oh ! pity and forgive ! 

ChajstenM and schooPd at last. 
No more, i^o more my struggling spirit boms. 
But fixM on thee, from that wild worship turns — 
What have I said 7 — ^the deep dream is not past ! 

Yet hear ! if gtiU I love. 
Oh ! still too fondly — if, for e\^r seen. 
An earthly image comes, my heart between. 
And thy calm glory, Father ! throned above ! 

If still a voice is near, 
(E*en while I strive these wanderings to ctmtrol,) 
An earthly voice, disquieting my soul 
With its deep music, too intensely dear. 

Fatlier, draw to thee 

My lost affections back ! — the dreaming eyes 
Clear from their mist-— sustain the heart that diea. 
Give the worn- soul once more its pinions fi-ee ! 

1 must love on, O God ! 

This bosom must love on ! but let thy breath 
Touch and make pure the flame that knows no 

death. 
Bearing it up to Heaven ! — Lovers own abode ! 

Ages and ages passed, the wilderness. 
With its dark cedars and the thrilling night. 
With her dear stars, and the mysterious winds. 
That wail all sound, were conscious of those 

prayers. 
How many such hath woman^s bursting heart 
Since then, in silence, and in darkness breathed. 
Like the dim night-flower*s odour, up to God ? 



PRISONERS' EVENING SERVICE.' 

A SCENE OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION. 

From their gpherai 
Th6«tara of boman flory are CMt down ; 
Pernb Uie rotei and the flowen of kxDK», 
Prioces opd emperon, and the crown and palm 
Of all ih^ mifhty, witbor'd and cooaumed« 
Nor u power Riven to lowjieitinoopcnoe 
Long to protect her own. 

• WtrdnMrtM. 

Scene — Prison of the Luxemhaurg^ in Farts, 
during the Reign of Terror. 

D*AuBiONE, an aged Royalist — Blanche, ki$ 
Daughter, a young- girl 

Blanche. What was our doom, my &ther 7 — In 
thine arms 
I lay unconsciously through that dread hour. 



* The last dayi of two priaonen in the Lozembburg. Sillerr 
and La Source, ao afiwtinflj deacribed br Helen Maria WU- 
iiama, in her lotien from France, gave riae to thia little aceoe. 
Tbeao two viciima had composed a nmple hymn, which they 
every night aung together in a low and restrained voice. 
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Tell me the sontence ! — could our judges look. 
Without relenting, on thy silvery hair ? 
WdB there not mercy, father ? — Will they not 
itestore ub to our home. 

D'AvhignL Yes, my poor child ! 

They send us home. 

Blanche, Oh ! shall we gaze again 

On the bright Loire ?— Will the old hamlet spire, 
And the gray turret of our own ch&tcau. 
Look forth to greet us'^through the dusky elms ^ 
Will the kind voices of our villagers, 
The loving laughter in their children's eyes, 
Welcome us back at last ?— But how is this ? — 
Father ! thy glance is clouded — on thy brow 
There sits no joy I 

D*Avhif^nL Upon my brow, dear girl. 
There sits, 1 trust, such deep and solemn peace 
As may befit the Christian, who receives 
And recognizes, in submissive awe, 
The summons of his God. 

Blanche, Thou dost not mean — 

No, no ! it cannot be ! — Didst thou not say 
They send us hame ? 

D'Auhigni, Where is the spirit's home ?-!- 
Oh ! most of all, in- these dark evil days. 
Where should it be? — but in that world serene, 
Beyond- tlie- sword's reach, and -the tempest's 

power — 
Where, but in Heaven ? 

Blanche, My Father ! 

D'Aubigni. We mutt die. 

We must look up to God, and ealmly die. — 
Come to my heart, and weep there ! for awhile — 
Give Nature's passion way, then brightly rise 
In tlie still courage of a woman's heart ! 
Do I not know thee ? — Do I ask too much 
From mine own noble Blanche ? 

Blanche, (falling on hit bo9om,) Oh ! clasp 
me fast I 
Thy trembling child! — ^Hide, hide me in thine 

arm^*- 
Father .' 

lyAttbigni, Alas! my flower, thou'rt young 
to go— ' 
Young, and so fair !— Yet were it worse methinks. 
To leave thee where the gentle and the brave. 
The loyal-hearted and the chivalrous, 
And they that loved their God, have all been 

swept. 
Like the sere leaves, away. — For them no hearth 
Through the wide land was left inviolate. 
No altar holy ; therefore did they fall. 
Rejoicing to depart— The soil is steep'd 
In noble blood ! the temples are gone down; 
The voice of prayer is hush'd, or fearfully 
Mutter'd, like sounds of guilt— Why, who would 

live? 
Who hath not panted as a dove, to flee. 
To quit for ever the dishq^ur'd soil, 
^e burden'd air ?— Our Gi^tupon the ^,^^ 
Our king upon the scaffold*— let ,U8 .think 

•A French royalirt officer, dy'iag upon a field .oT,b«ttte, aod 

manog nme one near Him atterm« Uiomoat plain tivo lamenl- 

ts^ioii^nHxt lowaidk tbe nnfi^xer, and thai addrened him • 

• ™wi, whoever you may be., remeoiber that your God 

exiwed upon- the crdie^»oaT Jtio^ upon the eeaffoU— and he 



Of these — and fold endurance to our hearts, 
And bravely die.! • . . . , * 

Blanche,. . • . . A dar* 'naid fearful Way ;! 
An evil doo^i j(pr t\\y. dear honour'd head I 
Oh ! thou, tlie kind, the gnucjous !---whom all- eyeitf 
Bless'd as they look'd upon ! — Speak yet again— 
Say, wUl they part Us ? 

D'Aubigne. No, my Blanche ; in death 

We shall not be divided. 

Blanche, Thanks to God ! 

He, by thy glance, wiU aid me— I shall se« 
His light before me to the lost — And when — 
Oh ! pardon tliese weak ahrinkings of thy child— ' 
When shall the hour befall ? 

ITAuhigni. Oh ! swiftly now, 

And suddenly, with brief dreed interval. 
Comes down the mortal stroke. — But of that hour 
As yet I know not-^£uch low throbbing pulse 
Of the quick pendulum may uslier in 
Eternity ! 

Blanche, {kneeling before him.) My father ! lay 
thy hand 
On thy poor Blanche's head, and once again 
Bless her with thy deep voice of tenderness. 
Thus breathing saintly coiirage through her soul. 
Ere we are call'd. 

D'Auhigni. If I may speak through tears ! — 
Well may I' bless thee, fondly, fervently. 
Child of my heart ! — thou who dost Jook on me 
With thy lost mother's unjorel eyes of love'! ■ 
Thou that hast been a brightness in my path, 
A guest of Heaven unto my lonely soul; 
A stainless lily in my widow'd house. 
There springing up— with soft light round thee 

shed — 
For immortalitv !— Meek child of God ! 
I bless tliee— rte will bless thee I— In his love 
He calls thee now from this rude stormy world 
To thy Redeemer's breast. — ^And tliou wilt die ! 
As thou hast lived— my duteous holy Blanche ! 
In trusting and serene submissivencss. 
Humble, yet full of Heaven, 

Blanche, (rising.) Now is Uicre strength 

Infused through all mj^spirit— I can rise 
And say, " Thy will be done." 

D'Aubigne, (pointing vptcards.) See'st thou, 
my child, 
Yon faint light in tlie west ? The sifrnal star 
Of our due vesper Ber\'ice, glcnniing in 
Through the close dunireon crratinjT ! MoumfuDy 
It seems to quiver; yet shall tliis ni^ht pass, 
This night alone< without tlie lifted voice 
Of adoration in our narrow cell, 
As if unworthy Fear or wavering Faitli 
Silenced the strain ?-.-No I let it waft to Heaven' 
The prayer, the hope of poor mortality, 
In its dark hour once more !— And we will' sleep- 
Yes— calmly sleep, when our fast rite is closed. 
[They sing together. 



FRISONKRS' RVEMNT. 
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We see no more in tliy jjtire skies. 
How soft, O God ! tlu- Biuisct dies: 



who now iipeak0 to you has bad his lnnbi sin 
Meet your fate ns beeonjcis a man." 



i Iniai oodcrhiflk 
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How every coloiirM hill and wood 
Seems melting in the golden flood : 
Yet, by the precious memories won 
From bright hours now for ever gone. 
Father ! o*er all thy works, we know, 
Thou still art shedding beauty's glow ; 
Still touching every cloud and tree 
With glory, eloquent of Thee ; 
Still feeding all thy flowers with light, 
Though man hath barrM it from our sight 

We know Thou reign'st, the Unchanging One, 

th*AUJust! 
And bless thee still with free and boundless trust! 

We read no more, O (Sod ! thy ways 

On earth, in these wild evil di^s, 

The red sword in th* oppressor's hand 

Is ruler of the weeping land ; 

Fallen are the fidthful and the pure. 

No shrine b spared, no hearth secure. 

Yet, by the deep voice ih)m the past. 

Which teUs us these things cannot lost — 

And by the hope which mds no ark, 

Save in thy breast, when storms grow dark — 

We trust thee! — As the sailor knows 

That in its place of bright repose 

His pole-star bums, though mist and cloud 

May veil it with a midnight shroud. 

We know thou rei^'st !— All Holy One, All Just ! 

And Uess thee stdl with love's own boundless 
trust 

We feel no more that aid is nigh, 

When our fiiint hearts within us die. 

We sufier — and we know our doom 

Must be one suffering till the tomb. 

Yet, by the anguish of thy Son 

When his last hour came darkly on — 

By his dread cry, the air which rent 

In terror of abandonment — 

And by his parting word, which rose 

Through fluth victorious o'er all woes — 

We know that Thou mayst wound, mayst 

break 
The spirit, but wilt ne'er forsake ! 
Sad suppliants whom our brethren spum^ 
In our deep meed to Thee we turn! 

To whom but Thee?— All Meroftil, all Just ! 

In 1I&, in death, we yield thee boundless trust 



PRAYER AT SEA AFTER VICrORY. 



The land ■hall mvct ma. 
Bo Bogtaad to honelf do provo hot trao. 



Tb&oiioh evenmg*s bright repose 
A voice of prayer arose. 

When the sea-fight was done r 
The BODS of England knelt. 
With hearts that now could melt, 
Fer oo the wave her battle had been won. 



Round their tall ship, the main 
Heaved with a dark red stain, 

Cau^rht not from sunset's cknid : 
While with the tide swept post 
^Pennon and shiver'd mast. 
Which to the Ooean-Queen that day had bow*«L 

But free and ftir on high, 
A native of the sky, 

Her streamer met the breexe ; 
It flow'd o'er fearless men. 
Though huah'd and child-like then. 
Before their God they gather'd on the — 



Oh ! did not thoughts of home 
O'er each bold spirit come 

As from the land, sweet gales 7 
In every word of prayer 
Hath not some hearth a share. 
Some bower, inviolate 'midst England's viles 7 

Yes! bright green spots that lay 
In beauty far away. 

Hearing no billowB roar; 
Safer firom touch of spoil, 
For that day's fiery toil. 
Rose on high hearts, that now with love gush'cl 



A solemn scene, and dread ! 
The victors and the dead. 

The breathless burning sky ! 
And, passing with the race ' 
Of waves, that keep no trace. 
The wild, brief sounds of human victory! 

A stem, yet holy scene ! 
Billows where strife hath been, 

Sinking to awful sleep: 
And words that breathe the sense 
Of God's omnipotence. 
Making a minster of that silent deep* 

Borne through such hours afer. 
Thy flag hath been a star, 

Where eagle's wing ne'er flew:-— 
England ! the unprofened. 
Those of the hearths unstain'd. 
Oh ! to the banner and the shrine be true! 



EVENING SONG OF THE WEARY, 



Fathie of Heaven and Earth ! 
I bless thee for the night. 
The sof^ still night! 
The holy pause of care and mirth. 
Of sound and light ! 

Now far in glade and dell, 
Flower-cup, and bud, and beil. 
Have shut around the sleeping woodlark's nest- 
Thc bee's long murmuring toils are done. 
And I, the o'erwearied one. 
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Overwearied and o'crwronght, 
ttess thee, O God, O Father of the opprew*d. 
With my last waking thought. 
In the atill night! 

Yes, ere I sing to rest, 
By the fire's dying light, 
Thon Lord of Earth and HeaTcn ! 
I bless thee, who hast given 
tJnto life's fainting travellers, the night. 
The sofl, still, holy night ! 



THE INDIAN'S ICEVENGE. 

SCKNK IN TUB UFX OF A MORAVIAN MISfliONART.* 



Bat bf my wronc* and by my wntb, 
To-moiTow Araoinki'i breath 
That fire* yon Heaven with itonm oT death. 
Shall (aide me tn the foe! 

Indiam Son^ m '* Otrtrude ^ JV>muii#/' 



ScENB — Tkt shore of a Lake surrounded by deep 
woods* A soLUary cabin on its havks, over' 
shadowed by maple and sycamore trees. Hkrr. 
MANN, the missionary, seated alone before the 
cabin, 7%e hour is evening twUight. 

Hermunm. Was that the light fitxm some 

lone swift canoe 
Shooting across the waters ? — ^No, a flash 
From the night's first quick fire^y, lost again 
In the deep bay of cedai^. Not a bark 
Is on the wave; no rustle of a breeze 
Comes through the forest In this new, strange 

world. 
Oh ! how mysterious^ how eternal, seems 
The mighty melancholy of the woods ! 
The desert's own ^^reat spirit, infinite ! 
LitUe they know, m mine own father-land. 
Along the castled Rhine, or e'en amidst 
The wild Harz mountains, or the sylvan glades 
Deep in the Odenwald, they little know 
Of what is solitude ! In hours like this, 
' There,r from a thousand nooks, the cottag'e 

hearths 
Pour forth red light through vine-hung lattices, 
To guide the peasant, singing cheerily. 
On the home path ; while round his lowly porch. 
With eager eyes awaiting his rettim. 
The cluster'd faces of his children shine 
To the clear harvest moon. Be still, fond thoughts ! 
Melting my spirit's gtasp from heavenly hope 
By your vain earthward yearnings. O my God ! 
Draw me still nearer, closer unto thee. 
Till all the hollow of these deep desires 
May with thyself be fill'd !~-Be it enough 
At once to gladden and to solemnize 
My lonely life, 'i£ for thine altar here 
In this dread temple of (he wilderness. 
By prayer, and toil, and watching,- 1 may win 



* drearartaJicee mnilar to thoM on which this icene w 
foanded, are recorded in Carne's NHrralive of th« Moravian 
■ in GreenJand. ami cave rite to the iTranmlic sketch. 



The offering of one hearty one human heart< 
Bleeding, repenting, k>ving ! 

Hark! a step. 
An Indian tread ! I know the stealthy sound — 
T is on some quest of evil, through the grass 
Gliding so serpent-Ukc* 

[tie comes forward, and meets an Indian 
warrior armed. 

Enonio, is it thou 7 I see thy form 
Tower stately through the dusk, yet scaroe mine 

eye 
Discerns thy face. 

JBnonto. My father speaks my name/ 

Herrmanni Are not the hunters from the 
chase rctui^'d ? 
The night-fires lit ? Why is my son abroad ? 

Enonio, The warrior's arrow knows of nobler 
prey 
Than elk or deer. Now let my &ther leave 
The lone path free. 

Herrmann, The forest way is long 

From the red chiefUln's home. Rest thee awhile 
Beneath my sycamore, and we w^ speak 
Of these things further. 

Enonio, Tell me not of rest ! 

My heart is sleepless, and the dark night swift — ' 
I must begone. 

Herrmann, {solemnly.) No, warrior, thou must 
stay! 
The Mighty One hath given me power to searclr 
Thy soul with piercing words— 4md thou must 

stay, 
And hear me, and give answer ! If thy heart 
Be grown thus resUess, is it not because 
Within its dark folds thou hast mantled uf^ 
Some burning thought of ill 1 — 

Enonio, (with swmen impetuosity,) How should 
I rest 7-* 
Last night the spirit of my brother came. 
An angry shadow in die moonlight streak. 
And said, '^Avenge meP* — In the clouds this' 

moni, 
I saw the frowning colour of his blopd — 
And that, too, had a voice. — I lay at noon 
Alone beside the sounding waterfall. 
And through its thunder^music spake a tone^^ 
A low tone piercing all the roll of waves— 
And said, ^Avenge me /"-".Therefore have % 

raised 
The tomahawk, and strung the bow agaii^ 
That I may send the shadow from niy couch. 
And take ike strange sound frofn'-the cii^aract,' 
And sleep once more. . T . V. 

Herrmann, " A betfer'path; i^y swi, 

Unto the still and. dewy land of 'e^cep* '; 
My hand in peace can guide thee^'en the way 
Thy dying brother txod.— Say, didst thou love 
That lost one well? 

^ Enofdo, ^ ' Know^st thou not we grew ttp 
Even as twin roes amidst the wilderness 7 
Unto the chase we joumey'd in one path ; 
We stemm'd the lake in one canoe ; we. lay . . • '. • 
Beneath one oak to rest. — When fever hung- ... •.' 
Upon my burning lips, my brother*B liand ; 

Was stiff beft'eafli my head; n^.brpthcr's robe 
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Cover*d my bosom from the chill night air. 
Our lives were girdled by one belt of love. 
Until he tum'd him from his father's gods. 
And then my soul fell from him — then the grass 
Grew in the way between our parted homes, 
And whcresoc*er I wander'd^ then it seem'd 
That all the woods were silent — I went forth — 
I joumey'd, with my lonely heart, aiiir. 
And so retum*d — ^and where was he ? — the earth 
Own'd him no more. 

Herrmann. But thou thyself, since then, 

Hast tumM thcc from tlie idols of thy tribe, 
And, like thy brother, bow'd the suppliant knee 
To the one God. 

Enonio, Yes, I have Icam'd to pray 

With my white father's words, yet all the more 
My heart, that shut against my brotlier's love, 
Hath been within me as an arrowy fire. 
Burning my sleep away. — In the night hush, 
'Midst the strange whispers and dim shadowy 

things 
Of the great forests, I have cali'd aloud, 
"Brother I forgive, forgive I" — He answer'd not — 
His deep voice, rising from the land of souls, 
Cries but " Avenge me /" — And I go forth now 
To slay his murderer, that when next his eyes 
Gleam on me moumfoUy from tliat pale shore, 
I may look up, and meet their glance, and say, 
*•! have avenged thee." 

Herrmann, Oh ! , that human love 

Should be the root of this dread bitterness, 
Till heaven through all the fever'd being pours 
Transmuting balsam ! — Stay, Enonio, stay ! 
Thy brother calls thee not ! — The spirit world, 
Where the departed go, sends back to earth 
No visitants for evil. — ^'T is the might 
Of the strong passion, the remorsefiil grief 
At work in thine own breast, which lends the 

voice 
Unto the forest and the cataract. 
The angry colour to the clouds of mom, 
The shadow to the moonlight — Stay, my son ! 
Thy brother is at peace. — Beside his couch. 
When of the murderer's poison'd shaft he died, 
I knelt and pray'd ; he named his Saviour's name, 
Meekly, beseechingly ; he spoke of thee 
In pity and in love. 

EnoniOy {kurxiedly.) Did he not say 
My arrow should avenge him 7 

Herrmann. His last words 

Were all forgiveness 

Enonio. What ! and shall the man 

Who pierced him with the shaft of treachery, 
Walk fearless forth in joy ? 

Herrmann. Was he not once 

Thy brother's friond ? — Oh ! trust me, not in joy 
He walks the frowning; forest Did keen love, 
Too late repentant of its heart estranged. 
Wake in thy haunted bosom, with its train 
or sounds and shadows — and shall he escaiie ? 
Enomo, dream it not !— Oiu- God, the All Just, 
Unto himself reserves tliis royalty — 
The secret chastening of the guilty heart, 
The fiery touch, the scourge that purifies. 
Leave it with him ! — Yet make it not thy hope — 



For tliat strong heart of thine — oh ! listen yet — • 
Must, in its depths, o'crcoinc the very wiah 
For death or torture to the guilty one. 
Ere it can sleep again. 

Enonio. . My father speaks 

Of change, for man too mighty. 

Herrmann. I but speak 

Of that which hath been, and again must "be. 
If thou wouldst join thy brother, in the life 
Of the bright country, where, I well believe. 
His soul rejoices^ — He had known such change. 
He died in peace. Ho, whom his tribe once named 
Tlie Avenging Eagle, took to his meek heart. 
In its last pangs, the spirit of those words 
Which, from the Saviour's cross, went up to 

heaven — 
** Forgive them^ for they know not fDhat they do, 
FaUier, forgive /" — And o'er the eternal bounds 
Of that celestial kingdom, undefiled. 
Where evil may not enter, he, I deem. 
Hath to his Master pass'd. — He waits thee there — 
For love, we trust, springs heavenward from the 

grave. 
Immortal in its holiness. — He calls 
His brother to the land of golden light 
And ever-living foimtains — couldst thou hear 
His voice o'er those briglit waters, it would aay, 
" My brother! oh ! be pure, be mercifiil ! 
That wo may meet again." 

EnoniOy {hesitating.) Can I return 

Unto my tribe, and unavenged ? 

Herrmann. To Him, 

To Him return, from whom thine erring stepe 
Have wandcr'd far and long I — ^Retum, my 8on« 
To thy Redeemer !— died he not in love — 
The sinless, tlie divine, the Son of God — 
Breathing forgiveness 'midst all agonies. 
And «?e, dare we \ye rutlrless ? — By His aid 
Shalt thou be guided to thy brother's place 
'Midst tlic pure spirits. — Oh ! retrace the way 
Back to thy Saviour ! he rejects no heart 
E'en with the dark stains on it, if true tears 
Be o'er them shower'd. — Ay, weep, thou Indian 

chief! 
For by the kindling moonlight, I lx;hold 
Thy proud lip's working: — weep, reUeve thy soul ! 
Tears will not slianie thy manhood, in the hour 
Of its great conflict 

Enonio, {giving up hie weapons to Herrmann,) 
Fatlier, take the bow. 
Keep the sharp arrows till the hunters call 
Forth to the chase once more.— And let me dwell 
A little while, my father ! by thy side. 
That I may hear the blessed words again — 
Like water-brooks amidst Die summer hilb— • 
From thy true lips flo^v fortli ; for in my heart 
The music and the memory of their sound 
Too long have dfed away. 

Herrmann. O, welcome back. 

Friend, rescued one ! — Yes, thou shalt be my guest. 
And we will pray beneath my sycamore 
Together, mom and eve ; and I will spread 
Tliy couch beside my fire, and sleep at last- 
After the visiting of holy thoughts — 
Willi dewy wing shall sink upon thine eyes — 
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Enter my home, and welcome, welcome hick 
To peace, to God, thou lost and found a^n ! 

[7%«y go into the cabin together — Herr- 
mann, lingering for a moment on the 
threMhold, look* up to the starry skies. 

Father ! that from amidst yon glorious worlds 
Now Iook*8t on us, thy children ! make this hour 
Blesscd for ever ! May it see the birth 
Of thine own image in the unf;kthom*d deep 
Of an immortal soul ; — a tiling to name 
With reverential tliought, a solemn world ! 
To Thee more precious than those thousand stars 
Burning on liigh in thy majestic Heaven ! 



THE DAY OF FLOWERa 
A mother's walk with her child. 



One gpirit — Hii 
Who wore the platted thorn with bleeding browi. 
Roles anivenal nature.— Not a flower 
But shuwi some touch, io frfckle, freak, or ataio, 
Of bin unrivaird pencil. He iiispirvs 
Their balmy ndoui*. and impartii their hues. 
AikI bolhoa their eyes with ncciar.— 
Happj who waika wiiii him. 

Covper. 



Come to the woods, my boy! 
Come to the streams and bowery dingles forth, 
My happy child ! The spirit of bright hours 
Wooes us in every wind; fresh wild-leaf scents 
From thickets where the lonely stock-dove broods, 
Enter our lattice ; fitful songs of joy 
Float in with each soft current of the air; 
And we will hear their summons; we will give 
One day to flowers, and sunshine, and glad 

thoughts. 
And thou shalt revel ^midst free nature's wealth. 
And, for thy motlicr, twine wild wreaths; while 

she 
From thy deligfht, wins to her own fond heart 
The vernal ec8t«i.sy of childhood back : — 
Come to the woods, my boy ! 
What ! wouldst thou lead already to the path 
Along the copsewood brook? Come then ! in truth 
Meet playmate for a child, a blessed child. 
Is a glad singing stream, heard, or unheard. 
Singing its melMly of happiness 
Amidst the reeds, and bounding in free grace 
To that sweet chime. — With what a sparkling life 
It fills the shadowy dingle ! now the wing 
Of some low-skinmiing swallow shakes bright 

spray 
Forth to the sunshine from its dimpled wave ; 
Now, from some pool of crystal darkness deep. 
The trout springs upward, with a showery gleam. 
And plashing sound of waters. What swifl rings 
Of mazy insects o'er the shallow tide 
Seem, as they glance, to scatter sparks of light 
From bumishM films ! And mark yon silvery line 
Of gossamer, so tremulously hung 
Across the narrow current, from the tuft 
Of hazels to the hoary poplar's bough ! 
See, in the air's transparence, how it waves. 



Quivering and gliskning with each faintest gale. 
Yet breaking not — a bridge tor fairy shapes, 
How delicate, how wondrous ! 

Yes ! my boy I 
Well may we take the stream's bright winding 

vein 
Our woodland guide, for He who made the stream 
Made it a clue to haunts of loveliness, 
For ever deepening. O, forget him not, 
Dear child ! that airy gladness which thou feel's! 
Wafling thee afler bird and butterfly. 
As 't were a breeze within thee, is not less 
His gift, his blessing on thy spring-timo hours. 
Than this rich outward 8un.shine» mantling all 
The leaves, and grass, and mossy tinted stones 
Witli summer glory. Stay tliy bounding step, 
My merry wanderer ! let us rest awhile 
By Uiis clear pool, where, in the shadow flung 
From elder boughs and osiers o'er its breast. 
The soil red of the flowering willow-herb 
So vividly is pictured. Seems it not 
E'en melting to a more transparent glow 
In that pure glass ? Oh ! beautiful are streams ! 
And, tiirough all ages, human hearts have loved 
Their music, still accordant witli each mood 
( )r sadness or of joy. And love hath grown 
Into vain worship, which hath left its trace 
On sculptured urn and altar, gleaming still 
Beneatli dim olive-boughs, by many a fount 
Of Italy and Greece. But we will take 
Our lesson e'en from erring hearts, which bless'd 
The rivet Deities or fountain Nymphs 
For the cool breeze, and for tiie freshening shade. 
And the sweet water's tune. The One supreme, 
The all-sustaining, ever-present God, 
Who dower'd tJic soul with inmiortality. 
Gave also these delights, to cheer on earth 
Its fleeting passage ; therefore let us greet 
Each wandering flower-scent as a boon from Him, 
Each bird-note, quivering 'midst light summer 

leaves. 
And every rich celestial tint unnamed, 
Wherewith transpierced, tiie clouds of mom and 

eve 
Kindle and melt away ! 

And now, in love. 
In grateful thoughts rejoicing, let us bend 
Our footsteps onward to tho dell of flowers 
Around the ruin'd mansion. Thou, my boy, 
Not yet, I deem, hast visited that lorn 
But lovely spot, whose loveliness for thee 
Will wear no shadow of subduing thoughtr— 
No colouring from the past This way our path 
Winds through the hazels ; — mark how brightly 

shoots 
The dragon-fly along the sunbeam's line. 
Crossing the leafy gloom. How full of life, 
The life of song, and breezes, and fi-ee wings, 
Is all the murmuring {^hadc ! and thine, O thine ! 
Of all the brightest and the happiest Jicre, 
My blessed child ! my gift of God ! that mak'st 
My heart o'erflow with siunmer ! 

Hast thou twined 
Thy wreath so soon ! yet will we loiter not. 
Though liere the blue-bell wave, and gorgeously 
Round the brown twi:$tod roots of yon scathed oak 
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The heath-flower spread its purple. We mast 

leave 
The copse, and tlu-ough yon broken avenue, 
ShadowM by drooping walnut fi)liage, reach 
The ruin*8 glade. 

And, lo ! be&re us, fair, 
Yet desolate, amidst the golden day, 
It stands, that house of sUenoe ! wedded now 
To verdant nature by the o'ermantling growth 
Of leaf and tendril, which fond woman*s hands 
Once loved to train. How the rich wall-flower 

scent 
From every niche and mossiy cornice floats, 
Embalming its decay ! the bee alone 
Is murmurmg from its casement, whence no more 
Shall the sweet eyes of laughing children shine. 
Watching some homeward footstep. See! un- 

bound 
^rom the old fretted stonc-work, what thick 

wreaths 
Of jasmine, borne by waste exuberance down, 
Trul through the grass their gleaming stars, and 

load 
The air with mournful fragrance, for it speaks 
Of life gone hence ; and the faint southern breath 
Of myrtle leaves from yon forsaken poroh. 
Startles the soul with sweetness ! yet rich knots 
Of garden flowers, far wandering, and self^wn 
Through all the sunny hollow, spread around 
A flush of youth and joy, free nature^s joy, 
UndimmM by human change. How kindly here 
With the low thyme and daisies, they have blent ! 
And, under arches of wild eglantine. 
Drooping from this tall elm, how strangely seems 
The firail gumcistus o*cr the turf to snow 
Its pearly flower-leaves down I— Go, happy boy 
Rove thou at will amidst these roving sweets. 
Whilst I, beside this fidlen dial-stone. 
Under the tall moss-rose tree, long unpruned. 
Rest where thiok clustering pansies weave around 
Their many-tinged mosaic, *midst dark grass, 
Bedded like jewels. 

He hath bounded on. 
Wild with delight ! — The crimson on his cheek 
Purer and richer e*en than that which lies 
In this deep-hearted rose-cup! — Bright moss-rose 
Though not so lorn, yet surely, gracious tree ! 
Once thou wert chcrishM I and, by human love. 
Through many a summer duly visited 
For thy bloom-offerings, which, o*er festal board, 
And youthful brow, and c^en the shaded couch 
Of long secluded sickness, may have shod 
A joy, now lost. 

Yet shall there still be joy, 
Where God hath pourM forth beauty, and the voice 
Of human love shall Btill be hoard in praise 
Over his glorious gifts ! — O Father, Lord! 
The All-Sencficcnt ! I bless thy name. 
That thou hast mantled the green earth with 

flowers, 
Linking our hearts to nature ! By the love 
Of their wild blossoms, our young footsteps first 
Into her deep recesses are beguiled. 
Her minster cells ; dark glen and forest bower. 
Where, thrilling with its earliest sense of thee. 
Amidst the low religious whisperings 



And shivery leaf-sounds of the solitude 
The spirit wakes to worship, and is made 
Thy living temple. By the breath of flowers, 
Thou callest us from city tlu-ongs spd cares. 
Back to the woods, the birds, the mountaiii 

streams. 
That sing of Thee! back to fi^c childhood's heart. 
Fresh with the dews of tenderness ! — ^Thou bidd*st 
The lilies of the field witli placid smile 
Reprove man's feverish strivings, and infuse 
Tfajrough his worn soul a more unworldly life. 
With their soft holy breath. Thou hast not left 
His purer nature, with its fine desires, 
Uncared for in this universe of thine ! 
The glowing rose attests it, the beloved 
Of poet hearts, touch'd by their fervent dreams 
With spiritual light, and made a source 
Of heaven-ascending thoughts. E'en to faint age 
Thou lend'st the vernal bliss :^;rThe old man's eye 
Falls on the kindling blossoms, and his soul 
Remembers youth and love, and hopefully 
Turns unto thee,, who call'st earth's burieid germs 
From dust to splendour ; as the mortal seed 
Shall, at thy summons, from the grave spring up 
To put on gIory> to be girt with power, 
And fill'd with immortuity. Receive 
Thanks, blessings, love, for these, thy lavish boons. 
And, most of aU, their heavenward influences, 
O Thou that gav'st us flowers ! 

Return, my boy. 
With all thy chaplets and bright bands, return ! 
See, with how deep a crimson eve hath touch'd 
And glorified the ruin ! glow-worm light 
Will twinkle on the dew-drops, ere we reach 
Our home again. Come, with thy last sweet 

prayer 
At thy blcss'd mother's knee, to-night shall thanks 
Unto our Father in his Heaven arise. 
For all the gladness, all the beauty shed 
O'er one rich day a£ flowers ! 



HYMN OF THE TRAVELLER'S HOUSEHOLD 
ON HIS RETURN. 

IN THE OI^DEN TIME. 



Joy ! tlie lost one is restored ! 
Sunshine oomes to hearth and board. 
From the far-off countries eld 
Of the diamond and red gold ; 
From the dusky archrr kinds, 
Roanicrs of the fiery snnds; 
From tlie desert winds, whose breath 
Smites with sudden silent death ; 
He hath reach'd his home again. 

Where we sing 
In thy praise a fervent strain, 

God our King ! 

Mightiest ! unto Thee he tum'd. 
When the noon-day fiercest bum'd; 
When the fountain springs were flup^ 
And the sounds of Arab wa^ 
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Sweird upon the miltry blast. 
And the sandy columns past. 
Unto Thee he cried ! and Thou, 
Me/ciful ! didst hear his vow ! 
Therefore unto Thee again 

Joy shall sinff, 
Many a sweet and thankful strain, 

God our King ! 

Thea wert with him on the main. 
And the snowy mountain-chain, 
And the rivers, dark and wide, 
Which through Indian forests glide. 
Thou didst guard him from the wrath 
Of the lion in his path. 
And the arrows on the breeze, 
And the dropping poison-trees ; 
Therefore from our household train 

Oil shall spring 
Unto Thee a blessing sfrain, 

Grod our King ! 

Thou to his lone watching wife 
Hast brought back the light of life ! 
Thou hast spared his lovmg child 
Home to greet him from the wild. 
Though the sons of eastern skies 
On his eheek have set their dyes. 
Though long toils ^d sleepleas cares 
On his brow have blanched the hairs. 
Yet the night of fear is flown. 
He is living and our own ! — 
Brethren ! spread his festal board. 
Hang his mantle and his sword 
With the armour on the wall. 
While this long, long silent hall 
Joyfulljr doth hear agam 

Voice and string 
Swell to Thee the exulting strain, 

God our King ! 



May sit undimm*d ! a gladness rest his own. 

Unspeakable, and to the world unknown ! 

Such as from childhood's morning land of dreams, 

RememberM faintly, gleams, 
Faintly remembered, and too swiftly flown ! 

So let him walk with Thee, 

Made by Thy spirit free ; 
And when thou call'st him from his mortal place, 
To his last hour be still that sweetness given, 
That joyful trust ! and brightly let him part, 
With lamp clear burning, and unlingering heart, 

Mature to meet in heaven 

His Saviour's &ce ! 



A PRAYER OF AFFECTION. 



Blessings, O Father, shower ! 
Father of mercies ! round his precious head ! 
On his lone walks and on his thoughtful hour. 
And the pure visions of his midnight bed. 

Blessings be shed ! 

Father ! I pray Thee not 
For earthly treasure to that most beloved. 
Fame, fortune, power ; — oh ! be his spirit proved 
By these, or by their absence, at Thy will ! 
But let thy peace be wedded to his lot. 
Guarding his inner life Scorn touch of ill, 

WiUi its dove-pinion still ! 

Let such a sense of Thee, 
Thy watching presence, thy sustaining love. 
His bosom guest inalienably be. 

Thai wheresoever he move, 

A heavenly light serene 

Upon his heart and mien 



THE PAINTER'S LAST WORK.* 



C]up iM a little lomer od the brink 

or life, while I cao feel thy dear oaraa; 

And wh«) this heart bath ceaMd to beat, oh ! thiok. 

And let it mitigate thy woe'a eioea. 

That thou baai been to me allteodemeii, 

And friend to more than human fKendiUp jiMt— 

Oh ! by that retroepoet of hap|rioe«. 

And by the hope of an fanmortal tmit, 

God riiall amage thy panga when I am laid fai dmt! 



The geene U in an Englith cottage. The lattice 
opens upon a landscape at euneet. 

Eugene — Teresa. 

Tsreea. The fever's hue hath left thy cheek, 

beloved. 
Thine eyes, that make the day-spring in my 

heart, 
Are clear and still once more ! — ^wilt thou look 

forth? 

Now, while the sunset, with low-streaming light — 
The light thou lovest— hath made the dm-wood 

stems 

All burning bronze, the river molten gold ! 
Wilt thou be raised upon thy couch, to meet 
The rich air fill'd with wandering scents and 

soimds? 
Or shall I lay thy dear, dear head once more 
On this true bosom, lulling thoc to rest 
With our dwn evening hymn ? 

Eugene, Not now, dear love, 

My soul is wakeful — ^lingcring to look forth. 
Not on the sun, but thee ?~Doth the light sleep 
On the stream tenderly 7— «nd are the stems 
Of our own elm trees, by its alchemy. 
So richly changed ? and is the sweet-brier scent 
Floating around ? — But I have said fkrewell. 
Farewell to earth, Teresa ! — ^not to thee ; 
Nor yet to our deep love, nor yet awhile 
Unto the spirit of mine art, which flows 
Back on my soul in mastery .^-One last work ! 
And I will shrine my wealth of glowing thoughts, 
Clinging affections, and undying hopes, 
All, all m that memorial ! 



*BuggeMed by the cloeiuR aoene in the life of the painlar 
Blake, which ia beautifully related by Allan C 
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TVrtM. Oh, what dream 

I0 this, mine own Eagene ? — Waste thou not thus 
T^y scarce returning strength; keep thy rich 

thoughts 
For happier days! they will not melt away 
Like passing music from the luto— dear friend! 
Dearest of friends ! thou canst win back at will 
7he glorious visions. 

Eugene. Yes! the unseen land 

Of glorious visions hath stot forth a voice ' 
To call me hence. — Oh ! be thou not deceived! 
Bind to thy heart no earthly hope, Teresa ! 
I must, must leave thee I — Yet be strong, my love. 
As thou hast still been gentle. 

Teresa. O Eugene ! 

What will this dim world be to me, Eugene ! 
When wanting thy bright soul, the life of all? 
My only sunshine ! — How can I bear on ? 
How can we part? We that have loved ao well, 
With clasping spirits linkM so long by grief^ 
By tears, by prayer ? 

Eugene, E*on therefore we can part 

With an immortal trust that such high love 
Is not of things to perish. 

Let me leave 
One record still of its ethereal flame 
Brighteninpr through death's cold shadow. Once 

again, 
Stand with thy meek hands folded on thj breast, 
And eyes half veilM, in thine own soul absorbed 
As in thy watchings, ere I sink to sleep ; 
And I will give the bending flowerrlike grace 
Of that soft form, and the still sweetness throned 
On that pale brow, and in that quivering smile 
Of voiceless love, a life that shall outlast 
Their delicate earthly being. There ! thy head 
Bow*d down with beauty, and with tenderness, 
And lowly thought— even thus — my own Teresa ! 
Oh \ the- quick glancing radiance and bright 

bloom 
That once around thee hung, have melted now 
Ihto more solemn light — but holier far, 
And dearer and yet lovelier in mine eyes, 
Than all that summer flush ! For by my couch, 
Jn patient and serene devotedncss, 
Thou hast made those rich hues and sunny smiles 
Thine offering unto me. Oh ! I may give 
fhose pensive lips, that clear Madonna brow, 
And the sweet earnestness of that dark eye, 
Unto the canvas ;— rl may catch the flow 
Of all those drooping locks, and glorify 
With a soft halo what is imaged thus — 
But how much rests unbreathed! my faithful one. 
What thou hast been to me ! This bitter world, 
This cold unahswerin^ world, that hath no voice 
To greet the ffentle spirit that drives back 
All birds of Eden, which would sojourn here 
A little while — ^how have I tum*d away 
From its keen soulless air, and in thy heart 
Found ever the sweet fountain of response, 
To quench my thirst for home ! 

The dear work grows 
Beneath my hand, — ^the Jast ! 

Teresa, (falling on his neck in tears.) 

Eugene, Eugene ! 

Break not my heart with thine excess of love ! — 



Oh ! must I lose thee— thou that hast been ttiQ 
The tcnderest — liest — 

Eugene. Weep, weep not tlms, beloved ! 
Let my^true heart o'er thine retain iU* power 
Of soothing to tlic last ! — Mine own Teresa ! 
Take strength troni strong affection! — Let our 

souls. 
Ere this brief parting, mingle in one strain 
Of deep, fiill thanksgiving, for God's rich boon— 
Our perfect love ! — Oh ! blessed have we been 
In that high gift ! Thousands o'er earth may pass 
With hearts imfreshen'd by the heavenly dew. 
Which hath kept ours from withering. — ^Kneel, 

true wife ! 
And lay thy liands in mine. — 

[She kneels beside the couch ; he prays, 
O, thus receive 
Thy children's thanks, Creator ! for the love 
Which thou hast granted, through all earthly 

woes, 
To spread heaven's peace around them; which 

hath bound 
Their spirits to each other and to thee, 
With links whereon unkindness ne'er hath 

breathed, 
Nor wandering thought We thank thee, gracious 

God! 
For all its treasiy'ed memories! tender cares, 
Fond words, bright, bright sustaining looks, uiu 

changed 
Through tears and joy. O Father ! most of all 
We tliank, we bless Thee, for the priceless trust 
Through Thy redeeming Son vouciisafed, to those 
That love in Thee, of union, in Thy sight. 
And in Thy heaven's, immortal! — Hear our 

prayer ! 
Take home our fond affections, purified 
To spirit-radiance from all earthly stain ; 
Exalted, solemnized, made fit to dwell. 
Father ! where all things that are lovely meet 
And all things that are pure — fot evermore. 
With Thee and Thme ! 



MOTHER'S LITANY BY THE SICK-BED 
OF A CHILD. 



Saviour that of woman borUf 
Mother-sorrow didst not scorn. 
Thou with whose lost anguish strove 
One dear thought of eartlily love ; 
Hear and aid ! 

Low he lies, my precious child. 
With his spirit wanderipg wild 
From its gladsome tasks and play. 
And its bright tliougiits far away :— r 
Saviour, aid ! 

Pain sits heavy on his brow, 
E'en though dumber seal it now ; 
Round his lip is quivering stri^ 
In his hand miquict life ; 

Aid, oh ! aid | 
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Sariour! loose the burning^ chun 
From his feverM heart and brain. 
Give, oh ! give his young soul back 
Into ita own cloudless track ! 

Hear and aid ! 

Thou that said'st, '*av>ake, arise T 
E'en when death iiad quench*d the eyes. 
In this hour of griers deep sighing, 
When oVrweahed hope is dying ! 
Hear and aid ! 

Yet, oh ! make him thine, all thine. 
Saviour ! whether Death's or mine ! 
Yet, oh ! pour on human lovoi 
Strength, trust, patience, fiom above ! 
Hear and aid ! 



NIGHT HYMN AT SEA. 

THE W0KD8 WKITTEN FOR A MKLODT BY FELTON. 

NiGRT sinks on the wave, 

Hollow gusts are sighiiig, 
Sea-birds to their cave 

Through the gloom are flying. 
Oh ! should storms come sweeping 
lliou, in Heaven unsleeping, 
O'er thy children vigil keeping, 

Hear, hear, aiid save! 

Stars look o'er the sea. 

Few, and sad, and shrouded ! 
Faith our light must be. 

When all else is clouded. 
Thou, whose voice came thrilling. 
Wind and billow stilling. 
Speak once more ! our prayer fulfilling — 

Power dwells with Thee ! 



FEMALE CHARACTERS OF SCRIPTURE. 
A SERIES OF SONNETS. 



Yonr tenti are detolate ; your itatolf Btept, 
Of all thair choral danoag. have not left 
One trace beside ibe foantaim; jour full cap 
or sladoen aod of treinbUog, each alike 
Is broken : yet amidit andyiog thinf a. 
The mind itill koupa your k)veline«, and still 
All the ftesh glories of the early world 
Hanf round you in the spirit's pictured halls 
Nsvartochanie! 

I. 

INVOCATION. 

As the tired voyager on stormy seas 

Invokes the coming of bright birds from shore, 
To wafl him tidings with the gentler breeze. 

Of dim sweet woods that hear no billows' roar ; 

So from the depths of days, when earth yet 
wore 



Her solemn beauty and primeval dew, 

I coll you, gracious Forms ! Oh! come, restcve 
Awhile that holy freshness, .and renew 
Life's morning dreams. Coinc with the voice, 
the lyre, 
Daughters of Judah! with tlic timbrel rise! 
Ye of the dark prophetic eastern eyes, 
Imperial in their visionary fire ; 
Oh ! steep my soul in that old glorious time. 
When God's own whisper shook the cedars of 
your clime I 

II. 

INVOCATION CONTINUED. 

And come, ye faithful I round Messiah seen. 
With a soft harmony of tears and light 

Streaming through all your spiritual mien, 
As in calm clouds of pearly stillness bright. 
Showers weave with sunshine, and transpierce 
their slight 

Ethereal cradle. — From your heart subdued 
All haughty dreams of power had wing'd their 
flight. 

And lefl high place for martyr fortitude. 

True faith, long suffering love. — Come to me, 
come! 
And as the seas beneath your master's tread 
Fell into crystal smoothness, round him spread 

Like the clear pavement of his heavenly home ; 
So in your presence, let the soul's great deep 
Sink to the gentleness ef infant sleep. 

UL 

TH£ SONG OF MIRIAM. 

A song for Israel's God ! — Spear, crest, and helm, 

Lay by the billows of the old Red Sea, 
When Miriam's voice o'er that sepulchral realm 

Sent on the blast a hymn of jubilee ; 
With her lit eye, and long hair floalmg free, 

Queen-like she stood, and glorious was the 
strain. 
E'en as instinct with the teOipcstuous glee 

Of the dark waters, tossing o'er the slain. 
A song for God's own victory ! — O, thv lays, 

Bright Poesy ! were holy in their birth :•— 
How hath it died, thy seraph note of praise, 

In the bewildering melodies of earth ! 
Return from troubling bitter founts — return. 
Back to the life-springs of thy native um ! 

IV. 



The plume-like swaying of the auburn com. 
By soft winds to a dreamy motion fimn'd, 

Stiil brings me back Uiine image — Oh ! forlorn. 
Yet not forsaken, Riilh !-^l see thee stand 
Lone, 'midst the ^ladnes,s of tiie harvest band-* 

Lone as a wood-bird on tiie ocean's foam, 
Fall'n in its weariness. Thy father-land 

Smiles far away ! yet to the ecnsc of home. 
That finest, purcnt, wliich can recognize 
Home in affection's glance, for ever true 

Beats thy calm heart ; and if tliy gentle eyes 
Gleam tremulous throu.<;h tears, 't is not to me 
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Those words, immortal in their deep Love's tone, 
** Thy people and thy God shaU he mine oumP* 



THE YIGU. OF MZPAH. 

" And Rizpah. th« danghter of Atah, took nekdoth, and 
•prettd it for her upon the rock, from the begiDning of harveit 
until water dropped upon them out of heairen ; and laftred 
neither the birdi of the air to reat on them by day. nor the 
beasts of the fieU by night."-9 Sam. ni. 10. 

Who watches on the mountain with the dead. 
Alone before the awfuhiess of night ? — 
A seer awaiting the deep spirit's might? 

A warrior guarding some dark pass of dread ? 

No, a lorn woman! — On her drooping head. 
Once proudly graceful, heavy beats the rain : 
She recks not — ^living for the unburied slain, 

Only to scare the vulture from their bed. 

So, night by night, her vigil hath she kept 

With the pale stars, and witli the dews hath 
wept;— 
Oh ! surely some bright Presence firom above 

On those wild rocks the lonely one must aid ! — 

£'en so; a strengthener through all storm and 
shade, 
Th' unconquerable Angel, mightiest Love! 

VL 

THE KEPLY OF THE SHVNAIHTB WOMAN. 
** And she answerad, 1 dwell among mine own people.**— 
S Kingg, IT. 13. 
** I dwell among mine own." — Oh! happy thou ! 

Not for the sunny clusters of the vine, 
Nor for the olives on the mountain's brow ; 
Nor the flocks wandering by the flowery line 
Of streams, that make Sie green land where 
they shine 
Laugh to the light of waters-^not for these, 
Nor the soft shaidow of ancestral trees, 

Whose kindly whisper floats o'er thee and 
thine— 
Oh ! not for theee I call thee richly Uest, 
Bat for the meekness of thy woman's breast, 
Where that sweet depth of still contentment 
lies; 
And for thy holy household love, vfhich clings 
Unto i|]l ancient and familiar things. 
Weaving from each some link for nome's dear 
diarities. - 

VIL 

THE ANNUNCIATION. 

Lowliest of women, and most glorified ! 

In thy« still beauty sitting calm and lone, 
A brightness round thee grew — and by thy side 
Kindling the air, a form ethereal shone. 
Solemn, yet breathing gladness* — From her 
throne 
A queen had risen with more imperial eye, 
A stately prophetess of victory 
From her proud lyre had struck a tempest^s 
tone. 
For such high tidings as to thee were brought. 
Chosen of Heaven! that hour: — but thou,0 
Ihou ! 



E'en as a flower with gracious rains o'erfraught. 
Thy virgin head beneath its crown didst bow. 
And take to thy meek breast th' all holy word. 
And own thyself the handmaid of the Lord. 

VIIL 

THE BONG OF THE YIROIN. 

Yet as a sun-burst flushing mountain snow, 

Feu the celestial touch of fire ere long 
On the pale stillness of thy thoughtful brow, 

And thy calm spirit lighten'd mto song. 

Unconsciously perchance, yet firee and strong 
Flow'd tfie majestic joy of tuneful words. 

Which living harps the choirB of Heaven 
among* 
Might well have link'd with their divinest diords, 
FuU many a strain, borne fiir on glory's blast, 
Shall leave, where once its haughbr music pass'd. 

No more to memory than a reed's faint sigh ; 
While thine, O childlike virgin ! through all time 
Shall send its fervent breath o'er every clime. 

Being of God, and therefore not to die. 

IX. 

THE PENITENT ANOINTING CHEIST's FEET. 

There was a moumfulness in angel eyes, 

That saw thee, woman ! bright in this world's 
train. 
Moving to pleasure's airy melodies. 

Thyself the idol of the enchanted strain. 

But from thy beauty's garland, brief and vain. 
When one by one the rose-feaves had been torn. 

When thy heart's core had quiver'd to the pain 
Through every life-nerve sent by arrowy soom ; 
When thou didst kneel to pour sweet odours flirth 

On the Redeemer's feet, with many a sigh. 
And showering tear-drop, of yet richer worth 

Than all those costly bslms of Arab^ ; 
Then was there joy, a song of joy in Heaven, 
For thee, the cluld won l^ck, the penitent for- 
given! 

X. 

MAKT AT THE FEET OF CHKJ8T. 

Oh! blest beyond all daughters of the earth! 

What were the Orient's thrones to that low seat 
Where thy hush'd spirit drew celestial birth 7 

Marv ! meek listener at the Saviour's feet! 

No feverish cares to that divine retreat 
Thy woman's heart of silent worship brought. 

But a firesh childhood, heavenly truth to meet, 
With love, and wonder, and submissive thought 
Oh I for the holy quiet of thy, breast, 

'Midst the world's eager tones and footsteps 
flying ! 

Thou, whose calm soul was like a well-spring 
lying 
So deep and still in its transparent rest. 
That e'en when noontide bums upon the hills. 
Some one bright solemn star all its lone mirror fills. 

XI. 

THE SISTERS OF BBTHAN7 AFTER THE DEATH OF 
LAZARUS. 

One grief, one faith, O sisters of the dead * 



Digitized by 



Google 



SCENES AND HYMNS OF LIFE. 



375 



Wu in your bosoniB — thou, whose steps, made 

fleet 

By keen hope fluttering in the heart which bled. 

Bore thee as wings, the Lord of Life to greet ; 

And thou, that duteous in thy still retreat 
Pidst wait his summoDs then with reverent love 

Fall weeping at the blest Deliverer's feet, 
. Whont c*en to heavenly tears thy woe could move, 
And which to Him^ the All Seemff and All Just, 
Was loveliest, that quick zeal, or lowly trust 7 
Oh ! question not, and let no law be given 

To those unveilings of its deepest shrine, 

By the wrong spirit made in outward sign : 
Free service fix>m the heart is all in all to Heaven. 

XIL 

THK MBMORIAL OF MAAT. 

** Verilr I ny who jrop. wherMoevw this gospel riisD be 
preaehed in the wbob world, there ilwlJ aJio thii, that thn 
woman bath done, be told for a manoiialor her."— JMilttev. 
zxTi. IS.—See alio JUta, xii. 3. 

Thou hast thy record in the monarch's hall; 

And on the waters of the fiir mid sea ; 
And where the miehty mountain-shadows fidl. 

The Alpine hanuet keeps a thought of thee : 

Where'er, beneath some Oriental tree. 
The Christian traveller rests->where'er the child 

Looks upward from the English mother's knee. 
With earnest eyes in wondering reverence mild, 
There art thou known — where'er the Book of 

Light 
Bears hope and healing, there, beyond all blight. 

Is borne thy memory, and all praise above ; 
Oh ! say what deed so lifted thy sweet name, 
Mary ! to that pure silent plaoe of fame 7 

One lowly offering of exceeding love. 

XHL 

■rax WOMEN OF JmUSALEM AT THE CROSS. 

Like those pale stars of tempest hours, whose 
gleam 
Waves calm and constant on the rocking mast. 
Such by the Cross doth your bright lingering 



Daughters of Zion ! fiuthful to the last ! 
Ye, through the darkness o'er the wide earth 
cast 
By the death^loud within the Saviour's eye. 

E'en till away the heavenly spirit pass'd. 
Stood in the shadow of his agony. 
O blessed fiiith ! a guiding lamp, that hour, 
Was lit for woman's heart ; to her, whose dower 

Is all of love and suflbring from her birth ; 
Still hath your act a voice'— through fear, through 
strife. 
Bidding her bind each tendril of her life. 
To that which her deep soul hath proved of holiest 
worth. 

XIV. 

MAEY MAGDALEMB AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

Weeper ! to thee how bright a mom was given 
After thy long, long vigil of despair, 

When that high voice which burial rocks had 
riven, 
Thrill'd with immortal tones the silent air ! 



Never did clarion's royal blast declare 
Such tale of victory to a breathless crowd. 

As the deep sweetness of one word could bear. 
Into thy heart of hearts, O woman ! bow'd 
By strong affection's anguish !^one low word-*- 

**Mdryr* — and all ue triumph wrung from 



Was thus reveal*d ! and thou, that so hadst err'd^ 
So wept and been forgiven, in trembling faith 
Didst cast thee down before th' all-conquering 
Son, 
Awed by the mighty gift thy tears and love had 
won! 

XV. 

MARY MAGDALENE BEARING TIDIN08 OF THE 
RESURRECTION. 

Then was a task of glory all thine own. 

Nobler than e'er the still small voice assign'd 
To lips in awful music making known 

The stormy splendours of some prophet's mind. 

** Christ is arisen !" by thee to wake mankind. 

First from the sepulchre those words were 

brought ! 

Thou wert to send the mighty rushing wind 

First on its way, with those high tidings fraught — 

" ChriH ha$ arisen r — ^Thou, than, the sin en- 

thrall'd, 
Earth*s outcast. Heaven's own ransom'd one, wert 

call'd 
In human hearts to give that rapture birth ; 
Oh! raised firom shame to brightness! — ^there 

doth lie 
The tendcrest meaning of His mimstry. 
Whose undespairing love still own'd the spirits 
worth. 



THE TWO MONUMENTS. 



Oh ! bleat are they who lire and die Uke *' him.** 
Loved with aoch love, and with raeh aonow mooni'd * 



Banners hong drooping from on high 
In a dim cathedral's nave. 

Making a gorgeous canopy 
O'^er a noble, noble grave ! 

And a marble warrior's form beneath. 
With hehn and crest afmy^ 

As on his battle bed of death, 
Lay in their crimson shade. 

Triumph yet linger'd in his eye. 
Ere by the dark night seal'd. 

And his head was piliow'd haughtily 
On standard and on shield. 

And shadowing that proud trophy pile 
With the glory of his wing, 

An eagle sat; — ^yet seem'd the while 
Panting tlirough Heaven to spring. 
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He sat upon a shiverM lance, 

There by the sculptor bound; 
But in the light of his lifted glance 

Was that which scomM the ground. 

And a burning flood of gem<.like huoi 

From a storied window pourM, 
There fell, there centred, to suflTuse 

The conqueror and his sword. 

A flood of hues! — ^but one rich dye 

O'er all supremely spread, 
With a purple robe of royalty 

Mantling the mighty dead. 

Meet was that robe for Aim whose name 

Was a trumpet note in war. 
His pathway still the march of fame. 

His eye the battle star. 

But faintly, tenderly was thrown 

From the coloured light one ray, 
Where a low and nale memorial stone 

By the couch of glory lay. 

Few were the fond words chiflellM filere, 

Mourning for partenl worth ; 
But the very heart of love and prayer 

Had given their sweetness forth. 

They spoke of one whose life had been 

Ab a hidden streamlet's course, 
Bearing on health and joy unseen. 

From its clear mountain source ; 

Whose young pure memory, lying deep, 

'Midst rock, and wood, and hill. 
Dwelt in the homei where poor men sleep,* 

A soft light meek and still : 

Whose gentle voice, too early call'd 

Unto Music's land away, 
Had won for God the earth's enthndl'd, 

hj words of silvery sway. 

These were his victories — ^yet enroH'd 

In no high song of fame, 
The pastor of the mountain-fold 

Left but to Heaven his name. 

To Heaven and to the peasants hearth, 

A blessed household sound — 
And finding lowly love on earth, 

EInough, enough he found ! 

Bright and more bright before me gleam'd 

That sainted image still; 
Till one sweet mooidight memory seem'd 

The regal fane to fiU. 

Oh ! how my silent spirit tum'd 
From those proud trophies nig^i; . 

How my full heart within me burn'd 
Like Him to live and die I 



THE MEMORY OF THE DEAD. 



FoROiT them not ! though now their i 

Be but a mournful sound. 
Though by the hearth its utterailoe claim 

A stiUness round : 

Thoofh for their sake this earth no more 

As it hath been, may be. 
And shadows, never mark'd before. 

Brood o'er each tree : 

And though their image dim the sky, 

Yet, yet, forget them not ! 
Nor, where their love and life went by. 

Forsake the spot ! 

They have a breathing influence there, 
A charm not elsewhere found ; 

Sad-— yet it sanctifies the air, 
The stream, the ground. 

Then, though the wind an alter'd tone 
Through tlie young foliage bear, ' 

Though every flower, of something gone, 
A tinge may wear : 

Oh, fly it not! — no fruitlesa CTief 

Thus in tlieir presence folt, 
A record links to every leaf^ 

There, where they dwelt 

Still trace the path which knew their tnud^ 
Still tend their garden bower. 

Still commune with the holy dead. 
In each lone hour. 

The ttoly dead ! — oh ! blest we are. 

That we may call them so, 
And to their image look afar. 

Through all our woe ! 

Blest that the things they loved on earth 

As relics we may hold, 
That wake sweet thoughts of parted worth 

By springs untold i 

Blest, that a deep and chastening power 
Thus o'er our souls is given, 

If but to bird, or song, or flower. 
Yet, all for Heaven. 



ANGEL VISITa 



No mere of talk where God or anvel gncal 
With men. ea with hia friend, familiar uaed 
To ait iiidulceat, and with him partake 
Rural repaat. 

MUUm, 



* Lore hod he seen in hula where poor men lie. 

Wordnoortki 



Are ye for ever to your skies departed? 

Oh ! will yc visit this dim world no more 7 
Ye, whose bright wings a solemn splendour darted 

Though Eden's fi^h and flowering shades of 
yore? 
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Now are the fountains dried on that sweet spot, 
And ye^-H>ur faded earth beholds yoa not ! 

Yet, by your shining eyes not all forsaken, 
Man wanderM from his Paradise away ; 

Ye, from forgetfbhiess his heart to waken, 
Came down, hi^h guests ! in many a later day. 

And with the Patriarchs, under vine or oak, 

*Midst noontide calib or hush of evening, spoke. 

From you, the veil of midnight darkness rending. 
Came the rich mysteries to the Sleeper's eye. 

That saw your hosts ascending and descending 
On those bright steps between the earth and 
sky; 

Trembling he woke, and bow*d o'er glory's trace. 

And worshipp'd, awestruck, in that fearftil pkce. 

By Chebar's* brook ye pass'd, such radiance 
wearing 

As mortal vision mi^ht but ill endure ; 
Along the stream the living chariot bearing, 

With its high crystal arch, intensely^ pure ! 
And the dread rushing of your wings that hour. 
Was like the noise of waters in their power. 

But in the Olive mount, by night appearing, 
'Midst the dim leaves, your holiest work was 
done! 
Whose was the vt>ice that came divinely cheering, 
Fraught with the breath of God, to aid his 
Son?— 
Haply of those that, on the moon-lit plains. 
Wafted good tidings unto Syrian swains. 

Yet one more task vras yours ! your heavenly 
dwelling 
Ye left, and by th' unseal'd sepulchral stone. 
In glorious raiment, sat ; the weepers telling, 
That He they sought had triumph'd, and was 
gone! 
Now have ye left us for the brighter shore. 
Your presence lights the lonely groves no more. 

But may ye not, unseen, around us hover. 
With gentle promptings and sweet influence 
yet. 
Though the fresh glory of those days be over. 
When, 'midst the pelm-trees, man your fboi- 
steps met ? 
Are ye not near when fiiith and hope rise high, 
When Ibve, by strength, o'ermasters agony ? 

Are ^e not near when sorrow, onrepining, 
Yi^ds up life's treasures unto Him who gave ? 

When martyrs, all things for his sake resigning. 
Lead on the march of death, serenely brave ? 

Dreams !-^but' a deeper thought our souls may 

Onei, One m near — a spirit holier still ! 
*EcokMl,eh^p. x. 



A PENITENTS RETURN. 



Can (oilt or mimrr ever enter here 1 ■ (, 
Ah ! DO, the ipirit of domett ic peace, ' 

Though cofan and gentle ai the brooding dove 
And ever marmuring forth a quiet wog, 
Guardi, powerfuJ at the iword or Cherubim , 
The hallow'd Porch. She hath a beaveoly amile. 
That linki into the sullen lonl of Tioe. 
And wins him o'er to Turtue. 

WiUon. 



Mt father's house once more 
In its own moonlight beauty ! Yet around, 
Something amidst the dewy calm profound. 

Broods, never mark'd before ! 

Is it the brooding nigl^t, 
Is it the shivery creeping on the air. 
That makes the home, so tranquil and so fidr, • 

O'erwhdming to my sight 7 

AU solemnized it seems. 
And Btill, and darken'd in each time-worn hue. 
Since the rich clustering roses met my view. 

As now, by starry gleams. 

And this hi?h elm, where last 
I stood and linger'd— where my sisters made 
Our mother's iMwcr — I deem'd not that it cast 

So fitr and dark a shade ! 

How spirit-like a tone 
Sighs through yon tree ! My Other's place ww 

there, 
At evening hours, while soft winds waved his hair ! 

Now those gray locks are gone ! 

My soul grows faint with fear ; 
Even as if angel steps had mark'd the sod. 
I tremble where I move— the voice of God 

Is in the foliage here ! 

Is it indeed the night 
That makes my home so awful? Faithless' 

hearted! 
'T is that from thine own bosom hath departed 

The inborn gladd'ning light ! 

No outward thing is changed; 
Only the joy of purity is fled. 
And, long from nature's melodies estranged^ 

T%ou hear'st their tones with dread. 

Therefore, the caln^ abode. 
By thy dark spirit, is o'erhung with shade ; 
And, therefore, in the leaves, the voice of God^ 

Makes thy sick heart afraid ! 

The night-flowers round that door 
Still breathe pure fragrance on the imtainted air< 
Thou, thou alone art worthy now no more 

To pass, and rest thee there. 
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And miut I turn away 7 — 
Hark, hark I — ^it is my mother's voice I hear — 
Sadder than once it seem'd — ^yet soft and clear— 

Doth she not seem to pray 7 

My name ! — I caught the sonnd! 
Oh ! blessed tone of love^the deep, the mild — 
Mother, my mother ! now receive thy child, 

Take back the lost and found ! 



A THOUGHT OF PARADISE. 



We receive but wint we give. 
And in oar life alone doei niture live ; 
Oun it her weddioc garment, oura her ihroud. 
And would we aoitht heboid of higher worth 
Than that mnoimate cold world allow'd 
To the poor, loveleM^ ever-anzioiu crowd ; 
Ah ! from the aoul itself muit iamie forth 
A lif ht, a glory, a fair lominoua cloud, 

Eoveloping the earth— 
And ftom the wal itaelf most there be wnt 
A iwqet and potent voice of its own birth. 
Of all fweet touods the life and element. 

CblerUgt. 

Grkkn spot of holy ground ! 

If thou couldst yet l^ foimd. 
Far in deep woods, with all thy starry flowers ; 

If not one sullying breath 

Of time, or change, or death, 
Had touch*d the vernal glory of thy bowers; 

Might our tired pilgrim-feet, . 

Worn bv the desert's heat, 
On the bright freshness of thy turf repose? 

Might our eyes wander there 

Through heaven's transparent air, 
And rest on colours of the immortal rose 7 

Say, would thy balmy skies 

And fountain-melodies 
Our heritage of lost delight restore? 

Cotdd thy soft honey-dews 

Through all our veins difiuse 
The, early, child-like, trustful sleep onoo more? 

And might we, in the shade 

By thy tall cedars made, 
VfHh angel voices high communion hold ? 

Would their sweet solemn tone 

Give back the mu^ic gone. 
Our Being's harmony, so jarr'd of old 7 

Oh ! no— thy sunny hours 

Might come with blossom showers, 
AH thy yoimg leaves to spirit lyres might thrill; 

But we— should we not brmg 

Into thy realms of spring 
The shadows of our souls to haunt us still? 

What could iky flowers and airs 

Do for our earth-bom cares ? 
Would the world's chain melt off and leave Qs 
free? 

No ! — past each living stream. 

Still would some fever dream 
Track the lorn wanderers, meet no more ft>r thee ! 



Should we not shrinH with fear, n 

If angel steps were near, 
Feeling our burdcn'd souls within us die ? 

How migiit our passions brook 

The still and searciiing look. 
The star-like glance of seraph purity 7 ! 

Thy goldcn-fruited grove 

Was not for pining love ; 
Vain- sadness woiild but dim thy crystal skies f 

Oh ! Thou wert but a part 

Of what man's exiled heart 
Hath lost — ^the dower of inborn Paradise ! 



LET US DEPART. 



It if mentiooed br Joeephus, that a Aoti time previoaBlf- ta 
the deatmetion of Jeroialem br the Romana, the pr ie al a , f omff 
by nifht into the inner court of the temple to perform the* 
•acred miniitrationa at the feaat of Pentecont. felt a qaakiBCv 
and heard a ruvhiDg noiw, and, afVer that, a lound aa of » 
great multitude lajriog, " Let us depart hence.** 



Night hung on Salem's towers, 
And a brooding hush profound 

Lay where the Roman eagle shone, 
High o'er the tents around. 

The tents tiiat rose by thousands 
In tlie moonlight glimmering pale; 

Like white waves of a frozen sea. 
Filling an Alpine vale. 

And the temple's massy shadow 
Fell broad, and dark, and still,- 

In peace, as if the Holy One 
Yet watch'd his chosen hilL 

But a fearful sound was heard 
In that old fiine's deepest heart, 

As if mighty win^ rush'd by. 
And a dread voice raised the cry, 
"Let us depart!" 

Within the fated city 

E'en then fierce discord raved. 
Though o'er night's heaven the comst 

Its vengefiil token waved. 



There were shouts of kindred war&re 
Through the dark streets ringing high. 

Though every sign was full wluch told 
Of the bloody vintage nigh. 



Though the wild red spears and 
Of many a meteor host, 

Went flashing o'er the holy stars. 
In the sky now seen, now lost 

And that fearful sound was heard 
In the Temple's deepest heart. 

As if mighty wings rush'd by, 
And a voice cried mournfully^ 
" Let us depart !" 
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Bat within the &ted city 
There was revehry that night ; 

The wine-cup and the timbrel note, 
And the blaze of banquet light 

The footsteps of the dancer 
Went bounding through the hall. 

And the music of the dulcimer 
Summoned to festival. 

While the clash of brother weapons 
Made lightning in the air, 

And the dying at the palace gates 
Lay down in their despair. 

And that fearflil sound was heard 
At the Temple*s thrilling hearty 

As if mighty wings rubtk'd by, 
And a dread voice raised the cry, 
** Let U9 depart r 



ON A PICTURE OF CHRIST BEARING 
THE CROSS, 

PAINTED BT VXLA8QUIZ.* 



By the dark stiUness brooding in the sky, 
Holiest of sufferers ! round thy path of woe. 

And by the weight of mortal agony 
Laid on thy drooping form and pale meek 
brow, 

My heart was awed : the burden of thy pain 

Suik on me with a mystery and a cham. 

I lookM once more, and, as the virtue shed 
Forth from thy robe of old, so M a ray 

Of victory from thy mien ! and round thy head. 
The halo, melting spirit-like away, 

Seem'd of Uie very soul's bright rismg bom. 

To glorify all sorrow, shame, and scorn. 

And upwards, through transparent HiirVnfiffl 

ileaming. 

Gazed, in mute reverence, woman's earnest eye. 

Lit, as a vase whence inward light is streaming. 

With quendiless faith, and deep love's fervency ; 

Gatheiing, like incense round some dim-veu*d 

stuine. 
About the Form, so mournfully divme ! 

Oh ! let thine image, as e'en then it rose, 
Live in my soul for ever, cahn and clear. 

Making itself a temple of repose. 
Beyond the breath of human hope or fear ! 

A hol^ place, where through all storms may lie 

One hving beam of day-spring from on high. 



•TUi piotnra ii io the i 
Varion Squaie, Dahlia' 



i of VimaBt HartMrtos, 



COMMUNINGS WITH THOUGHT. 



CooM we bat kesp oor 
We misbt be heppjr ; but 
Its spark ioimoital 



to that height, 
thii day will link 



Bjfrou. 



Retokn, my thoughts, come home ! 
Ye wild and wing'd! what do ye o'er the deep? 
And wherefore thus th' abyss of time o'ersweep. 

As birds the ocean foam 7 

Swifler than shooting star, 
Swifter than glances of the northern light, 
Upspringing through the purple heaven of night, 

Hatii ^n your course aiar ! 

Through the bright battle-dime, 
Where laurel bougfaji make dim the Grecian 

streams. 
And reeds are whispering of heroic theme, 

By temples of old time : 

Through the north's ancient halls. 
Where bamiers thrill'd of yore, where harp-. 

strings nmg. 
But grass waves now o'er those that fought and 
sung — 
Hearth-Iight hath left their walls. 



Through forests old and dim. 
Where o'er the leaves dread magic 

brood. 
And sometimes on the haunted solittide 

Rises the pilgrim's hymn : 



Or where some fountain liesr 
With lotus-cups through orient spice-woods 

gleaming! 
There have ye been, ye wanderers ! idly dreaming 

Of man's lost plradise ! 

Return, my thoughts, return ! 
Cares wait yotur presence in life's daily track. 
And voices, not of music, call you back — 

Harsh voices, cold and stem ! 

Oh ! no, return ye not ! 
Still fiuther, loftier, let your soarings be ! 
Go, bring me strength from joumeyings bright 
and fi^e 

O'er many a hatmted spot 

Go, seek the martyr's grave, 
'Midst the old motmtams; and the deserts vast; 
Or, through the ruin'd cities of the past. 

Follow the wise and brave! 

Go, visit cell and shrine ! 
Where w<Mnan hath endured! — ^through wrongs 

through scorn, 
Uncheer'd by &me, yet silently upborne 

By promptings more divine ! 
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Go, shoot the giilf of death ! 
Track the pure spirit where no chain can bind, 
Where the heart's boundless love its rest may find, 

Where the storm sends no breath ! 

Higher, and yet more high ! 
Shake off the cumbering chain which earth 

would lay 
On your victorious wings-— meunt, mount ! — ^Your 
way 
Is through eternity ! 



SONNETS, 

DEVOTIONAL AND MEMOMAI* 



I. 

THE SACRED HARP. 

How shall the Harp of poesy regain, 

That old victorious tone of prophet-years, 
A spell divine o'er guilt's perturbing fears. 
And all the hovering shadows of the brain ? 
Dark evil wings took flight before the strain. 
And showers of holy quiet, with its fall. 
Sank on the soul :— -Oh ! who may now recall 
The miffhty music's consecrated reign 7 — 
Spirit of Grod ! whose glory once o'erhung 
A throne, the Ark's dread cherubim between. 
So let thy presence brood, though now unseen, 
O'er those two powers by whom the harp is 

strung- 
Feeling and Thought ! — ^till the rekindled chords 
Give the long-buricd tone back to immortal words ! 

II. 

TO A FAMILY BIBLE. 

What household thoughts around thee, as their 

shrine, 
Cling reverently ! of anxious looks beguiled. 
My mother's eyes, upon thy page divine, 
Each day were bent : — ^her accents, mvely mild. 
Breathed out thy lore : whilst I, a (urouny child, 
Wander'd on breeze-like fancies oft away. 
To some lone tufl of gleaming spring-flowers 

wild. 
Some fresh discover'd nook for woodland play. 
Some secret nest : — yd would tlie solciim Word 
At times, with kindluigs of young wonder heard. 

Fall on my waken'd spirit, there to be 
A seed not lost ; — for which, in darker years, 
O Book of Heaven ! I pour, with grateful tears. 

Heart blessings on the holy dead and thee ! 

III. 

REPOSE OF A HOLY FAMILY. 

From an old Italian Picture. 
Under a palm-tree, by the green old Nile, 

LuU'd on his mother's breast, the fair child lies. 
With dove-likie breathings, and a tender smile. 

Brooding abovo the slumber of his eyes. 
While, through the stillness of tlie burning skies. 



Lo ! tlic dread works of Egypt's buried kings. 
Temple and pyramid beyond him rise. 

Regal and still as everlasting things ! — 
Vain pomps ! from Him, with th&t pure flowery 
check, 

Sofl shadow'd by his itrother's drooping head, 
A new-born Spirit, mighty, and yet meek. 

O'er tlie whole world like vernal air^ shall 
spread ! 
And bid all eartlily grandeurs cost tlie crown. 
Before the suffering and the lowly, down. 

IV, 
Picture of the infant cheist with flowers. 
All the bright hues from eastern garlands glow* 

Round the young Oiild luxuriantly are spread ; 
Gifls, fairer far than Magian kings, bestowing. 
In adoration, o'er his cradle shed. 
Roses, decp-fill'd with rich midsummer's red. 
Circle his hands ; but in his grave sweet eye. 
Thought seems e'en now to wake, and prophecy 
Of ruder coronals for tliat meek head. 
And thus it was ! a diadem of thorn 
Earth gave to Him who mantled her with 

flowers, 
To Him who pour'd forth blessings in soft 

showers. 
O'er all her paths, a cup of bitter scorn ! 
And we repine, for whom that cup He took 
O'er blooms tliat mock'd our hope, o'er idols that 

forsook ! 



ON A REMEMBERED PICTURE OF CHRIST. 
An Eeoo Homo, hj Leonardo da VincL 
I met that image on a mirthful day 

Of youth, and sinking with a still'd surprise. 
The pride of life before those holy eyes. 
In my quick heart died thoughtfiilly away, 
Abash'd to mute confessions of a sway. 
Awful, though meek ; an^ now, that from the 

strings 
Of my soul's lyre, the tempest's mighty wings 
Have struck forth tones which then awaken'd lay ; 
Now, that around the deep life of my mind, 
AfTections, dcatliU'ss as itself, have twined, 

on does tiic pule bright vision still float by ; 
But more divinely sweet, and speaking now 
Of One whoso pity, throned on that said brow. 
Sounded ail depths of love, grief, death, ho- 
manity ! 

VI. 

THE CUILDREN WHOM JESuS BLB8T. 

Happy were they, the mothers, in whose siglit 
Ye grow, fair children ! hallow'd from that hoar 
By your Lord's blessing! surely thenoe a 
shower 

Of heavenly beauty, a transmitted light. 

Hung on your brows and eyelids, meekly bright- 
Through all the afler years, wliich saw ye move 

Lowly, yet still majcslic in tlic niiglit. 

The conscious glorj of the Saviour's love ! 
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And honoured be all childhood, for the sake 
Of that high lore ! let reverential care 

Watch to behold the immortal spirit wake, - 
And shield its first bloom from unholy air ; 

Owning jn each young suppliimt glance, the sign 

Of claims upon a heritage divine. 

VII. 

MOUNTAIN 8ANCTUAR»S< 
*' He w«ot op to a mountain apart to pray.'* 
A child 'midst ancient mountains I have stood, 

Where the wild fiilcons make their brdly nest 
On high. The spirit of the solitude 

Fell solemnly upon my infant breast. 
Though that I pray*d not; but deep thoughts 
have pfcss'd 
Into my being since it breathed that air. 
Nor could I noiD one moment live the guest 
Of such dread scenes, without the springs of 
prayer 
O erflowmg all my soul. No minsters rise 
Like them in pure communion with the skies, 
Vast, silent, open unto night and day ; 
So might the o'erburden'd Son of man have felt, 
When, turning where inviolate stillness dwelt, 
He sought high mountains, there apart to pray. • 

VIIL 

THK LILIES OF THX VIKLD, 
" CoDrider the lilias of the field." 

flowers ! when the Saviour's calm benignant eye 
Fell on your gentle beaufy — ^when finun you 
That heavenly lesson from all hearts he drew, 

EtemaU nniversal, as the sky — 

Then, in the bosom of your purity, 
A voice He set, as in a temple-shrine. 

That life's quick travellers ne*er might pass you by 
Unwam'd of that sweet oracle divine. 

And though too oft its low, celestial sound. 

By the harsh notes of work-dar Care is drown'dt 

And the loud steps of vain tmlistening Haste, 
Yet, the great ocean hath no tone of power 
Mightier to reach the soul, in thought's hush'd 
hour. 

Than yours, ye Lilies ! chosen thus and graced 



IX. 

THE Bnns or the axr. 
'* And behold the birdi of the air." 
Ye too, the free and fearless Birds of air. 

Were charjg^ed that hour, on missionary wing, 
The same bright lesson o'er the seas to bear. 

Heaven-guided wanderers with the wmds of 
spring ! 
Sing on, before the storm and after, sing ! 
And call us to your echoing woods away 
From worldly cares ;- and bid our spirits bring 

Faith to imbibe deep frisdom from your lay* 
So may those blessed vernal, strains renew 
Childhood, a childhood yet more pure and true 

£*en than the first, withm th' awakenM mind ; 
While sweetly, joyoualy, they tell of life, 
That knows no doubts, no questionings, no strife. 

But hangs i^ionits God, ancouBoiously resign'd. 



THE EAISIlia OF THE WinOW*8 BON. 

Aod be that was dead sat up aod began to ipeak.*' 

He thatwaa d^d rose up and epeke-^Bo spoke! 

Was it of that majestic world unknown ? 
Those words, which first the bier's dread silenoe 
brokei 
Came they with revelation in each tone? 
Were the fer cities of the nations gone. 

The solemn halls of consciousness or sleepf 
For man uncurtain'd by that spirit lone. 

Back firom their portal summon'd ofer the deepT 
Be hush'd, my soul! the veU of darkness hiy 
Still drawn:— thy Lord caU'd back the voice 

departed. 
To spread his truth, to comfort his weak-hearted. 
Not to reveal the mysteries of its way. 
Oh ! take that ferison home in silent feith. 
Put on submisstre strength to meet, not ouewtwn 
death.' ' 

"xi:- ■...'. ^ • 

THE OUVE tllElB. 

The Pahn-rthe Vhi6— the Cedar—each hatii 

. power . 
To bid fair Oriental shapes glance by, 
And each quick glistening of the Laurel bower 
Wafts Grecian images o'er fancy's eye. 
But thou, pale Olive !— in thy branches lie 
Far deeper spells than prophet-grove of old 
Might e'er enshrine j— I cotild not hear thee sigh 
To the wind's faintest whisper, nor behold 
One shiver of thy leaves' dim silvery green. 
Without high tbojoghts and solemn, of that seene 
When, in the garden, the Redeemer pray'd— 
When pale stars look'd upon his fainting head. 
And angels, ministering in silent dread, 
Trembled, perchance, within My trembling shades 

XIL 

THE 1>A]LENS8B OF THE OEOdFIZlOlT. 



On Judah's hills a weight of darkness hung. 
Felt dindderingly at noon:— the knd had driven 
A Guest divine back to the gates of Heaven, 
A life, whence all pure founts of healing sprung. 
All graee, all truth : — and, when to anguiSi 

wrung, 
From the sharp cross th' enlightening spirit fled. 
O'er the fersaken earth a paU of dread 
By the great shadow of that death was flung. 
O Saviour ! O Atoner 1 thou that fain 
Wouldst make thy temple in each human breast^ 
Leave not such darkness in my soul to reign. 
Ne'er may thy presence fix)m its depths depart, 
abased thence by guilt !— Oh! turn not <Aott away. 
The bright and momiag 8tarf.my guide to perfect 

xin 

FLACBS OF WOftSHlFr 
'" God if a BpiriL" 
Spirit ! whose life-sustaining presence fiHs 
Air, ocean,, oentral depths, by man untried, 
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Thou for thy worshippers hast sanctified 
All place, all time ! The silence of the hills 
Breathes veneration : — focuits and choral rills 
Of thee are murmuring :-^to its inmost glade 
The tiying* forest with thy whisper thrillsi 
And there is faoliixess on every shade. 
Yet must the thoughtful Mul of man invest 
With dearer. ooasecratioQ those pure fknes. 
Which, severed from all sound of earth*s unrest, 
Hear naught but suppliant or adoring strains 
Rise heavenward.-.-Ne*er may rock or cave possess 
ThHr claim on human hearts to solemn tender- 



XIV. 

OLD OHURCH IN AN ENGLISH PARK. 

Crowning a flowery slope, it stood alone 
In gracious sanctity. A bright rill wound. 
Caressingly, about the holy ground ; 
And warbled, with a never-dying tone, 
Amidst the tombs. A hue of ages gone 
Seem'd, from that ivied porch, that solemn gleam 
Of tower and cross, pale quivering on the stream. 
O'er all th' ancestral woocflands to be thrown. 
And something yet more deep. The air was 

fraught 

With noble memories, whispering many a thought 
Of England's fathers; loflily serene, 
Thev tLat had toilM, watch'd, struggled to secure, 
Witiiin such ^brics, worship free and pure, 
Reign'd there, the o'ershadowing spirits of the 

scene. 

XV. 

A CHURCH IN NORTH WALES. 

Blessings be round it stiD ! that gleaming fane, 
Low in its mountain glen ! old mossy trees 
Mellow the sunshine through the untinted pane. 
And oft, borne in upon some fitful breeze, 
'Hie deep sound of the ever-pealing seas. 
Filling the hollows with its anthem-tone. 
There meets the voice of psalms ! — ^yet not alone. 
For memories lulling to the heart as these» 
I bless thee, 'midst thy rocks, gray house of 

prajrer I 
But for their sakes who unto thee repair 
From the hill-cabins and the ocean-diore. 
Oh ! may the fisher and the mountaineer. 
Words to sustain earth's toiling ohildren bear. 
Within thy lowly walls for evermore ! 

XVI. 

IX>UI8K SCHEPLER. 

liOoiM Bebepler wai tho faithful aerrant and frind of the paa- 
tor Oberllo. The lait letter addreaaed by him to hia childreo 
for Hmr permal^ aAer hia deceaae. afii»ctin«l7 commemuratea 
ber unwearied leaJ in viaiting and inatraeting the children of 
the mountain hamleta. through aU aeaaona, and in aU cirettm- 
Btanoea of diflScultj and danger. 

A fearless joumeyer o'er the mountain snow 
Wert thou, Louise ! the sun's decaying light. 
Oft, with its latest melancholy glow, 
Redden'd thy steep wild way : Uie starry night 
Oft met thoe, crossing some lone eagle's height. 



Piercing some dark ravine : and many a dell 
Knew, through its ancient rock-recesses, well. 
Thy gentle presence, which hath made them 

bright 
Oft in mid-storms ; oh ! not with beauty's eye. 
Nor the proud glance of genius keenly burning ; 
No ! pilgrim of unwearying charity ! 
Thy speu was love — ^the mountain deserts turning 
To blessed realmst where stream and rock rejoice^ 
When the glad human soul, lifts a thankBgiving 

voice! 

XVIL 

TO THE SAME. 

For thou, a holj shepherdess and kind, 
llirough the pme forests by the upland riDa, 
Didst roam to seek the children of the hills, 
A wild neglected flock ! to seek, and find, 
And meeluy win ! there feeding each young mind 
With balms of heavenly eloquence: not ikine. 
Daughter of Christ ! but his, whose love divine, 
Its own clear spirit in thy breast had shrined, 
A burning light ! Oh ! beautiful, in truth. 
Upon tlie mountains are the feet of those 
Who bear his tidings ! From thy mom of youth. 
For this were all thy journeyings, and the close 
Of that long path, Heaven's own bright sabbath. 

rest, 
Must wait thee, wanderer! on thy Saviour's 

breast 



THE PALMER. 



The fiided palm-branch in hia band, 
ShowM pilgrim of the Holy Land. 



SeoU, 



Art thou come from the far-off land at last ! 

Thou that hast wander'd long ! 
Thou art come to a home whence the smile hath 
pass'd, 

With the merry voice of song. 

For the sunny glance and the bounding heart 

Thou wilt seek — ^but all are gone ; 
They are parted e'en as waters part, 

To meet in the deep alone ! 

And thou — firom thy lip is fled the glow. 

From thine eye the light of mom; 
And the shades of thought o'crhang thy brow, 

And thy cheek with hie is worn. 

Say what hast thou brought from the distanf 
shore 

For thy wasted youth to pay ? 
Hast thou treasure to win thee joys once more T 

Hast thou vassals to smooth thy way ? 

^ I have brought but the palm branch in my hand. 
Yet I call not my bright youth lost ! 

I have won but high thought in the Holy Land^ 
Yet I count not too dear the cost ! 
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^I look on the leaTM of the deathJen 

These recards of xny tnek ; 
And better than youth in its flush of gloe. 

Are the memories they give me back I 

** They speak of toil, and of high emprise. 

As in words of solemn cheer. 
They speak of lonely victories 

O'er pain, and doubt, and fear. 

*They speak of scenes which h«ta now become 

Bright pictures in my breast ; 
Where my spirit finds a glorious home^ 

And the love of my heart oan rest 

** The odours pass not 6rom these away^ 

Like tints of shower or sun ; 
Oh ! beyond all treasures that know decay, 

Is the wealth my soul hath won ! 

* A rich light thence o*er my life's decline, 

An inborn Hght is cast ; 
For the sake of the pahn from the holy shrine, 

I bewail not my bright days past !** 



LINES^ • 
TO A BinTERFLY RESTINO ON A SKULL 



Creatdu of air and light ! 
EmUem of that which will not &de or die! 

Wilt thou not B])eed thy flight. 
To chase the south wind through the gbwing tkyt 

What lures thee thus to stay, 

With silence and decay, 
Fiz'd on the wreck of cold mortality ? 

The thoughts, once chamber'd there^ 
Have gather'd up their treasures, and are gone 

Will the dust tell thee where 
That which hath burst the prison-house is flown 7 

Rise, nursling of the day ! 

If thou wouldst trace its way — 
Earth has no voice to make the seoret known. 

Who seeks the vaniah'd bird. 
Near the deserted nest and broken^ shell 7 

Far thence, by us unheard. 
He sings, rejoicing in the woods to dwell f 

Thou of the sunshine bom, 

Take the bright wings of mom ! 
T%lf hope springs heavenward fiom yon ruin'd 
cell. 



THE WATER-LlliY. 



^Ite WMwLUias, that an mrtm ita the aTm <Skn ttiiati 
loaf Um bkek uad Mowliof waves. 
Ligkt$ md SkadswM nf 8t*UukI4f9- 



Ob ! beautiful thou art. 
Thou scnlptuie-Iike and stately River-Quben ! 
Oowiiing the depths, as with the light i 

Of a pure heaPtk 



Bright lily of the wave ! 
Rising in tearless grace with every swells 
Thou seem*st as if a spirit meekly braw 

Dwelt in thy cell : 

Lifting alike thy head 
Of placid beauty, feminine yet free, « 
Whether with loam or pictured azure spread* 

The waters be. 

What is like thecy to flower. 
The gentle and the firm ? thus bearing up 
To this blue sky that alabaster cup. 

As to the shower 7 

Oh ! Love is most Uke thee. 
The love of woman ; quivering to the blast 
Through every nerve, yet rooted deep and &sC# 

'Midst Life's dark sea. 

And Faith^-O, is not feilk 
Like thee too, Lily, springinf into li^ht, 
Still buoyantly, above the biUows' might,- 

Through Hois storm's breath 7 

Yes, link'd with such high thought/ 
FloWer, let thine image in my Irasom lie! 
Till something there of its own purity 

And peace is wrought : 

Something yet more divine 
Than the clear, pearly, virgin lustre shecf 
Forth from thy breast upon the river's bed/ 

As from a shrine.- 



THOUGHT FROM AN ITALIAN POET/ 



Whzrb shall I find/ in all thit fleetmg earth. 
This world of ebimges and feivweUs, a friend 

That will riot fiut me in his love and worth. 
Tender, and firm, and fidthfiil to the endT 



Far hatb my spirit sought a place of i 
Long on vain idols its devotion shed ; 

Some have forsaken whom I loved the best^ 
And some deceived, and some are with the 
dead. 

But ihoUf my %viour ! ^.tKou, mj, hdpe aAd trust, 
Failhfiilart thou when<.';(nends shd joys depart;- 

Teach ide to lift these^'yeaniiin|^ fixnn the dust. 
And fix on thec/th' 'Un'ohiaiiging One, my heart V 



Cmmr WALKING OK THIS WAtEiR. 



Fkar was within the tossing bark. 
When stormy winds grew loud. 

And waves came rolling high and dark/ 
And- the tatt mast was bow'd. 
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And men stood breathless in their dread, 

And baffled in their skill — 
Bat One was there, who rose, and said 

To the wild sea— i« stiU! 



And (he wind ceased — ^it ceased ! — ^that word 
Pass*d through the gloomy sky ; 

The troubled billows knew tiieir Lord, 
And fell beneath His eye. 

And slumber settled on the deep, 

And silence on the blast ; 
They sank, as flowers that fold to sleep 

When soltry day is past 

Oh! thou, that in its wildest hour 

Didst rule the tempest's mood. 
Send thy meek spirit forth in power 

Soft on our souls to brood. 

Thou that didst bow the billow's pride 

Thy mandate to fulfil, 
Oh I speak to passion's raging tide. 

Speak, and say, '^ Peace, be stiUr 



A FATHER READING THE BIBLE. 

'TWAS early day, and sunlight stream'd 

Soft through a quiet room, 
That hush'd, but not forsaken, seem'd. 

Still, but with nau|^t of gloom. 
For there, serene in happy age, 

Whose hope is from above, 
A Father communed with the pego 

Of Heaven's recorded love. 

Pare fell the beam, and meekly bright, 

Oo his gray holy hair. 
And touch'd the page with tenderest light. 

As if its shrine were there! 
But oh ! that patriarch's aspect shone 

With something lovelier far, 
A radiance all the spirit's own, 

Csnght not from son or star. 

Some word of life e'en then had met 

His calm, benignant eye, 
Some ancient promise, breathing yet 

Of Immortality i 
SOToe Martyr's prayer, wherain the glow 

Of quenchless fluth survives: 
For every feature said— "/ibiow 

ITuit my Redeemer lives /" 

And silent stood his children by, 

Hushing their very brcatli, 
Before the solenm sanctity 

Of thoughts o'ersweeping death. 
SUent^-yet did not each young breAst 

With love and reverence melt? 
Oh ! blest be those feir girls, and blest 

Thit home where God is felt! 



THE CHILD'S FIRST GRIEF. 



**0h ! call my brother back to me ! 

I cannot play alone ! 
The summer comes with flower and 

Where is my brother gone ? 

The butterfly is glancing bright 
Across the sunbeam's track ; 

I care not now to chase its flight*— 
Oh! call my brother back! 



The flowers run wild — the flowers we sow'd 

Around our garden tree ; 
Our vine is drooping with its load — 

Oh! call him ba^ to me !'* 

**He would not hear thy voice, feir child; 

He may not come to thee ; 
The fece that once like spring-time gniil^wl ^ 

On earth no more thou'lt see. 

•* A rose's brief brigbt life of joy. 

Such unto him was given ; 
Go— thou must play alone, my boy ! 

Thy brother is in heaven." 

And has he left his birds and flowm ; 

And must I call in vain 7 
Axid through the long, long smnmer boon, 

Will he not come again 7 

And by the brook and in the glade 

Are all our wanderings o'er ? 
Oh ! while my brother with me play'd, 

WoM I had looed Atm morm /•• 



EPITAPH 

OVER THE GRAVE OF TWO BROTHERS; 

A CHILD AND A YOUTH. 

Thou, that canst gaze upon thine own feir boy, 
And hear his prayer's low murmur at thy knee. 

And o'er his slumber bend in breathless joy. 
Come to this tomb ! it hath a voice for thee ! 

Pray !— -thou art Uest-^aak strength for sorrow's 
hour. 

Love, deep as thine, Uys here its broken flower. 

Thoa thai art gathering from the smile of yovCh, 

Thy thousand hopes— rejoicing to behold 
AB the heart's depths before thee bright with 
truth. 
All the mind's treasure sDently unfold; 
Look on this tomb !— for thee, too, speaks the 

grave. 
Where God hath seal'd the fount of hope he gave. 
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HYMN BT THE SICK BED OF A MOTHER. 



Fathkr ! that in the olive shade 
When the dark hour cune on. 
Didst, with a breath of heavenly aid, 
Strengthen thy Son ; 

Oh ! by the angruish of that night, 

Send us down blest relief; 
Or to the chasten'd, let thy might 
Hallow this grief! 

And Thoo, that when the starry sky 

Saw the dead strife begun. 
Didst teach adoring faith to cry, 

»* Thy will be doner 

By thy meek spirit. Thou, of all 

Thai e'er have mournM the chief— 
Thoa Saviour ! if the stroke must fiJl, 
HoUow this grief ! 



A DIRGE. 



Calm on the bosom of thy God, 
Young spirit! rest thee now! 

Ev*n while with us thy footsteps trod. 
His soul was on thy brow. 



Dust, to its narrow house beneath! 

Soul, to its place on high 1 
They that have seen thy look in death. 

No more may fear to die. 



Lone are the paths, and sad the bowers, i 
Whence thy meek smile is gone; 

But oh! a brifrhter home than ours, 
In heaveo, is now thine own. ^ 



S'Atiotua iLfititfit, mat abtmtt» tor jnttfitic. 



XmRODUOTORT 8TAVZA8. 



THE THEMES OF SONG. 



or troth, of gnndmir. 
And nMUncholy ftar 



love, tad hops, 
brlhith. 



WmftK shall the minstrel find a theme 7 

— ^Where'er for freedom shed. 
Brave blood hath dyed some ancient stream 

Amidst the mountains, red. 

Where'er a rock, a fount, a grove. 

Bears record to the fiiith 
Of love, deep, holy, fervent love, 

Victor o*er fear and death. 



Where'er a chieftain's crested brow 
Too soon hath been struck down. 

Or a bright virgin head laid low, 
Weanng its youth's first crown. 

WhereW a spire points up to heaven, 
Tbroiugfa storm and summer air, 

Telling, Siat all around have striven, 
Man's heart, and hope, and prayer. 

Where'er a Uessed Home hath been. 
That now is Home no more : 

A place of ivy, darkly green, 
tVhere laughter's li^t is o'er. 



Where'er by some forsaken grave. 
Some nameless greenswax3 heap, 

A bird may sing, a wild-flower wave, 
A star its vigil keep. 

Or where a yearning heart of old, 

A dream of shepherd men. 
With forms of more than earthly mould 

Hath peopled grot or glen. 

There may the bard's high themes be fbund — 

— Wc die, we pass away : 
But faith, love, pity — ^these are bound 

To earth without decay. 

The heart that burns, the cheek that glows. 

The tear fit>m hidden springs. 
The thorn and glory of the rose^ 

These are undying things. 

Wave after wave of mighty stream 

To the deep sea hath gone: 
Yet not the less, like youth's bright dream. 

The ezhaustlesB flood rolls on. 



RHINE SONG 
. or TBB cnuiAN BOLDxna Aim victokt. 



*' I wkh yoa ooaU have heud Sir Wahw Boott dMcribs a 
ffhwiootaifht, which had bMO wiriwiiil hf afiissd of Ual- 
tbo eraiiiif of the Bhuw. at Ehraohroitataio. far tha fli— aa 
anny of Libaraton on tbair vietorioua ratani Ikom Fisaeab 
'Atthafiiatclaamoftharivar.'heMid. 'thar aU beat Ibith 
isto Iha natiooal chant, 'Aai Ehaia! An Bhaia!* Thif 
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were two dayi pmuoc Aver; aiyl the rock* and the eutle 
were ring ing to Hm tooK th« whole time -—for each band r»- 
pewed it while croauBg ; and even the CotMckf. with the 
dash and the claog. and the roil of their atormy war-mosic, 
niching the enlhuaiaain of the weoe, swelled forth Ihepbonia, 
*J§m RhemI Jim Rkfiml* '^—MMMmnH LMtr. 



TO IBS Am p9 — ^AM KHKIN, AM KHBN.** 



daring the laat boon of a piortal meiutmi, and to Wd thf 
of her youth farewell in a auddeo flow of unpremeditated 



Terra, loleil, ▼a)looa, belle «t donee Nature, 
Je Toni doii une lame aoz boida de n 
L*aireetmpaiAiaMl laliumeraeatapuR! 
Aiu ragarde d*un Moorant le aoUel eat a bean ! 



BINQLB VOICl. 

It is the Rliine ! our mopntain vinejardB laying, 

I see the bright flood shine, I see the bright 

flood shii^e : 

3ing on the march, with ererv burner waving — 

Sing, brothers, 't is the Rhine ! Sing, brothers. 

His the Rhine! 

.QHORUS. 

The Rhine ! the Rhine, our own imperial River ! 

Be glory on thy track^ be glory on thy traoli ! 
We left thy shores, to die or to deliver ; — 

We bear thee Freedom back, we bear thee 
Freedom back ! 

SINGLK VOICE. 

^ail! Hap! my childhoo4 knew the rush of 
water, 

Ev*n as my mother^s song ; ev*n as my mother's 
song; 

That sound went past me on the field of slaughter. 

And heart and arm grew strong! Ai^d heart 

and arm grew strong ! 

CHORUS. 

^oll proudly on! — brave blood is with thee 
sweeping, 

Pour*d out by sons pf thine, pourM oat by sons 
of thine, 
Wliere sword and spirit forth in jo^ were leapiiig. 
Like thee, victorious Rhine ! Like thee, victo- 
rious ]fthine! 

SINGLV VOIOB. 

|Iome ! — ^Home ! — thy glad wave ha^h a tone of 

greeting. 
Thy path is by n^y home, thy path is by my 

home: 
^ven now my children count the hours till meet* 

ing. 
O ranspm'd ones, 1 come ! O ransomM ones, I 
con^e! 

cHomus. 

Po, tell the seas, that chain shall bind thee never, 

Sound on by hearth and shrine, sound on by 

hearth and shrine ! 

ping through the hills, that thou art free for ever — 

fjift up uy voice, O Rhine ! Lift up thy voice, 

ORhmo* 



A SONG OF DDLOB. 



Vbe Mead of Ddoa waa eonaiderisd of rach peenliar aaneiity 
bP the aneienta, that thej did not aHow it to be deMcrated by 
Mm eveMa of birth or death. In the following poem, a young 
y ipi t aw v/f A|H>no ii euppoied to be pofrreyod fton itt thorea 



A B02«Q was heard of old — a low, sweet song. 
On the blue seas by Deloa: from that isle. 
The SuDrGodV owq domain, a gentle girl. 
Gentle— yet all inspired of soult of mien. 
Lit with a life too perilously bright, 
Was borne away to die. How beautifhl 
Seems this world to the dying ! — ^bnt for Aer, 
The child of beauty and of poesy. 
And of soft Grecian skies — oh( who may dream 
Of all that iVom her changeful eye flash'd forth. 
Or glanced more quiveringly through starry lean. 
As on her land's rich vision, faoe o'er fone 
Coloured with loving lipht--«be gaaed her last. 
Her young life's la^ VmX hour? from her pale 

brow 
And burning cheek she threw the ringlets back. 
And bending forward — as the spirit swayM 
The reed-like form still to the shore beloved. 
Breathed the swan-music of her wild farewell 
O'er dancing waves ; — ** Oh ! linger yet," she cried, 

** Oh ! linger, linger, on the oar, 
Oh ! pause upon the deep! 

That I may g^ze yet once, once niore, 
Where floats t& golden day o'er fane and steep. 
Never so brightly smiled mine own sweet shore ; 
— Oh ! linger, linger on the parting oar ! 

** I see the laurels fling back showers 
Of sof| light still on many a shrine ; 

I see the path to haunts of flowers 
Throiigh the dim olives lead ijs firleaming line ; 
I hear a sound of flutes — a swell of song — 
Mine is too low to reach that joyous throng ! 

**■ Oh ! linger, linger on the oar 
Beneath my native sky ! 

Let my life part ttom that bright shore 
With Day's last crimson — gazing let me die ! 
Thou bark, glide slowly ! — slowly should be bomo 
The voyager that never shall return, 

** A fatal gift hath been thy dower. 
Lord of the Lyre ! to me ; 

With song and wreath fi-om bower to bower. 
Sisters went bounding like young Oreads flree ; 
While I, through long, lone, voiceless hours i^wrt^ 
Have Iain and uMen'a to my beating heart 

**Now wasted by the inborn fire, 

I sink to early rest ; 
The ray that lit the inoense-pyre^ 
Leaves unto death its temple in my breast 
— O sunshine, skies, rich flowers ! too soon I goy 
While |x>\)nd me thus triumphantly ye glow ,' 
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** Brjght Isle ! might but thine echom keep 

A tone of my fiux^well. 
One tender accent, low and deep, 
Shrined 'midst thy founts and hamited rocks to 

dweU! 
Might my last breath send music to thy shore ! 
— Oh ! linger, seamen, linger on the oar ! 



ANCIENT GREEK CHANT OF VICTORY. 



Fill higktlM bowl with Samiao wine, 
Ottr TirKUM daaee bemaih tho akade 






lo ! they come, they come ! 

Garlands for every shrine ! 
Strike lyres to greet them home ; 

Bring roses, pour ye wine ! 

Swell, swell the Dorian flute 

Through the blue, triumphant sky ! 

Let the Cittem*s tone salute 
The sons of victory. 

With the offering of bright blood 

They have ranaomM hearth and tomb. 

Vineyard, and field, and flood ; — 
lo ! they come, they come ! 

Sing it where olives wave, 

And by the glittering sea, 
And o'er each hero's grave,— 

Sing, smg, the land is free ! 

Mark ye the flashing oars. 

And the spears that light the deep ? 
How the festal sunshine ponrs 

Where the lords of battle sweep ! 

Each hath brought back his shield ;^ 
Maid, greet thy lover home ! 

Mother, from that proud field, 
lo ! thy son is come ! 

Who murmur'd of the dead 7 
Hush, boding voice ! We know 

That many a shining head 
Lies in its glory low. 

Breathe not those names to-day ! 

They shall have their praise ere long, 
And a power all hearts to sway, 

In ever-buming song. 

But now shed flowers, pour wine. 
To hail the conquerors home ! 

Bring wreaths for every shrine — 
lo ! they come, they ccHne ! 



THE DEATH-SONG OF ALCESTia 



Sbx came forth in her bridal robes array'd, 
And, 'midst the graceful statues, round the hall 
Shedding the calm of their celestial mien. 
Stood pde, yet proudly beautiful, as they; 



Flowers in her bosom, and the star-like ^leam 
Of jewels trembling from her braided hair. 
And death upon her brow! — but glorious death. 
Her own heart's choice, the token and the seal 
Of love, o'ermastering love; which, till thai hour, 
Almost an anguish in the brooding weight 
Of its unutterable tenderness, 
Had burden'd her fhll soul. But now, oh ! now. 
Its time was come— and from the spirit* s depths. 
The passion and the mighty melody 
Of its immortal voice, in triumph broke, 
tike a stroog rushing wind! 

The soft pure air 
Came floating through that haU ; — the Grecian air. 
Laden with music — flute-notes firom the vales. 
Echoes of song — the last sweet sounds of lifo ; 
And the glad sunshine of the golden clime 
Stream'd, as a royal mantle, round her form. 
The glorified of love ! But she — she lookM 
Only on him for whom 'twas joy to die. 
Deep — deepest, holiest joy !— or if a thought 
Of the warm sunlight, and the scented breeze. 
And the sweet Dorian songs, o'erswept the tide 
Of her unswerving soul — 't was but a thought 
That own'd the summer-loveliness of lifo 
For Aim a worthy ofiering ! — So she stood. 
Wrapt in bright silence, as entranced awhile, 
Till her eye kindled, and her quivering frame 
With the swift breeze of inspiration shook,' 
As the pale priestess trembles to the breath 
Of inborn oracles ! — ^then flush'd her cheek. 
And all the triumph, all the agony. 
Borne on the battling waves of love and death. 
All from her woman^s heart, in sudden song, 
Burst like a fount of fire. 

"I go. I go! 

Thou Sun, thou golden Sun, I go. 
Far from thy fight to dwell ; 

Thou shalt not find my place below, 
Dim is that world — bright Sun of Greece, ftre. 
weUl" 

The Laurel and the glorious Ros^ 

Thy glad beam yet may see. 
But where no purple summer glows. 
O'er the dark wave / haste from them and thee. 

Yet doth my spirit &int to port? 

— I mourn thee not, O Sun ! 
Joy, solemn joy, o'erflows my heart. 
Sing me triumphal songs ! — my crown is won ! 

Let not a voice of weeping rise ! 
My heart is girt with power \ 
Let the green earth and festal skies 
Laugh as to grace a conqueror's closing hour ! 

For thee, for tAee, my bosom's lord ! 

Thee, my soul's loved ! I die ; 
Thine is the torch of lifo restored. 
Mine, mine the rapture, mine the vicUnry ! 

Now may the boundless love, that lay 

Unfathom'd still before, 
In one consuming burst find way, 
In one bright flood all, all its riches pour ! 
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TboQ koow^st, thoa know^st what love is 
now/ 
Its glory and its might — 
Are they not written on my brow 7 
And will that image ever quit thy sight? 

No ! deathless in thy ftithful breast. 

There shall my memory keep 
Its own bright altar*place of rot. 
While o'er my grave the pypres^rbranches weep, 

—Oh ! the glad light !— the light is fiur, 

The soft breeze warm and free, 
And rich notes fill the scented air 
And all are gifts — my Iovc*s last gifts to thee ! 

Take me to thy warm heart once mor^! 

Night fiJls — ^ray pulse beats low- 
Seek not to quicken, to restore, 
Jot is in eyery pang«^I go^ I go ! 

I feel thy tears, I fee) thy breath, 

I meet thy fond look still; 
Keen is the strife of love and death { 
Faint and yet fainter grows my bospm*s thrilL 

Yet swells the tide of rapture straiig, 
Thouc^i mists o'ershade mine eye ; 
— Sing, reajQ ! sing a cooqueror^s song ! 
For thee, mr tftce, m^ spirit's lord, I die !" 



THE FALL OP IVASSAa 

A BALLAD OP fRAMd. 



The OheraHsr D'Aipai, called the Fraodi Decim, ftp Dobly 
whibt raconnoitring a wood, near Cloatarkamp, br nicbt. Ho 
bad left Us leffimeBt, that of Aoveri oe, at e abort diitanoe, 
and wai roddeiilr Minoaiided br ap anboecade of tbe eoeoir. 
wbo threatened htm with inttant death if he mode the least 
■im of their vicinitf . WiUi their bayonets al his breast, he 
raised his voice, and calling aload " A moi, ATorgnt 1 ce souc 
los ennemis !*' fell, ineioed with mortal blows. 

AxoNK through gloomy forest shades 

A soldier went by night ; 
|<fo moonbeam pierced Uie dusky glades, 

No star shed guiding light 

Yet on his vigil*s midnight rotmd. 

The youth all cheerly pass*d; 
Uncbeck*d by aught of boidiBg sound 

That mutter'd m tbe blast 

Where were his thoughts that lonely hour? 

— In his far home, pendianoe ; 
|Iis fiither*8 hall, his mother-s bower, 

'Midst the gay vines of Fnnoe : 

Wandering jBrom battles lost and woot 

To hear and bless again 
The rolling of the wild Garonnei 

Or murmur of the Seine, 



•—Hush I Hark t— did stealing stepa go by? 

Came not fiiint whispers near 7 
No ! the wild wind hath« many a sigh, 

Amidst the foliage sere. , 

Hark, yet again ir-^and firom his hand. 
What grasp hath wrenched the blade 7 

--Oh I single *midst a hostile band. 
Young mldier ! thou'rt betray *d ! 

** Silence !** in under-Umes they cry-* 

" No whisper-^not a breath ! 
The sound that warns thy comrades nigh 

Shall sentence thee to death.*' 

— Still, at the bayonet's point he stood, 

And strong to meet the blow ; 
And shouted, 'midst his rushing blood, 

** Arm, arm» Auvergnc ! the foe !" 

The stir, the tramp, the bugle-call—* 

He heard their tumults stow ; 
And sent his dying voice urough alW 

^^Auoergne^ Auvergne! the foe P* 



NAPLEa 

▲ SONG OF THE BYKfM. 

Umb lentle winds arose 

With manr a nungled close. 
Of wild A>lian sound and aaoaatain odour kssn { 

Where the clear Baian ocean 

Wei ten with air-Kke nolioa 
Within, shore, around its bowers of slany graen. 



Still is the Syren warbling on thy shore, 
Bricrht City of the Waves ! — her magic song 
Still, with a dreamy sense of ecstasy. 
Fills thy soft summer air : — and while my gknoo 
Pwells on thy pictured loveliness, that lay 
Floats thus o'er Fancy's ear ; and thus to thee, 
Daughter of sunshine ! doth the syren sing. 

** Thine is the glad wave's flashing play. 
Thine is the laugh of the golden day. 
The golden day, and the glorious night. 
And the vine with its clusters all bath'd in light ! 
— Forget, forget, that thou art not free ! 

Queen of the summer sea. 

** Favour'd and crown'd of the earth and sky ! 
Thine are all voices of melody. 
Wandering in moonlight through fime and tower. 
Floating o'er fountain and myi^e bower; 
Hark ! how they melt o'er thy glittering sea ; 
-^Forget that thou art not free ! 

** Let the wine flow in thy marble hafls ! 
Let the lute answer thy rountain falls ! 
And deck thy feasts with the myrtle-boogli ; 
And cover vrith roses thy glowing brow ! 
Queen of the day and the summer sea. 

Forget that thou art not f^J** 
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So doth the Syren nnff) while Bparkling waves 
I>uice to her chant But sternly, mournfully, 
O city of the deep! from Sibyl grots 
And Koman tombs, the echoes of thy shore 
Take up the cadence of her strain alone. 
Murmuring—** T^/um art not free r 



CHORUS. 

TEANBLATKD FROM THK ALCESTIfl OV ALTIEM. 



I when tba dr'mg MeeBtu hu bid fsreweO to ber 



(la the I 



(attendants of ALCESnS.) 

Peace, mourners, peace ! 
Be hushed, be silent m this hour of dread ! 

Our cries would but increase 
The sufferer's pangs ; let tears unheard be shed, 

Cease, voice of weeping, cease ! 

Sustain, O friend ! 

Upon thy faithful breast. 
The head that sinks, with mortal pain opprest ! 

And thou, assistance lend 

To close the languid eye, 
Still beautiful in life's last agony. 

Alas ! how long a strife ! 
What anguish struggles in the parting breath. 

Ere yet immortal life 

Be won by death ! 
Death I Death ! thy work complete ! 
Let thy sad hour be fleet, 
Speed in thy mercy, the releasing sigh ! 

No more keen pangs impart 

To her, the high in heart. 
The adored Alcestis, worthy ne'er to die. 

(attendants of admbtds.) 

T is not enough, oh ! no ! 
To hide the scene of anguish fix>m his eyes ; 

Still must our silent band 

Around him watchful stand. 
And on the mourner ceaseless care bestow, 
That his ear catch not griefs funereal cries. 

Yet, yet hope is not dead. 

All is not lost below. 
While vet the gods have pi^ on our woe. 

On when all joy is ne^ 

Heaven lends support to those 
Who on his care in pious hope repose. 

Then to the blessed skies 
Let our submissive prayers in chorus rise. 

Pray! pray! pray! 
What other task have mortals, bom to tears. 
Whom &te controls, with adamantine sway 7 

O ruler of the spheres ! 
Jove ! Jove ! enthroned immortally on hi^ 

Our supplication hear ! 

Nor plunge in bitterest woes. 
Him, who nor footstep moves nor lifts his eye. 

But as a child, which only knows 

Iti ftther to reyere. 



SONGS OF A GUARDIAN SPIRIT. 
I. 



near thee, still near thee!* 



Near thee, still near thee ! — o'er thy pathway 

gliding. 
Unseen I pass thee with the wind's low si|rh ; 
Life's veil enfolds thee still, our eyes dividing. 
Yet viewless love floats round thoc silently ! 

Not 'midst the festal throng. 
In halls of mirth and song ; 
But when thy thoughts are deepest. 
When holy tears thou weepest. 

Know then that love is nigh ! 

When the night's whisper o'er thy harp^^trings 

creeping. 
Or the sea-music on the sounding shore. 
Or breezy anthems through the forest sweeping. 
Shall move thy trembling spirit to adore ; 

When every thought and prayer 
We loved to breaue and shai«. 
On thy full heart returning. 
Shall wake its voiceless yearning; 

Then feel me near once more ! 

Near thee, still near thee ! — ^trust thy soul's deep 

dreaming ! ^ 
— Oh ! love is not an earthly rose, to die ! 
Ev'n when I soar where fiery stars are beaming, 
Thine image wanddrs with me through the sky. 

The fields of air are firee. 
Yet lonely^ wanting thee ; 
But when thy chains are falling. 
When heaven its own is calling, 

Know then thy guidie is nigh I 



THE SISTER&t 

A BALLAD. 



** I GO, sweet sister ; yet, my heart would linger 

with thee fidn. 
And imto every partmg gift some deep remem* 

brance cluin; 
Take then the braid of Eastern pearls which once 

I loved to wear. 
And with it bind for fbstal scenes the darkwavw 

of thy hair ! 
Its pale pure brightness will beseem those raven 

tresses well. 
And I shall need such pomp no more in my lone 

convent celL" • 



*Thii piece hai beco tet to mane of niott impraMve beauty 
br Joho Lodge. Biq.. for whoM oonporitioiM Mveral of the 
•iillMr*i.Hm8> were wrilteo. 

tThii ballad wm compoeed for a kind of dramatie redtatite 
raliered fair miHio. It waa thne peribrmed bj two fraoefU and 
hifblr aceooipliahed 
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" Oh flp^ak Dot thus, my Leonor! why part from 

kindred love ? 
Through festive scenes, when thou art gone — my 

steps no more shall move I 
How codd I bear a lonely heart amid a reokleas 

throng ? 
I should but miss earth's dearest voice in eveiy 

tone of song ; 
Keep) keep the braid of Eastern pearls, or let me 

proudly twine 
Itb wreath once more around that brow, that 

queenly brow of thine.** 

**0h wouldst thou strive a wounded bird from 

shelter to detain I 
Or wouldst thou call a spirit freed, to weary life 

again? 
Sweet sister, take the golden cross that I have 

worn so long. 
And bathed with many a burning tear for secret 

woe and wrong. 
It could not still my beating heart ! but may it be 

a sign 
Of peace and hope, my gentle one ! when meekly 

pre8s*d to thine !** 

•* Take back, take back the cron of gold, our 
mother's gift to thee. 

It would but of this parting hour a bitter to- 
ken be; 

With funeral splendour to mine eye, it would but 
sadly shine. 

And tdl of earthly tiraasures lost, of joy no longer 
mine! 

Oh ! sister ! if thy heart be thus with buried 
grief oppres8*d. 

Where wouldst thou pour it forth so weO, aa on 
my faithfril breast ?" 

^ Urge me no more ! a blight hath ftllen upon my 

summer years ! 
I should but darken thy young life with fruitless 

pangs and fears ; 
But take at least the lute I loved, and guard it £>r 

my sake. 
And sometimes, from its silvery strings, one tone 

of memory wake ! 
Sing to those chords by starlight's gleam our own 

sweet vesper-hymn. 
And think that I too chant it then, ftr in my 

cloister dim." 

•• Yes, I wiM take the silvery lute— «nd I will sing 

to thee 
A song we heard in childhood's days, ev'n from 

our father's kilee. 
Oh sister ! sister ! are these notes amid forgotten 

things? 
Do they not linger as in love, on the fiuniliar 

strings? 
Seems not our sainted mother's voice to murmur 

ii^ the strain ? 
Kind sister ! gentlest Leonor ! say, shall it i^ead 

in vain? 



*^ Leave us not, leave us not ! 

Say not adieu ! 
Have we not been to thee. 

Tender and true 7 ^ 

** Take not thy sunny anile 

Far fit>m our hearth ! 
With that sweet light will &de 

Summer and mirth* 

** Leave us not, leave us not ! 

Can thy heart roam 7 
Wilt thou not pine to hear 

Voices from home ? 

** Too sad our love would be, 

If thou wert gone ! 
Turn to us, leave us not I 

Thou art our own !" 

** Oh sister, hush that thrilling lute, oh ceaae tint 

haunting lay. 
Too deeply pierce moee wild sweet notes; yet, yet 

I cannot staj, 
For weary — weary is my heart ! I hear a whiaper'd 

call 
In every breeze that stirs the leaf and bids the 

blossom fall. 
I cannot breathe in freedom here, my spirit pines 

to dwell 
Where the world's voice can reach no more ! 

cahn thee ! Fare thee well !" 



SONGS OF A GUARDIAN SPIRIT. 
IL 

oh! droop thou not! 



Tliey ao who tdl m love can dio. 

With lift all otheriMMioM flr ; 

AH othen are but Tanity. 

In heaven ambition eannot dwoUt 

Nor avarice in the vaults of heD. 

Earthly Ihete pamom, ai of eeitb— 

Ther perish where they drew their biith. 

Bat love ii indeatraetible ! 

Ill holy flame for ever bumeth : 

From heaven it came, to heaven fetoinecb. 



Oh ! droop thou not, my gentle earthly love ! 

Mine still to be ! 
I bore through death, to brighter lands above. 

My uoughts of thee. 

Yes ! the deep memory of our holy tears. 

Our mingled prayer, 
Our Buffering love, through lone devoted years, 

Went vnth me there. 

It was not vain, Uie hallow'd and the tried — 

It was not vain ! 
Still, though imseen, still hovering at thy side, 

I watch again ! 
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From our own paths, our love*B attestin|r bowers, 

I am not gone ; 
In the deep cahn of midnight's whispering hours. 

Thou art liot lone : 

Not lone, when by the haunted stream thou 
weepest, 

That stieam, whose tone 
Munnurs of tboqghts, the richest and the deepest. 

We two have known : 

|iot ]pne, when mourofully soioe straiii awaking 

Of days long past, 
From thy son eyes tbe sudden tears are breaking, 

Silent and ftflt: 

Not lone, wheD upwards, in fond ▼isions turning 

Thy dreamy glance, 
Xhou seek'st my home, where solemn stars are 
burning, 

0*er night*8 expanse^ 

My home is near thee, loved one ! and around thee, 

Where'er thou art; 
Tho' still mortality's thick cloud hath bound thee, 

Doubt not thy heart! 

Hear its low voice, nor deem thyself forsaken — 

Let faith be given 
To the still tones which oft our being waken — 

They are of heaven I 



MIGNON^ SONG. 

TRAlfSLATKD FIOM OOKTHI. 



ADkixMi, a foaoff tad eDthmiulie girl, lHha ebuaeinr in one 
of GooUm'j romances, horn which Sir Walter Seott*! Feodls 
it partiallr imitated,) hat been itideo away, in early childhood, 
fiom Italy. Her vagne recollections of that land, and of her 
early home, with its graceful acalptoies and pictured saloons, 
are perpeCnally haunting her. and at times break forth into the 
fbllowing song. The original has been pet to awjniBile music, 
bf Zeller. the friend of Goethe. 



Kennst du das Land wo die Citroneo Uuhn 1 



Know'st thou the land where bloom the Citron 

bowers. 
Where the gold,<jrBnge lights the dusky ffrove 7 
High waves the laurel there, the myrtle flowers. 
And thro' a still blue heaven the sweet winds 

rove: 
Know'st thou it well 7 

— ^There, there, with thee, 
O friend, O loved one ! fiiin my steps would flee. 

Know'st thou the dwelling ? — there the pillars rise. 
Soft shines the hall, the painted chambers glow ; 
And forms of marble seem with pKhring eyes 
To say— *^ Poor child! what thus hath wrought 

thee woe 7" 
Know'st thou it well 7 

There, there with thee, 
P'my protector! homewarcis might I flee ! 



Know'st thou the mountain 7 — ^higb its bridge is 

hung, 
Where the mule seeks thro' miat and cloud his 

way; 

There lurk the dragon-race, deep caves among. 
O'er beetling rocks there foams the torrent spray, 
Know'st thou it well 7 

With thee, with thee, 
Theie lies my path, O father ! let us flee ! 



THE LAST SONG OF SAPPHO. 



Suggested by a beantifiH sketch, the daagn of the yoongar 
WeetmacotL It represents Sappho sitting on a rock above the 
sea. with her lyrs cast at her feet. There is a desolate grace about 
the whole Hgure. whiph aeems penetrated with the feeling of 
uUer abandonment. 

SoiTND on, thou dark unslumbering sea ! 

My dirge is in thy moan : 
My spirit finds response in thee, 
To its own ceaseless cry — ^" Alone, alone I" 

Yet send me back one other word. 

Ye tones that never cease I 
Oh ! let your secret caves be stirr'd. 
And say, mik. waters ! will ye give me peace ! 

Away ! my weary soul hath sought 

In vain one echoing sigh^ 
One answer to consuming thought 
In human hearts — and will the wave reply 7 

Sound on, thou dark unslumbering sea ? 
Soimd in thy scorn and pride ! 
I ask not, alien world, from thee, 
What my own kindred earth hath stiU denied. 

And yet I loved that earth so well 

With all its lovely thmcni ! 
—Was it for this the deaSi-wind fell 
On my rich lyre, and quench'd its living strings? 

— Let them be silent at my foet ! 

Since broken even as they. 
The heart whose music made them sweet. 
Hath potu>'d on desert-sands its wealth away. 

Yet gkry's light hath touch'd my name, 

The laurel-wreath is mine-^ 
— ^With a lone heart, a weair fram^^ 
O restless deep ! I come to make them thine ! 

Give to that crown, that burning crown. 

Place in thy darkest hold ! 
Bunr my anguish, my renown. 
With hidden wrecks, lost gems, and wasted gold. 

Thou sea-bird on the billow's crest, 

Tkou hast thy love, thy home; 
They wait thee in the quiet nest, 
And I, th' unsotight, unwatch'd-for«->I too come! 
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I, with this winged nature fraught. 

These Tisions wildly free. 
This boundless love, this fiery thought— 
-Alone I comfr— oh ! give me peace, dark i 



DIRGR 



Wbuk shall we make her gfrave 7 
— Oh ! where the wild-flowers wave 

In the free air ! 
Where shower and singing-bird 
'Midst the young Reaves are heard— 

There — ^lay her there ! 

Harsh was the world to her — 
Now may sleep minister 

Balm for each ill ; 
Low on sweet nature^s breast, 
Let the meek heart find rest, 

Deep, deep and still ! 

Murmur, glad waters, by ! 
Faint gales, with happy sigh. 

Come wandering o'er 
That green and mossy bed. 
Where, on a gentle head. 

Storms l^ no more ! 

What though for her in Tain 
Falls now ue bright spring-rain, 

Plays the soft wind ; 
Yet still, fix>m where she lies, 
Should blessed breathings rise, 

Gracious and kind. 

Therefore let song and dew 
Thence, in the heart renew 

Liie's vernal glow ! 
And, o'er that holy earth 
Scents of the violet's birth 

Still come and go ! 

Oh ! then where wild flowers wave. 
Make ye her mossy grave 

In the firee air ! 
Where shower and singing-bird 
'Midst the young leaves are heaidr— 

Theie, lay her there I 



Rose ! too much array'd 

For triumphal hours, 
Look'st thou through the shade 

Of these mortal bowers. 
Not to disturb my soul, thou crown'd one of all 
flowen! 

As an eagle soaring 

Through a sunny sky. 
As a clarion pouring 

Notes of victory. 
So dost thou kmdle thoughts, for earthly life too 
high. 

Thoughts of rapture, flushing 

Youthfiil poet's check ; 
Thoughts of glory, rushing 

Fonh in song to break. 
Bat finding the Bpring4ide of rapid song too 
wesk. 



Yet, oh ! festal rose, 
I have seen thee lying 

In thy bright repose 
Pidow'd with the dying, 
7^ crimson by the lip whence life's 



was flying. 



quick blood 



A SONG OF THE ROSE. 

Con fior diTerrai cba noo loniaoe 

All *aoqaa, al celo. al Teoto ed aOo aohsmo. 

D'ana itaf ioa volabile Aisaoe ; 

E a pia fldo Caltor potto io rovvmo, 

Uoir potrai oella tranquUla pace. 

Ad elania BaUeixa odore alano. 



Rose ! what dost thou here? 

Bridal, royal rose ? 
How, 'midst grief and foar. 

Canst thou thus disclose 
That fervid hue of love, which to thy heart4eaf 
glows 7 



Summer, hope, and love 

0*er that bed of pain. 
Met in thee, yet wove 

Too, too frail a chain 
In its embracing links the lovely to detain^ 

Smil'st thou, gorgeous flower? 

— Oh! witMn the speUs 
Of thy beauty's power. 

Something dimly dwells. 
At variance with a world of sorrows and ftre- 

weUs. 

All the soul forth flowing 

In that rich perflime. 
All the proud life glowing 
In that radiant bloom^ — 
Have they no place but Aere, beneath the o'er- 
shadowing tomb 7 

Crown'st thou but the daughters 

Of our tearful race 7 
•^Heaven's own purest waters 
Well might wear the trace 
Of thy consummate form, melting to softer grace. 

Win that clime enfold thee 

With immortal air 7 
Shall we not behold thee 

Bright and deathless there 7 
In spirit-lustre clothed, transcendantly more ftir ? 

Yes ! my fancy sees thee 

In that light disclose, 
And its dream thus frees thee 

From the mist of woes. 
Darkening thine diarthly bowers, O bridal, rojtl 
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NIGHT-BLOWING FLOWERS. 



Childrxn of night I unScHding meekly, slowly 
To the sweet breathings of the shadowy hours. 
When dark-blue heaTens look softest and most 

holy, 
And glow-worm light is in the forest bowers; 

To solemn things and deep, 

To spirit-haunted sleep, 

To thoughts, all purified 

From euth, ye seem allied ; 
O dedicated flowers ! 

Ye, from the gaze of crowds your beau^ veiling, 
Keep in dim vestal urns the sweetness shrined ; 
Till the mild moon, on high serenely sailing. 
Looks on you tenderly and sadly kind. 

—So doth lovers dreaming heart 

Dwell from the throng apart, 

And but to shades diMloee 

The inmost thought which glows 
With its pure life entwined. 

Shot firom the sounds wherein the day rejoices, 
To no triumphant song your petals thrill. 
But send forth odours with the &int soft voioes 
Rising from hidden streams, when all is stilL 

So doth lone prayer arise, , 

Mingling with secret sighs. 

When grief unfolds, like you, 

Her broBSt, for heavenly dew 
In silent hours to filL 



WANDERER AND THE NIGHT-FLOWERS. 



Call back your odours, lovely flowers, 
From the ni^rht-winds call them back. 

And fold your leaves to the laughing hours: 
Come forth in the sunbeam*s tnuuL 

The hirk lies couch*d in her grassy nest^ 

And the honey-bee is gone, 
And all bright things are away to rest, 

Wliy watch ye here alone ? 

Is not your world a mournful one, 
When your sisters close their eyes. 

And your soft breath meets not a lingering tone 
Of song in the starry skies? 

Take ye no joy in the day-spring's birth,^ 
When it kindles the sparks of dew 7 

And the thousand strains of the fbresVa mirth ^ 
Shall they gladden all but you 7 

Shut your sweet beUs till the fawn comes out 

On the sunny turf to phty. 
And the woodland child with a fairy shout 

Goes dancing on its way ! 



" Nay, let our shadowy beauty bloom 

When the stars give quiet ught, 
And let us ofier our faint perfume 

On the silent shrine of night. 

**Call it not wasteif, the scent we lend 
To the breeze, when no step is nigh ; 

Oh thus for ever the earth should send 
Her grateflil breath on hig^ ! 

** And love us as emblems, night's dewy flowers 

Of hopes unto sorrow given, . 
That spring through the gloom of the darkest 
hours, 

Looking alone to heaven !" 



ECHO SONG. 



In thy cavern-hall. 

Echo ! art thou sleeping? 
By the fountain's fidl 
Dreamy silence keeping ? 
Yet one soft note borne 
From the shepherd's horn. 
Wakes thee. Echo! mto music leaping ! 
— Strange sweet Echo ! into music leaping. 

Then the woods rejoice. 

Then glad sounds are swelling 
From each sister-voice 
Round thy rocky dwelling ; 
And their sweetness fillB 
AU the hollow hills. 
With a thousand notes, of one life telling ! 
— Softly mingled notes of one lifo telling. 

Echo ! in my heart 

Thus deep thoughts are lying, 
Silent and apart. 
Buried, yet undying. 
Till some gentle tone 
Waking haply one. 
Calls a thousand forth, like thee replying ! 
— Strange sweet Echo ! Even like thiee replying. 



THE MUFFLED DRUM.* 



The muffled drum was heard 

In the Pyrenees by night. 
With a dull deep rolling sound 

Which told the bainlcts round. 
Of a soldier's burial rite. 

But it told them not how dear. 

In a home beyond the main, 
Was the warrior youth laid low that hour, 

By a mountain stream of Spain. 

The oaks of England waved 
O'er the slumbers of his race. 

But a pine of the Ronceval made moan 
Above hit last lone place : 



* Set to beantifnl masie bjr Jobs Lodge, Eiq. 
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When the muffled drum waB h^ard 

In the Pyrenees by night, 
With a dull deep rolling sound, 

Which callM strange echoes round 
To the soldier's burial rite. 

Brief was the sorrowing there 
By the stream from battle red. 

And tossing on its wave the plumes 
Of many a stately head ; 

But a mother— soon to die, 

And a sister long to weep, 
£y*n then were breathing prayer fiir hkn. 

In that home beyond Sie deep; 

While the muffled drum was heard 

In the Pyrenees by night. 
With a dull deep rolling sound, 

And the dark pines moumM around 
O'er the soldier's burial rite^f 



THE SWAN AND THE SKY-LARK. 



Adiea, adi«B ! mj plaintive anlhem Tadw 
Pul the near meadowi, over the itUI ftieam. 

Up the hill-aide ; and now *t ia boned deep 
In the next valler-gladea. 

Higher itill and higher 

From the earth thou qirinseit 
Like a cloud of fire ; 
The bhie deep thou wingett. 
And Bngiog atittdoit aoar. and loariiif ever lingeiL 

ShMey. 

^IDST the long reeds that o'er a Grecian stream 
Unto the &int wind sigh'd melodiously, 
And where the sculpture of a broken shrine 
Sent out, thrpugh shadowy grass and thick wild 

flowers 
Dim Alabaster gleams-Hi lonely SwAn 
Warbled his death-«haunt; and a poet stood 
Listening to that strange music, as it shook 
The lilies on the wave ; and made the pines 
And all the laurels of the haunlted shore 
Thrill to its passion. Oh ! the tones were sweet, 
Ev'n painfully — as with the sweetness wrung 
From parting lote ; and to the Poet's thought 
TAtf was their language. 

^ Summer^ I depart ! 
O light and laughing summer, fore thee weU ! 
No sons' the less thro* thy rich woods will sweU^ 

For one, one broken heart. 

And fare ye well, young flowers ! 
Ye will not mourn ! ye will shed odour still. 
And wave in glory, colouring every rill. 

Known to my youth's fresh hours. 

And ye, bright founts, that lie 
Ktr in the whupermg forests, lone and deep, 
My wing no more shall stir your shadowy sleep-* 

•^weet waters ! I must die. 



Will ye not send one tome 
Of .sorrow thro* the pines?— one murmur low? 
Shall not the green leaves from your voices know' 

That f^ your child, am gone ? 

No, ever glad and free! 
Ye have no sounds a tale of death to tell ; 
Wav^ joyous waves, flow on, and fue ye well ! 

Ye will not mourn for me. 

But thou, sweet boon, too late 
Pour'd on my parting breath, vain gift of song' ! 
Why com'st thou thus, o'ermastering rich and 
strong. 

In the dark hour of faCe 7 

Only to wake the sighs 
Of echo-voices from their sparry cell ; 
Only to say — ** O sunshine and blue skies ! 

O Ufe and love, fareweU !" 

Thus flow'd the death-chaunt on ; while moon^ 

fully 
Low winds and waves made answer, and the toDea 
Buried in rocks along (he Grecian stream, 
Rocks and dim caverns of old Prophecy, 
Woke to respond : and all the air was flll'd 
With that one sighing sound — ** Farewell, Fare' 

well I" 
— FiU'd with that sound ! high in the calm blue 

heaven 
Ev'n then a Sky-lark hung ; soft summer clouds 
Were floating round him, all transpierced with 

light. 
And, 'midst that pearly radiance, his dark wings 
Qtiiver'd with song : — such free triumphant songy 
As if tears were not, — as if breaking hearts 
Had not a place below — and thus that strain 
Spoke to the Poet's ear exultingly. 

** The summer is come; she hath said, * Rejoice V 
The wild woods thrill to her merry voice ; 
Her sweet breath is wandering arotmd, on high: 
— Sing,, sing thro' the edioing sky ! 

** There is joy in the mountains; the bright waves 

leap 
Like the bounding stag when he breaks fipom sleep; 
Mirthfully, wildly, they flash along — 

— Let the heavens ring with song ! — 

** There is joy in the forests ; the bird of nieht 
Hath made the leaves tremble with deep delight ; 
But mine is the glory to sunshine given — 
Sing, sikig thro^ the echoing heav'n ! 

** Mine are the wings of the soaring mom. 
Mine are the fresh gales with day-spring bom: 
Only young rapture can moimt so high — 

-—Sing, sing through the edioing sky!'*' 

So those two voices met ; so Joj and Death 
Mingled their accents; and amidst the rush 
Of many thoughts, the Ustening Poet cried, 
•— ^ Oh ! thou art mighty,, thou art wandei&l^ 
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MvBterioiu Nature ! Not in thy free ran^ 
Of woods and wilds alone, thou blendest thus 
The dirge-note and the song of festiyal ; 
But in one JWort, one chanceful haman heart 
— Aj, and within one hour of that strange 

world — 
Thou call*8t their music forth, with all its tones 
To startle and to pierce ! — ^the dying Swan*s 
And the ^lad Sky-Lark's—Triumi^ and Dcb- 

pair!" 



SONGS OF SPAIN.* 

No. I. 
ANCIENT BATTLE SONG. 



Fling forth the proud banner of Leon a^fain ! 
Let the high word ** CkMiU" go resounding thro* 

Spain! 
And thou, free Astnrias, encampM on the height, 
Poor down thy dark sons to the vintage of fight ! 
Wake, wake ! the old soil where thy children re- 

poee^ 
Sounds hc^ow and deep to the trampling of foes. 
Ilie voices are mighty that swell from Uie pest, 
With Arragon*8 cry on the shrill mountain-Uast ; 
The ancient Sierras give strength to our tread. 
Their pines murmur song where bright blood hath 

been shed. 
— ^Fling forth the proud banner of Leon again. 
And shout ye ** Castile ! to the rescue for Spain 



II. 
THE ZE6RI MAID 



The Zegrii w«ra one of the motl OloitTiow Mooriah tribei. 
Tbair tzploilt ud Teada with their oelebratad rirak the Abeo- 
eemiee, form the auhieet of maiir ancient Si»aBiah Tomaaeee. 



Thb summer leaves were sighing, 

Aroond the Zegri maid. 
To her low sod song replying. 

As it fillM the olive iJiade. 
** Alas ! for her that loveth 

Her land's, her kindred's foe ! 
Where a Christian Spaniard roveth. 

Should a Zegri's spirit go 7 

** From thy glance, my gentle moChar I 

I sink, with shame oppressed. 
And the dark eye of my brother 

Is an arrow to my breast" 
— ^Where summer leaves were sighing. 

Thus sang the Zegri maid. 
While the crimson &y was dying 

In the whispery olive shade. 



• WriUen for a nt of ain. 
■elected by Cokmel Hodgei, and 
inf and D' Almaine, who have 
llM woida in this folniae. 



Peninsular Melodiei, 
poUiibed bj Mem. Ooold- 



** And for all this heart's wealth wasted, 

This woe in secret borne, 
This flower in young life blasted. 

Should I win back aught but scorn 7 
By aught but daily dying 

Would my lone truth be repaid ?" 
— ^Where the olive leaves were sighing. 

Thus sang the Zegri maid. 



III. 
THE RIO VERDE SON6« 



The Rio Verde, a email river of Spain, {■ celebrated in the 
old ballad romanoea of that ooontry for the freqoent oonbata 
on its banks, between Moor and Cbriatian. The ballad re' 
ferrinc to this iiream, in Percy's Bdiquea,' 
" G«Bl1e river, gentle river, 
Lo I thy itreiiiw ue ■funld wkk §0%" 
wOl be renaembered by many readers. 



Fu)w, Rio Verde ! 

In melody flow ; 
With her that weepeth 

To slumber from woe ; 
Bid thy wage's musk 

RoU through her dreams. 
Grief ever loveth 

The kind voice of streams. 

Bear her lone spirit 

Afar on the sound. 
Back to her childhood. 

Her life's fairy ground ; 
Pass like the whisper 

Of love that is gone*^ 
Flow, Rio Verde ! 

Softly flow on ! 

Dark glassy water, 

So crimson'd of yore f 
Love, death, and sorrow 

Know thy green shore. 
Thou shouldst have echoes 

For griera deepest 
—Flow, Rio Verde, 

Softly flow on. v 



IV. 
SEEK BY THE SILVERY DARRO. 



Seek by the silvery Darro, 

Where jasmine flowers have blown ; 
There hath she left no footsteps 7 

— ^Weep, weep, the maid is gone I 

Seek where our Lady's image 

Smiles o'er the pine-htmg steep; 
Hear ye not there her vespers 7 

—Weep for the parted, weep I 
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Seek in the porch where vine-leaves 

O'ershade her &ther'B head ; 
— ^Are his gny hairs left lonely 7 

Weep ! her bright soul ia fled. 



V. 
SPANISH EVENING HYMN. 



Ave ! nontr let prayer and mnaic 
Meet in love on earth and sea ! 

Now, sweet Mother ! may the weary 
Turn from this cold world to thee ! 

From the wide and restless waters 
Hear the sailor's hymn arise ! 

From his watch-fire *midst the momitains, 
Lo ! to thee the shepherd cries ! 

Yet, when thus full hearts find voices 
If o*erburdenM souls there be, 

Dark and silent in their anguish. 
Aid those captives ! set them free ! 

Touch them, every fount unsealing, 
Where the frozen tears lie deep ; 

Thou, the Mother of all Sorrows, 
Aid, oh ! aid to pray and weep ! 



VI. 
BIRD, THAT ART SINGING ON EBRD'S SIDE. 



Bird, that art singing on Ebro's side, 
Where myrtle shadows make dim the tide. 
Doth sorrow dwell *midst the leaves with thee 7 
Doth aons avail thy full heart to free 7 
— Bird of the midnight's purple sky ! 
Teach me the spell of thy melody. 

Bird ! is it blighted affection's pain. 

Whence the sad sweetness flows thro' thy strain 7 

And is the wound of that arrow stiU'd, 

When thy lone music the leaves have fill'd 7 

— Bird or the midnight's purple sky ! 

Teach me the spell of thy melody. 



VII. 
MOORISH GATHERING SONG. 

ZORICO.* 



Chains on the cities ! gloom in the air ! 
— Come to the hills ! fresh breezes are there. 
Silence and fear in the rich orange bowers ! 
—Come to the rocks where fi«e(bm hath towers. 

Come from the Darro ! — changed is its tone ; 
Come where the streams no bondage have known ; 
Wildly and proudly foaming, they leap. 
Singing of freedom from steep to ' 



*Tfa0 Zorko iiaD«aram«ly wildand ■iogolsraDtiqiw Moor- 
lihiiMlodj. 



Come from Alhambra ! garden and grove 
Now may not shelter beauty or love. 
Blood on the waters, death 'midst the flowen! 
—Only the spear and the roek are ours. 



VUI. 
THE SONG OF MINA'S SOLDIER& 



We heard thy name, O Mina ! 

Far through our hills it rang : 
A sound more strong than tempests. 

More keen than armour's dang. 
The peasant left his vintage, 

The shepherd grasp'd the spear — 
>~-We heard thy name, O Mina ! 

The mountain bands are here. 

As eagles to the day-spring. 

As torrents to the sea, 
From every dark Sierra 

So rush'd our hearts to thee. 

Thy spirit is our banner. 
Thine eye our beacon-sifn. 

Thy name our trumpet, Mma I 
— ^The mountain bands are thine.' 



IX. 
MOTHER, OH! SING ME TO REST. 

A CANCION. 



Mother! oh, sing me to rest 
As in my bright days departed : 
Sing to thy child, the sick-hearted. 

Songs for a spirit oppress'd. 

Lay this tired head on thy breast! 

Flowers from the night-dew are closing. 
Pilgrims and mourners reposing — 

•^Mother, oh ! sing me to rest ! 

Take back thy bird to its nest! 
Weary is young life when blighted, 
Heavy this love unrequited ; — 

Mother, oh ! sing me to rest ! 



THERE ARE SOUNDS IN THE DARK 
RONCESVALLES. 

There are sounds in the dark Ronccsvallea, 
There arc echoes on Biscay's wild shore ; 

There sre murmurs— but not of the torrent^ 
Nor the wind, nor the pme-forest's roar.- 
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Tie a day of the spear and the banner, 
Of armings and hurried farewells ; 

Rise, rise on your mountains, ye Spaniards! 
Or start fix>m your old battle^klls. 

There are streams of unconquer*d Asturias, 
That have roU'd with your Others' free blood ; 

Oh! leave on the graves of the mighty. 

Proud marks where their children have stood ! 



THE CURFEW-SONG OF ENGLAND. 



Hark ! from the dim church tower, 

The deep slow curfew's chime ! 
— ^A heavy sound unto hall and bower, 

In England's olden time ! 
Sadly 't was heard by him who came 

From the fields of his toH at night. 
And who might not see his own hearth-flame 

In his children's eyes make light 

Sternly and sadly heard. 

As It quench'd the wood-fire's glow. 
Which had cheer'd the board with the mirthful 
word, 

And the red wine's foaming flow ! 
Until that sullen boding knell 

Flung out from every fime. 
On harp and lip, and spirit, fell. 

With a weight and with a chain. 

Woe for the pilgrim then. 

In the wild deer's forest fkr ! " 
No cottage-lamp to the haunts of men, 

Might guide him, as a star. 
And woe ibr him whose wakeful soul. 

With lone aspirings fill'd. 
Would have lived o'er some immortal scroQ, 

While the sounds of earth were still'd : 

And yet a deeper woe 

For the watcher by the bed, 
Where the fondly loved in pain lay low. 

In pain and sleepless dread ! 
For the mother, doom'd unseen to keep 

By the dying babe, her place. 
And to feel its flitting pulse, and weep. 

Yet not behold its face ! 

Darkness in chieflain's hall ! 

Darkness in peasant's cot ! 
While freedom, under that shadowy poll. 

Sat mourning o'er her lot 
Oh ! the fireside's peace we well may prize ! 

For blood hath flow'd Uke rain, 
Pour'd forth to make sweet sanctuaries 

Of England's homes again. 

Heap the yxde-fagots high, 

Till the red light fills the room ! 
It is home's own hour, when the stormy sky 

Grows thick with evening^loom. 
Gather ye round the holy health. 

And by its gladdening blaze, 
Unto thankful bliss we will change our mirth. 

With a thought of the olden days ! 
35 



THE CALL TO BATTLR 

Ab ! theo and them wi^ hurryinn to and fro. 
And gathering teon. and iremblinv of distiMi, 
And there were ludden paniogt. mch ai praee 
The life from out jroiug heaita, and «^Hftfcin g ligfae 
Which ne'er might be repeated. 

Thk vesper-bell, from church and tower. 

Had sent its dying sound ; 
And the household, m the hush of eve, 

Were met, their porch around. 

A voice rang through the oUve-wood, with » 

sudden trumpet's powei^— 
"We rise on all our hills! come forth! 'tis thy 

country's gathering hour — 
There 's a gleam of spears by every stream, in 

each old battle-dell— 
Come forth, young Juan ! bid tl^ home a brief 

and proud farewell !** 

Then the father gave his son the sword. 
Which a hun£ed fights had seen — 

•* Away ! and bear it back, my boy! 
All that it still hath been! 

"• Haste, haste ! the hunters of the foe are up, and 

who shall stand 
The lion-like awakeningf of the roused indiimant 

land? * 

Our chase shall sound through each defile where 

swept the clarion's blast. 
With the flying footsteps of the Moor in stormy 

ages past" 

Then tlic mother kiss'd her son, with teaiB 

That o'er his dark locks foU : 
** I bless, I bless thee o'er and o'er. 

Yet I Btoy thee not— Farewell!" 

" One moment ! but one moment give to partiiig 

thought or word ! 
It is no time for woman's tears when manhood's 

heart is stirr'd. 
Bear but the memory of thy Idve about thee in 

the fight, 
To breathe upon th' avenging sword a spell of 

keener might" 

And a maiden's fond adieu was heard. 
Though deep, yet brief and low : 

" In the vigil, in the conflict, love! 
My prayer shall with thee go !" 

"Come forth! come as the torrent comes when 

the winter's chain is burst ! 
So rushes on the land's revenge, in night and 

sUenoe nursed — 
The night is past, the silence o'er— on all our hiUs 

we rise — 
We wait thee, youth ! sleep, dream no more! the 

voice of battle cries." 
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There were sad hearlB in a darken'd home, 
When the brave had left their bower ; 

Bat the strength of prayer and eacrifioe 
Was with them in that hour. 



SONGS FOR SUMMER HOURS.* 



I. 
AND I TOO IN ARCADIA. 



A edebralad pietore of Pou 



I repnmitaa 1 



I of I 



herd youtlH and mudeoi luddoiily cheeked hi their wander- 
faif«, and aflected with Tarione emotioia by the light of a tomb 
whicb bean thv uwxiptaoo: ** £t m AxUia cfe.'* 



Text have wander*d in their glee 

With the butterfly and bee; 

They have climb^i o*er heathenr swelk, 

They have wotud thro* forest dells; 

Mountain moss hath felt their tread, 

Woodland streams their way have led; 

Flowers, in deepest shadowy nooks, 

NuraUngs of the loneliest brooks, 

Unto them have yielded up 

Fragrant bell and starry cup: 

Chaplets are on every brow — 

— What hath stay*d the wanderers now 7 

Lo I a pray and rustic tomb, 

Bower*d amidst the rich wood-rloom; 

Whence these words their stricken spirits melt, 

— «* I too, Shepherds ! in Arcadia dwelt" 

There is many a summer sound 

That pale sepulchre around ; 

Thro' the shade young birds are glancing. 

Insect-wings in sun-streaks dancmg ; 

Glimpses of blue festal skies 

Pourmg in when soft winds rise ; 

Violets o*er the turf below 

Shedding out their warmest glow ; 

Yet a spirit not its own 

O'er the greenwood now is thrown ! 

Something of an tmder-noCe 

Thro* its music seems to float. 



Something of a stillness gray 
Creeps across the laughing day : 
Something, dimly fitni those old words felt, 
—** I too, Shepherds! in Arcadia dwelt* 

Was some gentle kindred maid 
In that ^rave with dirges laid? 
Some feir creature, with the tone 
Of whose voice a joy is gone, 
Leaving melody and mirth 
Poorer on this alter'd earth ? 
Is it thus? that so they stand. 
Dropping flowers fix»n every hand? 
Flowers, and Ijrres, and gather*d store 
Of red wild fruit prized no more ? 



* or ihew longa. the onee entitled '* Ye are not mM'd, fair 
llowen.'* the " Willow 8oii«," " Leave me not yet," and the 
'OianceBoucb." areiD the poiienoQof Mr. Wiilii. by whom 
they wUI be publHhed with nraaic. 



— ^No ! fitmi that bright band of mom. 

Not one link hath yet been torn; 

*T is the shadow of the tomb 

Falling o*er the summer-bloom, 

O'er the flush of love and life 

Passing with a sudden strife ; 

*T is the low prophetic breath 

Murmuring from that house of death. 

Whose feint whisper thus their hearts can rndt, 

** I too. Shepherds ! in Arcadia dwelt** 



II. 
THE WANDERING WIND. 



Thb Wind, the wandering Wind 

Of the golden summer eves — 
Whence is the thrilling mafic 

Of its tones amongst the leaves? 
Oh ! is it from the waters. 

Or fixun the long, tall grass ? 
Or is it from the hollow rocks 

Thro* which its breathings pass 7 

Or is it from the voices 

Of all in one combined. 
That it wins the tone of masteiy ? 

The Wind, the wandering Wind ! 
No, no ! the strange sweet acoents 

That with it come and go. 
They are not from the osiers, 

Nor the fir-trees whispering low. 

They are not of the waters. 

Nor of the cavern*d hill : 
*T is the htunan love within us 

That gives them power to thrilL 
They touch the links of memory 

Around our spirits twined. 
And we start, and weep, imd tremble, 

To the Wind, the wandering Wind ! 



III. 
YE ARE NOT MISS'D,FAIR FLOWERS. 



Ye are not miss'd, feir flowers, that late were 
spreading 
The summer's glow by feunt and breezy grot; 
There falls the dew, its feiry favours shedding. 
The leaves danoe on, the young birds miss 
you not 

Still plays the sparkle o'er the rippling water, 
O lily ! whence thy cup of pearl is rone ; 

The bright wave mourns not for its ioveliest 
daughter. 
There is no sorrow in the wind's low tone. 

And thou, meek hyacinth ! afar is roving 

The bee that oft thy trembling bells haUi luae'd; 

Cradled ye were, feir flowers ! 'midst all things 
bring, 
A joy to all— yet, yet, ye are not miss'd. 
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Ye, that were bam to lend the ■anbeun gladnesB, 

And the winds fragranoe, wandering where 

they list! 

— Oh! it were fareathmg words too deep in aadneea, 

To say— earth's kunian flowers not more are 

missed. 



IV. 
WILLOW SONG. 



Willow ! in thy breezy moan, 

I can hear a deeper tone; 

Thro' thy leaves come whispering low 

Faint sweet sounds of long ago. 

Willow, sighii^ Willow! 

Many a moamffal tale of old. 
Heart-sick bve to thee hath told. 
Gathering firom thy golden bough 
Leaves to cod his burning brow. 

Willow, sighing Willow ! 

Many a swan-like song to thee 
Hath been sung, thou gentle tree ! 
Many a lute its last lament 
Down tby moonlight stream hath sent : 
Wilbw, sighing Willow! 

Therefore, wave and murmur on ! 
Sigh for sweet affections gone. 
And for tonefol voices flc3. 
And for love whose heart halh Ued, 

Ever, Willow, WiUow! 



LEAVE ME NOT YET! 



LiAVZ me not yet — through rosy skies from ft^, 
But now the song-birds to their nest return ; 

The quivering image of the first pale star 
On the dim lake yet scarce begins to bum: 
Leave me not yet ! 

Not yet! — oh hark! low tones fh)m hidden 
streams. 
Piercing the shivery leaves, ev'n now arise ; 
Their voices mingle not with daylight dreams, 
lliey are of vesper hymns and harmonies : 
Leave me not yet! 

My thoughts are tike those gentle sounds, dear 
love! 
By day shut up in their own still recess. 
They wait for dews on earth, for stars above, 
Then to breathe oat their soul of tenderness ; 
Leave me not yet! 



VI. 
THE ORANGE. BOUGH. 



Oh ! bring me one sweet Orange-bough, 
To fan my cheek, to cool my brow; 
One bouffh, with pearly blossoms drest. 
And bind it, Mother ! on my breast ! 

Go, seek the grove along the shore. 
Whose odours I must breathe no more ; 
The flTove where every scented tree 
Thrills to the deep voice of the sea. 

Oh ! Love's fbnd sighs, and fervent prayer, 
And wild farewell, are lingering there ; 
Each leafs light whisper hath a tone. 
My faint heart, even in death, vrould own. 

Then bear me thence one bough, to shed 
Life's parting sweetness round my head. 
And bind it, Mother ! on my breast. 
When I am laid in lonely rest 



VII. 
THE STREAM SET FREE. 



Flow on, rejoice, make music. 

Bright livmg stream set free ! 
The troubled haunts of care and strife 

Were not for thee! 

The woodland is thy country, , 

Thou art all its own a^^ain ; 
The wild birds are thy kmdred race. 

That fear no chain. 

Flow on, rejoice, make music 

Unto the gUstenixig leaves ! 
Thou, the bdoved of balmy winds 

And golden eves. 

Once more the holy starlight 

Sleeps cahn upon thy breast, 
Whose brightness bears no token more 

Of man^s^mrest 

Flow, and let free-bom music 

flow with thy wavy line. 
While the stock-dove's lingering bring voice 

Comes blent with thine. 

And the green reeds quivering o'er thee. 

Strings of the forest-lyre. 
All fill'd with answering spirit-sounds. 

In joy respire. 

Yet 'midst thy soil's glad changes, 

Oh ! keep one pitying tone 
For gentle hearts that ^ar to thee 

Their sadness lone. 
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One soimd of all the deepest, 
To bring, like healing dew, 

A sense tlut nature ne*er &naksB 
The meek and tnie. 

Then, then, rejoice, make mndo, 
Thou stream, thou glad and free ! 

The shadows of all glorious flowers 
Be set in thee. 



VIII. 
THE SUMMER'S CALL. 



CoMX away ! the sunny hours 
Woo thee far to founts and bowers . 
O'er the very waters now, 
In their play, 
Flowers are shedding beauty's glow — 
Come away ! 
Where the lily's tender gleam 
Quivers on the glancing stream — 
Come away ! 

All the air is fiU'd with sound. 
Soil, and sultry, and profound ; 
Murmurs through the shadowy grass 



Lightly stray ; 
Is whisp 



Faint winds whisper as they ] 

Come away! 
Where the bee's deep music swells 
From the trembling fox-glove bells- 
Come away ! 

In the skies the sapphire blue 
Now hath won its richest hue ; 
In the woods the breath of song 

Night and day 
Floats with lei^ scents aJong— 

Come away ! 
Where the boughs with dewy gloom 
Darken each thick bed of Uoom — 

Come away ! 

In the deep heart of the rose 
Now the crimson love-hue glows; 
Now the glow-worm's lamp by night 

Sheds a ray, 
Dreamy, starry, greenly bright — 

Come away ! 
Where the fairy cup-moss lies, 
With the wild-wood strawberries, 

Come away ! 

Now each tree by summer crown'd. 
Sheds its own rich twilight round ; 
Glancing there from sun to shade, 

Bright wings play ; 
There the deer its couch hath made 

Come away ! 
Where the smooth leaves of the lime 
Glisten in their honey-time— 

Come away-— away ! 



IX. 
OH! SKY-LARK FOR THY WING. 

Oh ! Sky-lark, for thy wlas I 
Thou bird of joy and li^t. 
That I might soar and sing 
At heaven's empyreal height ! 
With the heathery lulls beneath me. 

Whence the streams in glory spring*. 
And the pearly cbuds to wreathe me. 
Oh sky-lark ! on thy wing ! 

Free, free from earth-bom fear, 

I would range the blessed skies. 
Through the tune divinely clear, 
Where the low mists cannot rise ! 
And a thousand joyous measures 

From mjT chaioless heart should springs. 
Like the bright rain's vernal treasures. 
As I wander'd on thy wing. 

But oh ! the silver chords, 

That around the heart are spun,- 
From gentle tones and words, 
And kind eyes that make our sun ! 
To some low sweet nest returning. 
How soon my love would bring. 
There, there the dews of morning. 
Oh, sky-lark ! on thy wing ! 



GENIUS SINGING TO LOVE. 



That voice re-meamiras 
Whatever tonee and nralueholy |kleeaiii«i 
The thingi of nature utter ; birde or tieea. 
Or where the tall gn^ *inid the heath-plant wavea, 
Hurmiir and mniic thin of sttdden breoee. 

CoUHdgt. 

I HZA&D a song upon the wandering wind, 
A song of many tones — though one full soul 
Breathed through them all imploringly ; and made 
All nature as they pass'd, all quivering leaves 
And low responsive reeds and waters thrill. 
As with the consciousness of human prayer. 
— ^At times the passion-kindled melody 
Might seem to gush from Sappho's fervent heart. 
Over the wild sea-wave; — at times the strain 
Flow'd with more plaintive sweetness, as if bom 
Of Petrarch's voice, beside the lone Vaucluse ; 
And sometimes, with its melancholy swell, 
A graver sound was mingled, a deep note 
Of Tasso's holy lyre;— yet still the tones 
Were of a suppliant ; — " Zeave me not r was still 
The burden of their music ; and I knew 
The lay which Genius, in its loneliness. 
Its own still world amidst th' overpeopled world. 
Hath ever breathed to Love. 

They crown me with the glistening crown. 
Borne from a deatliless tree ; 
I hear the pealing music of renown — 
O Love ! foraake me not ! 
Mine were a lone dark lot, 
Bereflof thee! 
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They tell me that my soul can throw 
A g^k>ry o*er the earth ; 
F^rom thee, from thee, is caught that golden glow ! 
Shed by thy gentle eyes, 
It gives to flower and skies, 
A bright new birth ! 

Thence gleams the path of morning, 
Over the kindling hills, a sunny zone ! 
Thence to its heart of hearts, the rose is burning 
With lustre not its own ! 
Thence every wood-recess 
Is fill'd witii loveliness. 
Each bower, to ring-doves and dim violets known. 

I see all beauts by the ray 
That streameth nom thy smile ; 
Oh ! bear it, bear it not away ! 

Can that sweet light beguile 7 
Too pure, too spiriUuke, it seems, 
To linger long by earthly streams ; 
I clasp it with th* alloy 
Of fear *midst quivering joy. 
Yet must I perish if the gift depart — 
Leave me not, Love ! to thine own beating heart ! 

The music from my lyre 
With thy swift step would flee ! 
The world's cold breath would quench the 
starry fire 
In my deep soul — a temple fillM with thee ! 
Seal'd would the fountains lie, 
The waves of harmony, 
Which thou alone canst free ! 

Like a shrine *midst rocks fersaken, 

Whence the oracle had fled; 
Like a harp which none might waken 

But a mighty master dead ; 
Like the vase of a perflmie 8catter*d, 

Such would my spirit be ; 
So mute, so void, so shatterM, 

Bereft of thee ! 

Leave roe not, Love ! or if this earth 

Yield not for thee a home. 
If the bright summer land of th v pure birth 
Send thee a silvery voice that whispers — 
*" Comer 
Then, with the fflory from the rose, 
With the sparkle from the stream, 
With the light thy rainbow^presenoe throws 
Over the poet's dream ; 
With all the Elvsian hues 
Thy pathway that sufluse, 
With joy, with music, from the fading grove. 
Take me, too, heavenward, on thy wing, sweet 
Love! . 



THE BIRD AT SEA. 



Bird of the greenwood ! 

Oh ! why art thou here ? 
Leaves dance not o'er thee, 

Flowers bloom not near. 



All the sweet waters 
Far hence are at play — 

Bird of the greenwood ! 
Away, away ! 

Where the mast quivers. 
Thy peace will not be, 

As 'midst the waving 
Of wild rose and tree. 

How should'st thou battle 
With storm and with spray ? 

Bird of the greenwood ! 
Away, away ! 

Or art tliou seeking 

Some brighter land, 
Where by tlie south-wind 

Vine-leaves are fiinn'd ? 

'Midst the wild billows 

Why tlien delay 7 
Bird of the greenwood ! 

Away, away ! 

"Chide not my lingering 
Where storms are dark ; 

A hand that hath nursed me 
Is in the bark ; 

A heart that hath cherish'd 
Through winter's long day. 

So I turn from the greenwood. 
Away, away !" 



MUSIC AT A DEATH-BED. 



*' Haac ! whr thy power employ 
Only for the •ooi of joy 1 
Only for the imitinc goaiti 
At natal, or st nuptial feasts 1 
Rather thy lenient numben pour 
On thoee whom lecret griefi devoor ; 
And with lome lofYly-whiiperM air 
Smooth the brow of dumb despair !** 

fFarUtn, from Ewripidu. 



Bring music! stir the brooding air 

With an ethereal breath ! 
Bring sounds my struggling soul to bear 

Up from the couch of death ! 

A voice, a flute, a dreamy lay. 

Such as the southern breeze 
Might waft, at golden fall of day, 

O'er blue transparent seas ! 

Oh no ! not such ! that lingering spell 

Would lure me back to life, 
When my Wean'd heart hath said fiuvweO, 

And pass'd the gates of strife. 

Let not a sigh of human love 

Blend wi3i the song its tone! 
Let no disturbing echo move 

One that must die alone ! 
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But poor a ■olemn-breathing strain 
Fill'd with the soul of praver; 

Let a li&*8 conflict, fear, and pain, 
And tremUinur hope, be there. 

Deeper, yet deeper ! in my thought 

Lies more prevailing sound, 
A harmony intensely fraught 

With pleading more profound. 

A passion into music given, 

A sweet, yet piercing cry ; 
A breaking heart*s ap{^ to heaven, 

A bright fiiith*s victory ! 

Deeper ! Oh! may no richer power 
Be in those notes enshrined ! 

Can all which crowds on earth*s last hour 
No fuller language find 7 

Away! and hush the feeble song. 

And let the chord be stillM ! 
Far in another land ere long 

My dream shall be fulfilfd. 



A quiet home from the nocnday's glare. 
And the breath of the wintry blast — 

Pidst thou toil thro* the days of thy silvery hair. 
To win thee but tits at last? 



WHERE IS THE SEA? 
Bona or the oeekk islandcr in xxilk. 

A Greek blaoder, beini talwo to the Vde of Tanpo. 
called upon to admire Ha beauty, only lepliod— ** Tk» m 
whtreiMitt" 



MARSHAL SCHWERIN*S 6RAVR 

"I came upon the tomb of Manhal Sehwerin— a plain quiei 
cenotaph, ended in the middle of a wide oorofleld. on the very 
qwt where be ckiaed a long, faithfiil, and florioni career in 
arm. He fell here at eighty yean of age, at the head of hit 
own regiment, the 'itandard of it waving in hia hand. Hia teat 
waa in the leathern aaddle-~^iB fuot in the iron atirrap— hia 
flngen reined the yooog war-hone to the laaL*'— JVotM atut 
SdUetunu during a RamUe in Oemaiur. 



Tbov didst M in the field with thy silver hair. 

And a banner in thy hand ; 
Thou wert laid to rest from thy battles there. 

By a proudly mournful band. 

In the camp, on the steed, to the bugle's blast, 
Thy long bright yean had sped ; 

And a warrior^s bier was thine at last. 
When the snows had crownM thy head. 

Many had ftllcn by thy side, old chief! 

Brothers, and friends, perchance ; 
But tliou wert yet as the fadeless lea^ 

And light was in thy glance. 

The soldier's heart at thy step leap*d high. 
And thv voice the war-horse knew ; 

And the nrst to arm, when the foe was nigh, 
Wert thou, the bold and true. 



Where is the sea? — ^I Isnguish 

Where is my own blue sea ? 
With all its barks in fleet career. 

And flags, and breezes free. 

I miss that voice of waves, which first 
Awoke my childhood's glee ; 

The measured chime — ^the thundering 
Where is my own blue sea ? 

Oh ! rich yotur myrtle's breath may rise. 
Soft, son your winds may be; 

Yet n\^r aick heart within me die»— 
Whete is my own blue sea? 

I hear the shepherd's mountain flut^— 

I hear the whispering tree; 
The echoes of my soul are mute : 

— ^Where is my own blue sea ? 



SONGS OF CAPTIVITY. 



These eongi (with the exception of the fifth) have nil 1 
aet to mune by the author*! mtar. and are in the pomemio 
Mr. Willii, by whoee permimoo they are ben pobliahed. 



Now mayest thou slumber — thy work is 

Thou of the weU-wom sword ! 
From the stormy fight in thy fiune thou 'rt gone. 

But not to the fbstal board. 

The oom^iheaves whisper thy grave around. 

Where fiery blood hath flow'd :-- 
Oh ! lover of battle and trumpet^oimd ! 

Thou art couch'd in a still abode ! 



ZVTRODUOTZOV. 

One hour for distant homes to weep 
'Midst Afric's burning sands, 

One silent simset hour was given 
To the slaves of many lands. 

They sat beneath a lonely pahn. 
In the gardens of their lord ; 

And mingling with the fountain's tone. 
Their somgs of exile pour'd. 

And strangely, sadly, did those lays 

Of Alp and Ocean sound. 
With Afric's wild red skies above, 

And solemn wastes aroimd. 

Broken with tears were ofl their tones, 
And most when most they tried 

To breathe of hope and liberty, 
From hearts that inly died. 

So met the sons of many lands, 
Parted by mount and main ; 

So did thcv sing in brotherhood. 
Made kmdred by the chain. 
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L 
THE BROTHER'S DIRGE. 



In the proud old fknes of England 

My warrior fiOhers lie. 
Banners hang drooping o*er their dust 
With gorgeons blazonry. 
But thou, but iAou, my brother ! 
O'er thee dark billows sweep, 
The best and bravest heart of all 
Is shrouded by the deep. 

In the old hi^h wars of England 

My noble dithers bled ; 
For her Ucm kings of lanee and spear, 
They went down to the dead. 
But thou, but thou, my brother! 
Tky life-drops flow'd for me — 
WouM I were with thee in thy rest. 
Young sleeper of the sea. 

In a shelter'd home of England 

Our sister dwells alone. 
With quick heart listening for the sound 
Of footsteps that are gone, 
fflie littk dreams, my brother! 

Of the wild fete we have found; 
I, 'midst the Afric sands a slave. 
Thou, by the dark seas bound. 



n. 

THE ALPINE HORN. 



Thk Alpine horn! the Alpine horn! 

Oh ! through m^ native sky, 
Might I but hear its deep notes borne, 

Once more, — ^but once, — and die ! 

Yet, no ! *mid8t breezy hills thy breath. 

So full of hope and mom. 
Would win me from the bed of death — 

O joyous Alpine horn ! 

But here the echo of that blast, 

To many a battle known. 
Seems moumfhlly to wander past, 

A wild, shrill, wailing tone ! 

Haunt me no more ! for slavery's air 
Thy proud notes were not bom ; 

Hie dream but deepens my despair^ 
Be hush'd, thou Alpine hom! 



m. 

O YE VOICES. 



Never, never ! Spring hath smiled and parted 
Ofl since then your fond farewell was said ; 

O'er the green turf of the gentle-hearted. 

Summer's hand the roscJeaves may have shed, 
Ofl again. 

Or if still around my heart ye linger. 

Yet, sweet voices! tliere must change have 
come; 

Years have queU'd the free soul of the singer, 
Vernal tones shall greet the Wanderer home. 
Ne'er again! 



IV. 
I DREAM OF ALL THINGS FREE. 



O n voices round my own hearth singing ! 

As the winds of IVIay to memory sweet. 
Might I yet return, a worn heart brinffiDg, 

Would those vernal tones the Wandierer greet, 
Once again? 



I DRiLiM of all things free ! 

Of a gallant, galknt bark. 
That sweeps through storm and sea. 

Like an arrow to its mark ! 
Of a stag that o'er the hills 

Goes bounding in his glee ; 
Of a thousand flashing rills — 

Of all things glad and free ! 

I dream of some proud bird, 

A briffht-eyed mountain king ! 
In my visions I have heard 

The rushing of his wing. 
I follow some wild river. 

On whose breast no sail may be ; 
Dark woods around it shiver — 

—I dream of all things free ! 

Of a happy forest child. 

With the &wns and flowers at play ; 
Of an Indian 'midst the wild. 

With the stars to guide his way : 
Of a chief his warriors leading. 

Of an archer's greenwood tree : — 
— My heart in chains is bleeding. 

And I dieam of all things free ! 



FAR O'ER THE SEA. 

Where are the vintage songs 

Wandering in glee ? 
Where dance the peasant bands 

Joyous and flree 7 
Under a kind blue sky. 
Where doth my birth-place lie? 

— Far o'er the sea ! 

Where floats the myrtte^cent 

O'er vale and lea, 
When evening caUs the dove 

Homewar<l8 to flee 7 
Where doth the orange gleam 
Sofl on^ny native stream? 

^Far o'er the sea ! 
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Where are sweet eyes of love 

Watching for me 7 
Where o*er the cabin roof 

Waves the grreen tree ? 
Where speaks the vesper-chime 
StiJl of a holy time 7 

— Far o*er the sea ! 

Dance on, ye vintage bands, 

Fearless and free ! 
Still fresh and greenly wave, 

My fiither*s tree ! 
Still smile, ye kind blue skies ! 
Though your son pines and dies 

Far o^er the sea ! 



VI. 
THE INVOCATION. 



Oh ! art thou still on earth, my love 7 

My only love ! 
Or umiling in a brighter home, 

Far, fax above 7 

Oh ! is thy sweet voice fled, my love 7 
Thy li^ht step fone 7 

And art thou not, in Earth or Heaven, 
Still, still my own 7 

I see thee with thy gleaming hair. 
In midnight dreams ! 

But cold, and dear, and spirit-like. 
Thy soft eye i 



Peace, in thy saddest hour, my love ! 

Dwelt on thy brow ; 
But something mournfully divine 

There shineth now ! 

And silent ever is thy lip^ 

And piale thy cheek ! — 
Oh ! art thou Earth's, or art thou Heaven's? 

Speak to me, speak ! 



Where the hearth shines, where the kind looks 

are met, 
Where the smiles mingle, our place shall be yet ! 
Crossing the desert, o'ersweeping the sea, — 
Droop not, my brothers ! we yet shall be free ! 



VII. 
THE SONG OF HOPE. 

Droop not, my brothers ! I hear a fflad strain — 
We shall burst forth like streams from the win- 

ter-night's chain ; 
A flag is unmrPd, a bright star of the sea, 
A ransom approaches — ^we yet shall be free ! 

Where the pines wave, where the light chamois 

leaps. 
Where the lone ea^le hath built on the steeps. 
Where the snows glisten, the mountain rills loam, 
Free as the fidcon's wing, yet shall we roam. 



THE IVY SONG. 



Writtm on racMviDc mmim iTT-learei, fstband from the 
rained CmUo of Bheinfete on the Rlrine. 



Oh! how could ftncy crown with ihee, 

Li ancient days, the God of Wine, 
And bid thee at the banquet be 

Companion of the vine 7 
Ivy ! thy home is where each sound 

Of revelry hath long been o*er. 
Where song and beaker once went round. 

But now are known no more. 

Where long-fallen gods recline. 
There tiie place is thine. 

The Roman on his battle-plains. 

Where Kin^s before his eagles bent, 
With thee, amidst exulting strains, 

ShadowM the victor's tent : 
Though shining there in deathless green, 

Triumphally thy boughs might wave. 
Better thou lov*st the silent scene 

Around the victor's grave. 

Urn and sculpture half divine 
Yield their place to thine. 

The cold halls of the regal dead. 
Where lone th' Italian sunbeams dwell. 

Where hollow sounds the lightest tread- 
Ivy ! they know thee weU! 

And for above tlie festal vine, 
Thou wav'st where once proud banners hong. 

Where mouldering turrets crest the Rhine 
— ^The Rhine, still fresh and young ! 
Tower and rampart o'er the Khiae 
Ivy! all are thine! 

High fi^m the fiekls of air look down 

Those eyries of a vanish'd race, 
Where harp, and battle, and renown. 

Have pass'd, and left no trace. 
But thou art there ! — serenely bright. 

Meeting the mountain storms with bloom^ 
Thou that wilt climb the loftiest height, 

Or crown the lowliest tomb ! 
Ivy, Ivy ! all are thine. 
Palace, hearth, and shrine. 

T is still the same ; our pilgrim tread 
O'er classic plains, through deserts free. 

On the mute path of ages fled. 
Still meets decay and thee. 

And still let man his fabrics rear, 
August in beauty, stftm in power. 
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-^Days pofls — thou Ivy ncrer sere !• 
And thoa shall have thy dower. 

All are thine, or must be thin»— 
— ^Temple, pillar, shrine ! 



THE DYING GIRL AND FLOWER& 



"I doBii* •• I look on thew. the ornamenta and cbUdreo of 
Earth, to kaow whether, indeed, lueb Ihinn 1 ahall mo do 
more 1 — whether thej have no likeneM, no archetype in the 
world in which my future home is to be caet 1 or whether they 
kne their imacea above, only wrouffht in a more wondrou 

and delightful mould." Qntvertatunu with on jSwMtioiu 

StMduUmUlkealtJL 

Bkar them not from grassy dells. 
Where wild bees have honey-ceUs ; 
Not from where sweet water-sounds 
Thrill the greenwood to its bounds : 
Not to waste their scented breath 
On the silent room of Death ! 

Kindred to the breeze they are. 
And the glow.worm*s emerald star 
And the bird, whose song is free, 
And the many-whispering tree : 
Oh ! too deep a love, and vain. 
They would win to earth again. 

Spread them not before the eyes, 
Closing fast on summer skies ! 
Woo thou not the spirit back. 
From its lone and viewless track, 
With the bright things which have birth 
Wide o'er all the colour'd earth ! 

With the vioIet^s breath would rise 
Thoughts too sad for her who diss ; 
From the lily*s pearl-cup shed. 
Dreams too sweet would haunt her bed ; 
Dreams of youth— of spring-time eves — 
Music — ^beauty^-all she leaves ! 

Hush ! *t is thou that dreaming art, 
Calmer is her gentle heart 
Yes ! o*er fountain, vale, and grove. 
Leaf and flower, hath gushM her love ; 
But that passion, deep and true. 
Knows not of a last adieu. 

Types of lovelier forms than these. 
In their fragile mould she sees; 
Shadows of ^et richer things. 
Bom beside mimortal springs. 
Into fuller glory wrought. 
Kindled by surpassing thought ! 

Therefore, in the lily's leaf. 
She can read no word of grief; 
O'er the woodbine she can dwell. 
Murmuring not— Farewell ! ftxewell! 
And her dim, yet speaking eye, 
Greets the violet solemnly. 

* YsMyiUes brown, and Ivy never aeie. Lgaiet. 



Therefore, once, and yet again, 
Strew them o'er her bed of pain ; 
From her chamber take the gk>om, 
With a light and flush of bloom : 
So should one depart, who goes 
Where no Death can touch the rose ! 



THE MUSIC OF ST. PATRICK'a 



The choral moaic of St. Patrick'^ Cathedral, Dublin, it 
almoet anrivaNed in ita combined powera of voice, organ, and 
■cientifie akill.— The m^jeatic harmony of effect thus produced 
is not a little deepened by the character of the Church itself; 
which, thooch small, yet with its dark rich fratwork, knightly 
helmeta and banners, and old monumental effigies, seema all 
filled and oveiahadowed by the spirit of ehivaliow antiquity. 
The imagination never faila to racognixe it as a fitting scene 
for high solemnities of old;— a place to witness the soliUiy 
vigil of arms, or to resound with the funeral march at the 
burial of some warlike King. 



All the choir 
Bang Halleliuah, as the aoood of seai 



Again, oh ! send that anthem peal again 
Thro* the arch'd roof in triumph to the sky ! 
Bid the old tombs ring proudly to the strain. 
The banners thrill as if with victory ! 

Such sounds the warrior awe-struck might have 

heard. 
While arm'd for fields of chivalrous renown ; 
Such the hifirh hearts of Kings might well have 

stirr'd, 
While throbbing still beneath the recent crown. 

Those notes once more! — they bear my soul 

away, 
They lend the wings of morning to its flight ; 
No earthly passion in th' exulting lay, 
Whispers one tone to win me from that height 

All is of Heaven ! — Yet wherefore to mine eye 
Gush the vain tears unbidden from their source 7 
Ev'n while the waves of that strong harmony 
Roll with my spirit on their sounding course ! 

Wherefore must rapture its full heart reveal 
Thus b;]^ the burst of sorrow's token-^hower? 
— Oh ! is it not, that humbly we may feel 
Our nature's limit in its proudest hour 7 



KEENE, OR LAMENT OP AN IRISH 
MOTHER OVER HER SON. 



This lament is intended to imitate the peeoliar styls of the 
Irish Keeoes, many of which are distinguished by a wild and 
deep pathoa. and other characteristics analogous to those of 
the national mnaic 



Dakklt the cloud of night comes rolling on ; 
Darker is thy repose, my &ir-haired son ! 

Silent and dark. 
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There is blood upon the threshold 
IVhenoe thy step went forth at mom, 

Like a dancer^s in its fleetness, 
O my bright first-born ! 

At the glad sound of that footstep, 
My heart within me smiled ; 

-"Thou wert brought me back all silent 
On thy bier, my child ! 

Darkly the doud of night comes rolling on ; 
Darker is thy repose, my &ir-hair*d son ! 

Silent and dark. 

I thought to see thy children 
Laugh on me with thine eyes ; 

But my sorrow's hfe is lonely 
Where my life-flower lies. 

I shall so to sit beside thee. 
Thy kindred's graves among; 

I shall hear the tJl mas whisper — 
I shall hear it not long ! 

Darkly the doud of night comes rolling on ; 
Darker is thy repose, my fidr-haii^d son ! 

Silent and dark. 

And I too shall find slumber 
With my lost one in the earth : 

— ^Let none light up the ashes 
Again on our hearth ! 

Let the roof go down ! — let silence 

On the home for ever fall. 
Where my boy lay cold, and heard not 

His lone mother's call ! 

Darkly the doud of night come^roUing on; 
Darker is thy repose, my fiur-hau-'d son ! 
Silent and dark. 



THE ANGELS' CALL. 



"Hoik! UwywbNper 
Siittt q>irit, come away 



CoioE to the land of peace ! 
Come where the tempest hatii no longer sway, 
The shadew passes m>m the soul away, 

The sounds of weeping cease ! 

Fear hath no dwelling there ! 
Come to the mingling of repose and love, 
Breathed by the silent spirit of the dove 

Through the' celestial air ! 

Come to the bright and blest 
And crown!d for ever ! — 'midst that shining band, 
Gather'd to heaven's own wreath from every land. 

Thy spirit shall find rest ! 



Thou hast been long alone : 
Come to thy mother! — on the sabbath shore, 
The heart that rock'd thy childhood back 
more 

Shall take its wearied one. 

In silence wert thou left ! 
Come to thy sisters I — joyously again 
All the home voices, blest in one sweet strain. 

Shall greet their long-bereft 

Over thine orphan head 
The storm hath swept as o'er a willow's haagh : 
Come to thy fiither !— it is finiah'd now ; 

Thy tean have all been $hed. 

In thy divine abode 
Change finds no pathway, mem'ry no dark trace. 
And, oh ! bright victory— death by love no place ! 

Come, Spirit ! to thy God ! 



THE SPELL. 

There's such a glory on thy cheek. 
And such a magic power around thee, 

That, if I would, I could not break 
The spell with which thine eyes have bound i 

Though all my stubborn heart rebd 
Against the thraldom of thy frown. 

The tamdess spirit thou canst quell. 
And keep the bursting "^Bdn es B down. 

I vainly struggle to be free; 

I rouse that withering pride in vain. 
Whose blight might change my love for thee 

To fiery hate or cdd disdain. 

I loathe my very soul, that bears 
To drink thy poisonous love-draughts up 

Until my frenzied spirit swears 
To dash to earth the *^nT^!^ipg ^ c^p. 

Yet every effort of my heart 

To cast thee off but draws thee nearer. 
And rage and agony impart 

A venom-charm that makes thee dearer. 



FAR AWAY.* 

Far away !— my home is £u away, . 

Where the blue sea laves a mountain shore ; 
In the woods I hear my brother's play, 

'Midst the flowers my sister sings once moro. 
Far away ! 



*Thk, together with five other wnge. have beeo Mt to mnsie 
of great merit by J. Zeog beer Herrmano, and H. F. C^ and 
are pablkhed in a wt by Mr. Power, who hae giveo psnuMieD 
for the appearance of the woids in t*^' * 
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Far away ! my dreams are tu away. 
When, at midnight, stars and shadows reign ; 

** Gentle child," my mother seems to say, 
** Follow me where home shall smile again 1*' 
Far away ! 

Far away ! my hope is &i away. 

Where love*s voice youn|r glocmess may restore ; 
— O thon dove ! now soaring through, the day, 

Lend me wings to reach that better shore. 
Far away. 



THE LYRE AND FLOWER, 



A LTKK its plaintive sweetness pour*d 

F(ulh on the wild wind*s track ; 
The stormy wanderer jarr'd the chord. 
Bat gave no music back, 
— Oh ! child of song ! 

Bear hence to heaven thy fire ! 
What hop^st thou from the reckless throng 7 
Be not like that lost lyre ! 
Not like that lyre! 

A flower its leaves and odours cast 

On a swift-rolling wave ; 
Th* unheeding torrent darkly pass'd. 
And back no treasure gave. 
—Oh! heart of love! 

Waste not thy precious dower ! 
Turn to thine only home above. 
Be not like that lost flower ! 
Not Uke that flower. 



SISTER! SINCE I MET THEE LAST. 



Sister ! since I met thee last, 
0*er thy brow a change hath past, 
In the softness of thine eyes 
Deep and still a shadow ues ; 
From thy voice there thriUs a tone. 
Never to thy childhood known ; 
Through thy soul a storm hath moved, 
Gentle sister, thou hast loved ! 

Yes ! thy varyinjr cheek hath caught 
Hues too bright Som troubled thought ; 
Far along the wanderine stream. 
Thou art followed by a dream ; 
In the Woods and valleys lone, 
Music haunts thee not thine own : 
Wherefore fall thy tears like rain 7 
Sister, thou hast loved in vain ! 

Tell me not the tale, my flower ! 
On my bosom pour that showier ! 
Tell me not of kind thoughts wasted; 
Tell me not of younf hopes bksted ; 
Wring not forth one burning word. 
Let thy heart no more be stirr'd ! 
Home alone can give thee rest 
*>Weep, sweet sister, on my breast! 



THE LONELY BIRD. 



FaoM a ruin thou art singing, 

Oh! lonely, lonely bird! 
The soft blue air is ringing. 

By thy summer music stirr'd ; 
But all is dark and cold beneath. 

Where harps no more are heard : 
Whence winn'st thou that exulting breath, 

Oh! lonely, lonely bird 7 

Thy song flows, richly swelling. 

To a triumph of ^lad souncb. 
As from its cavern dw^ling 

A stream in glory bounds ! 
Though the castle echoes catch no tone 

Of human step or word, 
T{io* the fires be quench'd and the feasting done, 

Oh! lonely, lonely bird ! 

How can that flood of gladness 

Rush through thy fiery lay. 
From the haunted place of sadness. 

From the bosom of decay? 
While diree-notes in the breeze's moan. 

Through the ivy garlands heard. 
Come blent with thy rejoicing tone. 

Oh ! lonely, lonely bird ! 

There *s many a heart, wild singer. 

Like thy forsaken tower. 
Where joy no more may linger. 

Where love hath left his bower : 
And there's many a spirit e'en like thee, 

To mirth as lightly stirr'd, 
Though it soar from ruins in its glee. 

Oh I lonely, lonely bird ! 



DIRGE AT SEA. 



Sleep ! — we give thee to the wave. 
Red with life-blood fi^m the brave, 
Thou shalt find a noble grave. 
Fare thee well ! 

Sleep ! thy billowy field is won. 
Proudly may the funeral gun, 
'Midst the hush at set of sun. 
Boom thy knell ! 

Lonely, lonely is thy bed. 
Never there may flower be shed. 
Marble rear'd, or brother's head 
Bow'd to weep. 

Yet thy record on the sea. 
Borne through battle high and firee, 
Long the red cross flag shall be. 
Sleep! O sleep! 
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PILGRIM'S SONG TO THE EVENING STAR. 



O SOFT star of the west ! 

Gleaming fiir, 
Tfaou*rt guiding all things home. 

Gentle star ! 
Thou bring^st from rock and wave, 

The sea-bird to her nest. 
The hunter from the hills, 
The fisher back to rest 
Light of a thousand streams, 

Gleaming far ! 
O soft star of the west. 

Blessed star! 

No bowery roof is mine. 

No hearth of love and rest. 
Yet guide me to my shrine, 

O soil star of the west \ 
There, there, my home shall be. 

Heaven's dew shall cool my breast, 
When prayer and tear gush nree, 

— O soft star of the west ! 

O sofl star of the west. 

Gleaming far ! 
ThouM guiding all things home, 

Gentle star ! 
Shine from thy rosy heaven, 

Pour joy on earth and sea ! 
Shine on, though no sweet eyes 
Look forth to watch for me ! 
Light of a thousand streams. 

Gleaming far ! 

O soft star of the west! 

Blessed star! 



THE SPARTAN'S MARCH. 



*'The Bpartaoa nwd not tlie trompet in their maich into bat- 
tle.** Myt Thucydides, because they wished oot to excite the 
rage of their warriors. Their charrinr-step was made "to 
the Dorian nood of flutes and soft recorders.** The valour of 
a Spartan was too highly tempered to require a stunning or 
rousing impulse. His spirit was lilte a steed too proud for the 
9ar.*'— Comp^tf/i em the Elegiac Poetry vf tht Oreeka. 

T WAS mom upon the Grecian hills. 
Where peasants dressM the vines. 

Sunlight was on Cithisron's rills, 
Arcadians rocks and pines. 

And brightly, through his reeds and flowers, 

Eurotas wanderM by, 
When a sound arose from Sparta*s towers 

Of solemn harmony. 

Was it the hunter^s choral strain 
To the woodland-goddess pour*d 7 

Did virgin hands in Pallas* fiine 
Strike the fuU-sounding chord 7 



But helms were glancing on the stream^ 

Spears ranged in close array, 
And shields flung back a glorious beam 

To the mom of a fearfiu day ! 

And the mountain echoes of the land 
SwelPd through the deep blue sky. 

While to soft strains moved forth a band 
Of men that moved to die. 

They march'd not with the trumpet's UurC, 

Nor bade the horn peal out. 
And the laurel-groves, as on they paaB*d, 

Rung with no battle-shout ! 

They ask'd no clarion's voice to firs 
Their souls with an impulse high ; 

But the Dorian reed, and the Spartan lyre. 
For the sons of liberty ! 

And still sweet flutes, their path aronnd. 

Sent forth iEolian breath : 
They needed not a sterner sound 

To marshal them for death ! 

So moved they calmly to their field. 

Thence never to return, 
Save bringing back the Spartan shield. 

Or on it proudly home ! 



THE MEETING OF THE SHIPS. 



" We take each other by the hand, and we exchange a few 
words and looks of kindneas, and we nvoioe together for a few 
short ttonents r-aod then days, months, years intenreoo— «ad 
we see and know nothing of each other.** 

WaOmgUn hvimg 

Two barks met on the deep mid-sea, 

When calms had stilled the tide ; 
A few bright days of summer glee 

There found them side by side. 

And voices of the fair and brave 

Rose mingling thence in mirth ; 
And sweetly floated o'er the wave 

The melodies of earth. 

Moonlight on tliat lone Indian main 

Cloudless and lovely slept ; — 
While dancin|r step, and fbstive strain 

Each deck m tritmiph swept 

And hands were link'd, and answering eyes 

With kindly meaning shone ; 
— Oh ! brief and passing sympathies. 

Like leaves together blown ! 

A little while such joy was cast 

Over the deep's repose, 
Till the loud singing winds at last 

Like trumpet music rose. 

And proudly, freely on their way 

The parting vessels bore ; 
— In calm or storm, by rock or bay, 

To meet — Oh ! never more ! 
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Never to blend in victory's cheer, 
To aid in hours of woe: — 

And thus bright spirits mingle here, 
Such ties are fi>nn*d below ! 



THE ROCK OF CADER IDRIS. 

▲ LBQKKD OF WAIXS. 



It it u old traditioD of the Weleh Bardt, that on the lam- 
mit of the moaotain Cader Idrii, w an exeavaiion resetnblioff 
a coueb ; and that whoever should pan a night in that hollow, 
woold be found in the morning either dead, in a itato of 
frenzy, or endowed with the hifbert poetical impiration. This 
song is one of a " Selection of Welsh Melodies, arranged hr 
John Parry, and published by Mr. Power.'* 



I LAT on that rock where the storms have their 
dwelling. 
The birthrplace of phantoms, the home of the 
cloud ; 
Around it for ever deep mtisac is swelling. 
The voice of the mountain.wind, solemn and 
loud, 
'T was a midnight of shadows all fitfully stream- 
ing, 
Of wild waves and breezes, that mingled their 
moan; 
Of dim shrouded stars, as from gulfs fkinlly 
gleammg. 
And I met the dread gloom of its grandeur 
alone. 



I lay there in silence— a Spirit came o*er me : 
Man's tongue hath no language to speak what 
I saw; . 
Things glorious, unearthly, pass'd floating before 
me, 
And my heart almost &inted with rapture and 
awe! 
I vicw'd the dread beings, around us that hover, 
Though veil'd by the mists of mortality's 
breath ; 
And I caird upon darkness the vision to cover. 
For a strife was within me of madness and 
death. 

I saw them: — the powers of the wind and the 

ocean. 
The rush of whose [Hnion bears onward the 

storms ; 
Like the sweep of the white-rolling wave ^ 

their motion, 
I felt their dim presence, — ^but knew not their 

forms! 
I saw them — ^the mighty of ages deported-— 
The dead were around me that night cm the 

hill; 
From their eyes, as they pass'd, a cdd radiance 

they darted, 
— ^There was light on my soul, bat my heart's 

blood was chilL 



I saw what man looks on, and dies— but my spirit 
Was strong, and triumphantly lived thro* that 
hour: 
And as from the grave, I awoke to inherit 

A flame all immortal, a voice, and a power ! 
Day burst on that rock with the purple cloud 
crested, 
And high Cader Idris rejoiced in the sun ; 
— But oh ! what new glory all nature invested. 
When the sense which gives soul to her beauty 
was won ! 



A FAREWELL TO WALES. 

For the Mdody oJlad tiw "AOirQtvn." 
ON LSAVING THAT COUNTRY WITH MT CHILDKEN. 



The sound of thy streams in my spirit I bear — 
—Farewell ! and a blessing be with thee, green 
land! 
On thy hearths, on thy halls, on thy pure monn^ 
tain-4ur, 
On the chords of the harp, and the minstrel's 
free hand ! 
From the love of my soul with my tears it 

is shed, 
As I leave thee, green land of my home and 
my dead! 

I bless thee ! — ^yet not for the beauty which dwells 

In the heart of thy hills, on the rocks of thy 

shore; 

And not far the memory set deep in thy dells. 

Of the bard and the hero, the mighty of yore ; 

And not for thy songs of those proud ages 

fled. 
Green land. Poet-land of my home and my 
dead! 

I bless thee for all the true bosoms that beat. 

Where'er a low hamlet smiles up to thy skies. 

For thy cottage hearths, burning the stranger to 

greet. 

For the soul that shines forth firom thy children's 

kind eyes ! 

May the blessing, like sunshine, about thee 

be spread. 
Green land of my childhood, my home, and 
my dead! 



COME AWAY.* 



CoHE away! — the child, where flowers are 
springing 
Round its footsteps on the mountain slope. 
Hears a glad voice from the upland singing. 
Like the sky-krk's with its tone of hope : 
Come away ! 



*Thia song b inihe poMasnioa of Mr. FMrer. to bs lel to 
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Boundixig on, with Bxamy lands before him*, 
All the wealth of glowing life outspreftd. 

Ere the shadow of a cloud comes o*er him. 
By that strain the youth in joy is led: 
Come away! 

Slowly, sadly, heavy change is falling 
O'er the sweetness of the voice within ; 

Yet its tones, on restless manhood calling. 
Urge the hunter still to chase, to win : 
Come away! 

Come away ! — ^the heart, at last forsaken. 

Smile by smile, hath proved each hope untrue. 

Yet a breath can still those words awaken. 
Though to other shores far hence they woo : 
Come away ! 

In the light leaves, in the reed's fidnt sighing. 
In the low sweet sounds of early spring, 

Still their music wanders — till the dying 
Hears them pass, as on a spirit's wing : 
Come away ! 



MUSIC FROM SHORE. 



A BOUND comes on the rising breeze, 

A sweet and lovely sound ! 
Piercing the tumult of the seas 

That wildly dash around. 

From land, from sunny land it comes. 
From hills with murmuring trees. 

From paths by still and happy homes, 
Thait sweet sound on the breeze. 

"Why should its fidnt and passing sigh 
Thus bid my quick pulse leap 7 

No part in earth's glad melody 
Is mine upon the deep. 

Yet«bles8ing, blessing on the spot, 
Whence those rich breathings flow! 

Kind hearts, although they know me nod 
Like mine there beat and glow. 

And blessing, from the bark that roams 

O'er solitary seas. 
To those that far in happy homes 

Give sweet sounds to Uie breeze! 



FAIR HELEN OF KIRCONNEL. 



**Fair Helen of Kircoimel,** aa the ii called id the Soottah 
Bliiwtreliy, throwias heneir between her iMtrotbed lover and 
a riTal by whom hii life waa aaailed, taoeived a mortal ifoond, 
and died in the anna of the fonner. 



Hold me upon thy faithful heart, 
Keep back my flitting breath ; 

T is early, early to deiwrt. 
Beloved !— yet this is death ! 



Look on me still : — ^let that kind eye 

Be the last light I see! 
Oh ! sad it is in spring to die, 

But yet I die for thee! 

For' thee, my own ! thy stately head 

Was never thus to bam ! — 
Give tears when with me love hath fled. 

True love, thou know'tt it now ! 

Oh! the free streams kmkM bright, where'e 

We in our gladness roved ; 
And the blue ski^ were very fair— 

O friend ! because we loved. 

Farewell ! — I bless thee— live thou on. 

When this young heart is low ! 
Surely my blood thy life hath y 
. Clasp me onoe more^— I go ! 



tLOOK ON ME WITH TH7 CLOUDLESS EYESL 



Look on me with thy cloudless eyes. 
Truth in their dark transparence lies ; 
Their sweetness gives me back the tears, 
And the firee trust of early years ; 

My gentle child! 

The spirit of my inflmt prayer 
Shines in the depths of quiet there ; 
Aiid home and love once more are mine. 
Found in that dewy calm divine. 

My gentle child ! 

Oh ! heaven is with thee in thy dreams. 
Its light by day around thee gleams ; 
Thy smile hath gifts from vernal skies ; 
•—Look on me with thy cloudless eyes, 
Mygentlecliildl 



I GO, SWEET FRIEND& 



I GO, sweet fiiends ! yet think of me 

When Spring's young voice awakes the flowers ; 
For we have wander'd far and free. 

In those bright hours, the violet's hours. 

I ffo— but when you pause to hear. 
From distant hills, tlie Sabbath bell 

On summer winds float silvery clear. 
Think on me then — I loved it well ! 

Forget me not around your hearth, 
when cheerly smiles the ruddy Uaze, 

For dear hath been its evening mirth 
To me, sweet fKends ! in other days. 

And oh ! when music's voice is heard 

To melt in strains of parting woe. 
When hearts to love and grief are stirr'd — 

—Think of me then ! I go, I go! 



tThe eoDsi marked tboa t are in the ||[|miis«oii of Mr. 
I WiJlii, to be poUnlMd bf him wtth a 
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IF THOU HAST CRUSHED A FLOWER. 



Ohe 
b! intf 



Bold to tbjr heart tlMt onl/traMore tet. 
Walch—fmid il~ni!er not a braath todim 
Tin brif ht |mb*b parity ! 



If thoa hast crnahM a flower, 

The root may not be bligfhted ; 
If thoa hast qnenchM a lamp, 

Onoe more it may be lighted ; 
Bat on thy harp or on thy lute. 

The string which thoa hast broken, 
Shall never m sweet sound again 

Give to thy touch a token ! 

If thoa hast loosed a bird. 

Whose voice of song coald cheer thee, 
Still, still he may be won 

From the skies to warble near thee : 
Bat if upon a troubled sea 

Thou hast thrown a gem unheeded, 
Hope not that wind or wave will bring 

The treasure back when needed* 

If thou hast bruised a vine. 

The summer's breath is healing, 
And its clusters yet mav ^low, 

Through the leaves their bloom revealing : 
But H* thou hast a cup o*erthrown 

With a bright draught fillM-K>h ! never 
Shall earth give back that lavishM wealth. 

To cool thy parchM lip*s fever ! 

The heart is like that cup, 

If thou waste the love it bore thee ; 
And like that jewel ?one, 

Which the deep will not restore thee ; 
And like that strain of harp or Inte 

Whence the sweet sound is scattered : — 
Gently, oh ! gently touch the chords, 

So soon far ever shattered ! 



t BRIGHTLY HAST THOU FLED. 



Brightlt, briffhtly hast thou fled ; 
Ere one grief liad bowM thy head. 

Brightly didst thou part! 
With thy young thoughts pure from spot. 
With thy fond love wasted not, 

With thy bounding heart 

Ne'er by sorrow to be wet, 
Calmly smiles thy pale cheek yet, 

Ere with dust o'erepread : 
Lilies ne*er by tempest blown. 
White-rose which no stain hath known, 

Be about thee shed ! 

So we give thee to the earth, 
And the primrose shall have birth 

0*er thy gentle head ; 
Thou that like a dew-drop, borne 
On a sudden breeze of mom. 

Brightly thus hast fled ! 



tSING TO MB, GONDOLIER! 



Sing to me, Gondolier ! 

Sing words from Tasso*s lay ; 
While blue, and still, and dear. 

Night seems but softer day : 
The gale is gently falling, 

As if it paused to hear 
Some strain the post recalling ; 

Sing to me, Gondolier ! 

Oh, ask me not to wake 

The memory of the brave : 
Bid no high numbers break 

The silence of the wave. 
Gone are the noble-hearted. 

Closed the bright pageants here ; 
And the elad song is departed 

From me mournful Gondolier ! 



O'ER THE FAR BLUE MOUNTAINS.* 

0*EB the far blae moontains, 
O'er the white sea foam, > 

Come, thou long parted one ! 
Back to thine home ! 

When the bright fire shineth, 

Sad looks tny place. 
While the true heart pineth, 

Missing thy &ce. 

Music LB sorrowful. 

Since thou art ^one, 
Sisters are monrmng thee. 

Come to thino own ! 

Hark ! the home voices call 

Back to tiiy rest; 
Come to thy fiilher's hall, 

Thy mother's breast! 

O'er the far blue mountains. 
O'er the white sea feam. 

Come, thou long parted one ! 
Back to thine home! 



O THOU BREEZE OF SPRING.t 



O THOU breeze of spring ! 

Gladdening sea and shore, 
Wake the woods to sing. 

Wake my heart no more ! 
Streams have felt the sighing 

Of thy scented wing. 
Let each fount replying 

Hail thee, breeze of spring. 
Once more! 



i by the Aatiior'a nrtar. 
B by Joho Lodse» Eiq. 
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0*er loag buried flowers 

Passing, not in vain. 
Odours Id soft showers 

Thou hast brought again. 
— Let the primrose greet thee, 

Let the violet pour 
License forth to meet thee— 

Wake mj heart no more I 
No more! 

From a funeral urn 

Bower*d in leafy gloom, 
£2y'n thy soft return 

Calls not song or bloom. 
Leave my spirit sleeping 

Like that silent thing; 
Stir the founts of weepinpr 

There, O breeze of sprmg, 
No I 



COME TO ME, DREAMS OF HEAVEN. 

Come to me, dreams of heaven ! 

My fiuntinfif spirit bear 
On your bright wings, by morning given. 

Up to celestial air. 
Away, far, far away. 

From bowers by tempests riven. 
Fold me in blue, still, cloudless day, 

O blessed dreams df heaven! 

Come but for one brief hour. 

Sweet dreams! and yet again, 
0*er burning thought and memory shower 

Your soft efiacing rain ! 
Wafl me where gales divine. 

With dark clouds n^'er have striven, 
Where living founts for ever shine — 

O blessed dreams of heaveo !* 



GOOD NIGHT.+ 



Day is past ! 
Stars have set their watch at last. 
Founts tliat through the deep woods flow; 
Make sweet sounds, unheard till now. 
Flowers have shut with &ding light — 
Good night ! 

Go to rest! 
Sleep sit dove-like on thy breast ! 
If within that secret cell 
One dark form of memory dwell, 
Be it mantled from thy sight — 
Good night ! 



*8«t to miMio by MiM Oravei. 
tForaoMlodjrof I 



Joy be thin* ! 
Kind looks o'er thy slumbers shine ! 
Gro, and in the spirit-land 
Meet thy home's k>ng parted band. 
Be their eyes all love and lifht— 
Good nig^t ! 

Peace to all! 
Dreams of heaven on mourners &11 ! 
Exile ! o'er thy couch may gleams 
Pass from thine own mountain streams; 
Bard ! away to worlds more bright— 
Goodnight! 



LET HER DEPART. 

Hkr home is far, oh ! &f away ! 

The dear light in her eyes 
Hath naught to do with earthly day, 

'Tb kindled from the skies. 
Let her dep^ ! 

She looks upon the things of earth, 

Ev'n as some gentle star 
Seems gazing down on ffrief or mirth. 

How sofUy, yet how nr ! 

Let her depart ! 

Her spirit's hope — ^her bosom's love — 
Oh ! could they mount and fly ! 

She never sees a wandering dove. 
But for its wings to sigh. 
Iiet her depart! 

She never hears a soft wind bear 

Low music on its way, 
But deems it sent from heavenly air, 

For her who cannot stay. 
Let her depart ! 
Wrapt in a cloud of glorious dreams, 

She breathes and moves alone, 
Pining for those bright bowers and streams 

Where her beloved is gone. 
Let her depart! 



1 1 WOULD WE HAD NOT MET AGAIN. 



I WOULD we had not met again ! 

— I had a dream of thee, 
Lovely, though sad, on desert plain, 

Mournful on midnight sea. 

What though it haunted me by night. 
And troubled through the day 7 

It touch'd all earth with spirit-ught, 
It glorified my way ! 

Oh ! what shall now my fate restore 

In holy things and &ir ? 
We met — ^I saw thy soul once more— 

—The world's breath hod been there ! 
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Tm ! it was sad on desert-phdn, 
Monmful on mtdnight sea, 

Yet would I bay with life again 
That one deep dream of thee ! 



WATER-LILIES. 

▲ FAUiT.eoiia. 



Come away, Elves ! while the dew is sweet, 

Come to the dinfirles where ftiries meet ; 

Enow that the lilies have spread their bells 

O^er all the poob in our forest-dells ; 

Stilly and lightly their vases rest 

On ihe quivering sleep of the water's breast. 

Catching the sunshine through leaves that throw 

To their scented bos6ms an emerald glow ; 

And a star from the depth of each pearly cup, 

A golden star unto h^ven looks up, 

As if seeking its kindred where bright they lie. 

Set in the blue of the summer sky. 

— Come away ! under arching boughs we 'H float. 

Making those urns each a iauy boat ; 

We *11 row them with reeds o*er the fountains free. 

And a tall flag-leaf shall our streamer be. 

And we '11 send out wild music so sweet and low,' 

It shaU seem from the bright flower's heart to flow, 

As if 't were a breeze with a flute's low sigh. 

Or water-drops train'd into melody. 

— Come away! for the midsummer son grows 

strong. 
And the lifo of the lily may not be long. 



THE BROKEN FLOWER. 



Oh ! wear it on thy heart, my love ! 

Still, still a lUtle while ! 
Sweetness is lingering in its leaves. 

Though fiided be their smile. 
Yet, for the sake of what hath been 

Oh ! oast it not away ! 
rr was bom to grace a summer scene, 

A long, bright, golden day, 
My love ! 

A long, Ivight, golden day. 

A little while around thee, k>ve I 

Its fragrance yet shall ding, 
Telling, that on thy heart hi& lain 

A fur, though faided thing. 
But not ev'en Uiat warm heart hath povrer 

To win it back from fate : 
— Oh ! / am like thy broken flower, 

Cherish'd too late, too late, 
My k>ve ! 

Cherish'd, alas! too late! 



FAIRIES' RECALL. 

Whilk the blue is richest 
In the starry sky, 
36 



While the softest shadows 
On the greensward lie. 

While the moonlight slumben 
In the lily's urn. 

Bright elves of the wild-wood ! 
Oh ! return, return ! 

Round the forest fountain, 

On the river shore. 
Let your silvery laughter 

Echo yet once more. 
While the joyous bounding 

Of your dewT feet. 
Rings to that old chorus : 

"The daisy is so sweet !"• 

Oberon, Titania, 

Did your starlight mirth. 
With the song of Avon, 

Quit this work-day earth 7 
Yet while j?recn leaves glisten. 

And whue bright stars bum, 
By that magic memory. 

Oh, return, return ! 



tBY A MOUNTAIN STREAM AT REST. 



Bt a mountain stream at rest. 
We found the warrior lying. 
And around his noble breast 
A banner, dasp'd in dying : 
Dafk and still 
Was every hill. 
And the winds of night were sighing. 

Last of his noble race. 

To a lonely bed we bore him ; 
'T was a green, stiU, solemn place, 
Where the mountain heath waves o'er hun. 
Woods alone 
Seem to moan. 
Wild streams to deplore him. 

' Yet, from festive hall and lav 

Our sad thoughts oft are nying. 
To those dark hills &r away, 
Where in death we found him lying. 
On his breast 
A banner press'd. 
And the night*wind o'er him sighing. 



THE ROCK BESIDE THE SEA. 



Oh ! tell me not the woods are fidr. 
Now Spring is on her way ; 

Well, well I know how brightly there 
In joy the young leaves play ; 



*8ee the ebonis of Fatriet, ia the 
Qwiiccr 
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How sweet on winds of morn or eve 
The violet's breath may be ; — 

— Yet ask me, woo me not to leave 
M J lone rock by the sea. 

The wild wave's thmider on the shore, 

The curlew's restless cries, 
Unto my watching heart are more 

Than all earth's melodies. 
— Come back, my ocean rover ! come 1 

There 's but one place for me, 
Till I can greet thy swill sail home— 

— ^My lone rock by the sea ! 



O YE VOICES GONR* 



Oh ! ye voices gone, 

Sounds of other years ! 
Hush that haunting tone, 

Melt me not to tears ! 
All around forget, 

All who loved you well. 
Yet, sweet voices, yet 

O'er my soul ye swelL 

With the winds of spring. 

With the breath of flowen, 
Floating back, ye bring 

Thoughts of vanish'd hours. 
Hence your music take. 

Oh ! ye voices gone ! 
This lone heart ye make 

But more deeply lone. 



t IS THERE SOME SPIRIT SIGHING. 



Is there some spirit sighing 

With sorrow in the air. 
Can weaiy hearts be dying, 

Vain love repining Uiere ? 
If not, then how can that wild wail, 

O sad .£olian lyre ! 
Be drawn forth by the wandering gale, 

From thy deep thrilling wire? 

No, no !— thou dost not borrow 

That sadness fi*om the wind, 
Nov are those tones of sorrow 

In thee, O harp ! enshrined ; 
But in our own hearts deeply set 

Lies the true quivering lyre. 
Whence love, and memory, and regret, 

Wake answers from thy wire. 



THE NAME OF ENGLAND. 



Tiu trumpet of the battle 
Hath a high and thrilling tone ; 

And the first deep ^xm of an ocean 
Dread music all its own. 



*8eltoii 



3byMinH.Corbelt. 



But a mightier power, niy England I 

Is in tluit name of thine. 
To strike the fire from every heart 

Along the banner'd line. 

Proudly it vToke the spirits 

Of yore, the brave and true. 
When the bow was bent on Cressy's field. 

And the yeoman's arrow flew. 

And proudly hath it floated 

Through theliattles of the sea. 
When the red-cross flag o'er smoke-wreaflw 
play'd 

Like the lightning in its glee. 

On rock, on wave, on bastion. 

Its echoes have been known, 
By a thousand streams the hearts lie low. 

That have answer'd to its tone. 

A thousand ancient mountains 

Its pealing note hath stirr'd ; 
— Sound on, and on, for evermore, 

O thou victorious word ! 



OLD NORWAY.* 

▲ MOUNTAIN WAB4I0N0. 



To a Nonregian the word* Oamie Jforge (Old NorwaF) 
haTo a ipell id tbem immediate and powerfiil : they cannot be 
■ted. OamU JCmrgt is heard, in an inatant, repeated by 
erory Toiee ; the (laaiea are filled, raiaod, and dmined ; not a 
drop ia lefl; and then bniata forth the rimultaneona cboroa 
"Far JforgeP* the national aoof of Norway. Here, (al 
ChriaUanaand) and io a hundred other inataneea in Norway, 
have aeen the character of a company entirely changed fay the 
chance introduction of the expreaaion OmU Jforge, The 
rraveat diaciuaion ia inatantly interrupted ; and one migfat anp- 
poee for the moment, that the party waa a party of patnota. 
aaaembled to commemorate aome national anniveieary of 
freedom.*'— JL>«noeiU Common* t Personal JVorrafioe ^ a 
Jntnuw through JVbnoay and Svt^en. 

The followiog worda were written to the natioiial air. aa 
oontamed in the work above dted. 



Arisk ! old Norway sends the word 

Of battle on the bUst; 
Her voice the forest pines have stirr'd, 

As if a storm went past; 
Her thotisand hills the call have heard. 

And forth their fire flags cast 

Arm, arm, free hunters! for the chaoe. 

The kingly chase of foes; 
'TIS not the bear or wild wolfs race. 

Whose trampling shakes the snows; 
Arm, arm ! 'tis on a nobler trace 

The northern spearman goes. 

Our hills have dark and strong defiles. 

With many an icy bed ; 
Heap there the rocks ibr fimeral piles. 

Above the invader's head! 
Or let the seas, that guard our Isles, 

Give burial to his dead ! 



*Theae wtnda have been pubttahed. aa arranged to tba apr 
ritad national air of Norway, by Cbarlea Gravea. Esq. 
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C»ME TO ME, GENTLE SLEEP. 



Com to me, gentle sleep ! 

I pine, I pine &ir thee ; 
Come with thy spells, the soft, the deepi 

And set my spirit free ! 
ISach lonely, tmriiing thought, 

In twilight languor steep- 
Come to the full heart, long overwrought, 

O gentle, gentle sleep ! 

Come with thine urn of dew. 

Sleep, gentle sleep ! yet brmg 
No voice, love*s yearning to renew, 

No vision on thy wing ! 
Come, as to folding flowers, 

To birds in forests deep ; 
— ^Long, dark, and dreamless be thine hoars, 

O gentle, gentle sleep! 



ENGUSH SOLDIER'S SONG OF MEMORY. 

TO TBI AIK or ** AM ftBKIN, AM &BIIN T* 



Sing, sing in memory of the brave deported. 

Let song and wine be pour'd ! 
Pledge to their fame, the free and fearless hearted. 

Our brethren of the sword ! 



Oft at the feast, and in the 6ght, their voiceB 

Have mingled with our own; 
Fill high the cup, but when the soul rejoices, 

Forget not who are gone ! 

They that stood with us, 'midst the dead and 
dying, 

On Albuera*s plain ; 
They that beside us diecrly track*d the flying. 

Far o'er the hills of Spam: 

They that amidst us, when the shells were show- 
ering, 
From old Rodri?o's wall. 
The rampart seated, through clouds of battle 
towering. 
First, first at victoiy's call ! 

They that upheld the banners, proodly waving. 

In Roncesvalles* dcU ; 
— ^With £2ngland*8 blood the southern vineyards 
laving, 

Forget not how they fbll ! 

Sing, sing in memory of the brave departed, 

hei song and wine be pour'd! 
Pledge to meir fame, the free and fearless hea rt ed. 

Our brethren of the sword ! 



Jlli0ceU«neott0 yoemct. 



THE HOME OF LOVK 



Thou movest in visions, LovoJ — ^Around thy way, 
E'en through this world's rough path and change- 
ful day, 

For ever floats a gleam. 
Not fix>m the realms of moonlight or the mom, 
But thine own soul's illumined chambers bom — 
The colouring of a dream ! 

Love, shall I read thy dream ?— oh ! is it not 
All of some sheltering, wood-emboeom'd spot — 

A bower fi>r thee and thine 7 
Yes ! lone and lowly in that home; yet there 
Something of heaven in the transparent air 

Makes every flower divine. 

Something that mellows and that glorifies. 
Breathes o'er it ever from the tender skies, 

As o'er some blessed isle ; 
E'en like the soft and spiritual glow. 
Kindling rich woods, whereon th' ethereal bow 

Sleeps lovingly awhile. 

The very whispers of the wind have there 
A flute-like harmony that seems to bear 

Greeting fit>m some bright shore. 



Where none have said FaretoeU! — ^Where no 

decay 
Lends the faint crimson to the dying day ; 

Where the storm's might is o'er. 

And there thou dreamest of Elysian rest. 
In the deep sanctuary of one true breast 

Hidden firom earthly ill : 
There wouldst thou watch the homeward step, 

whose sound 
Wakening all nature to sweet echoes round, 

Thine inmost soul can thrill. 

There by the hearth should many a glorious page. 
From mind to mind th' immortaJ heritage. 

For thee its treasures pour ; 
Or music's voice at vesper hours be heard. 
Or dearer interchan^ of playful word, 

Aflection's household lore. 

And the rich unison of mingled prayer, 
The melody of hearts in heavenly air, 

Thence duly should arise ; 
Lifting th' eternal hope, th' adoring breath. 
Of spirits, not to be disjoin'd by death. 

Up to the starry skies. 
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There, dost thou well believe, no storm ahoiild 

come 
To mar the stilhieflB of that angel home ;-^ 

There should thy slumbers be 
Weigh'd down with honey^ew, serenely blessed, 
Like theirs who first in Eden's grove took rest 

Under some balmy tree. 

Love, Love ! thou passionate in joy and woe ! 
And canst thtm hope for cloudless peace below — 
/fere, where bright thincs must die 7 
Ob, thou! that, wildly worshipping, dost shed 
On the firail altar of a mortal head 
Gifts of infinity ! 

Thou must be still a trembler, fearful Love ! 
Danger seems gathering from beneath, above. 

Still round thy precious things ; 
Thy stately pine-tree, or th^ gracious rose. 
In their sweet shade can yield thee no repose, 

Here, where the blight hath wings. 

And, as a flower with some fine sense imbued 
To shrink before the wind's vicissitude. 

So in thy prescient breast 
Are lyre-strings quivering with prophetic thriU 
To the low footstep of each conunf ill ; 

^Oh ! canst Thou dream of rest? 

Bear up thy dream ! thou mighty and thou weak ! 
Heart, strong as death, yet as a reed to break. 

As a flame, tempest-sway*d ! 
He that sits calm on high is yet the source 
Whence thy soul's current hath its troubled course. 

He that great deep hath made ! 

Will He not pity 7 — ^He whose searching eye 
Reads all the secrets of thine agony 7 — 

Oh ! pray to be forgiven 
Thy ^d idolatiT, thy blind excess. 
And seek with Him that bower of blessedness — 

Love ! thy sole home is heaven ! 



BOOKS AND FLOWERa 

La Tue d* um Hear caraMe moa imaffinatioDt et flatta met 
MM a on point inexprimabAe. • Bona Is tranquille abri da tail 
pateniel, j'etaia nourrie dm Teofknoa aveo dm flenn et det 
livret :— daoi relrolto enoeinte d'une priion, au mUien d« ibn 
impotiet par la tyraoDie, j'oablie riajuitioe det hommet, lean 
0otliM* et met maor aveo dei lime et dei tmn.-^JUaimau 
Roland, 



CojtM^ let me make a sunny realm around thee, 
Of thought and beauty ! Here are books and 
flowers, 
With spcUs to loose the fetter which had bound 
thee. 
The ravell'd coil of this world's feverish hours. 

The soul of song is in tliese deathless pages, 
Even as the odour in the flower enshrined : 

Here the crown'd spirits of departed ages 
Have left the silent melodies of mind. 



Their thoughts, that strttve with time, and 
change, and anguish, 
For some high place where feith her wm^ 
mi^ht rest, 
Are burning here; a flame that may not lan- 
guish. 
Still pointing upward to that bright hiU'a « 



Their grie^ the veil'd infinity exploring 
For treasures lost, is here! — their boundless 
love 
Its mighty streams of gentleness outpoariii^ 
On aU things round, and clasping all above. 

And the bright beings, their own heart's crea^ 
tions. 

Bright, yet all human, here are breathing still; 
Conflicts, and agonies, and exultations 

Are here, and victories of prevailing will ! 

Listen, oh ! listen, let their high words cheer thee. 
Their swan-like music ringing througii all 
woes, 

Let my voice bring their holv influence near theei. 
The Elysian air of their divine repose! 

Or wouldst thou turn to earth 7 Iki earth afl 
furrow'd 

By the old traces of man's toil and care, 
But the green peaceful world that never sorrow'd. 

The world ox leaves, and dews, and a 



Look on these flowers ! As o'er an altar shedding. 
O'er Milton's page, sofl light from cokyur'd 
urns. 
They are the links, man's heart to nature wed- 
ding. 
When to her breast the prodigal returns. 

They are from lone wild plaoea, ferest dingles, 



Fresh banks of many a low-voiced 

stream. 
Where the sweet star of eve looks down and 

mingles 
Faint lustre with the water Jily's gleam. 

They are firom where the soft winds play in 
gladness. 
Covering the turf with flowery blossom showers ; 
— ^Too richly dower'd, O friend ! are we for sad^ 
ness. 
Look on an empire— mind and nature— -ours ! 



THE FAITH OF LOVE. 



Thou hast watch'd beside the bed of death, 

Oh fearless human love ! 
Thy lip received the last faint breath. 

Ere the spirit fled above. 

Thy prayer was heard by the parting bier, 

in. a low and farewell tone. 
Thou hast given the grave both flower and 

—Oh love ! thy task is done. 
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Then tnni thee from each pleaBant >pot 

Where thou wert wont to rove, 
For there the friend of thy eoul b not. 

Nor the joy of thy youth, oh love ! 

Thou wilt meet but monmilil memory there. 
Her dreuns in the groves she weaver 

With echoes filling the summer air, 
With sighs the tremUing leaves. 

Then turn thee to the world again, 
From those dim haunted bowers. 

And shut thine ear to the wild sweet strain. 
That tell» of vanishM hours. 

And wear not on thine aching heart 

T^ ima^.of the dead, 
For the tie IS rent that gave thee part 

In the gladness its b^uty shed. 

And gaze on the pictured smile no more 

That thus can life outlast. 
All between parted souls is o*er; 

—Love! love! forget the past ! 

** Voice of vain boding ! away, be still ! 

Strive not against the faith 
That yet my bosom with light can fill, 

Unquench*d, and uidimm*d by death: 

**From the pictured smile I will not turn. 

Though sadly now it shine ; 
Nor quit the shades that in whispers mourn. 

For the step once Iink*d with mine : ' 

"^ Nor shut mine ear to the song of old. 
Though its notes the pang renew, 

— Such memories deep m my heart I hold, 
To keep it pure and true. 

** By the holy instinct of my heart, ! 

By the hope that bears me on, 
I have still my own undying port 

In the deep afiection gone. 

** E^ the presence that about me seems 
Through night and day to dwell. 

Voice of vain bodiuffs and fearful dreams ! 
-—I have breathed no loft fiurewell!** 



FOR A PICTURE OF OT. C£aLIA ATTENDED 
BT ANGEL& 



How rich that foieiiead'i ctlni ezpuie ! 
How bright that heavwi-diraciod giuoe ! 
—Waft hor to glory, wioged powen^ 
Era lonow bo raoow'd* 
And intetoouiM with mortal bouM 
Bring back an hombW mood ! 

WwrdnMirUu 

How can that ere, with inspiration beaming. 
Wear yet so deep a calm 7 — Oh ! child of song! 

Is not the music-land a world of dreaming. 
Where fiums of sad bewildering beauty throng ? 



Hath it not sounds from voices long departed 7 
Echoes of tones that rung in childhood*B ear 7 

Low haunting whispers, which the weaTy-hearted, 
Stealing *midst crowds away, have wept to 
hear? 

No, not to thee ! — tky spirit, meek, yet queenly. 
On its own starry height, beyond all this. 

Floating triumphantly and yet serenely, 

BreaSies no faint under-Ume through songs of 

Say by what strain, through cloudless ether swell- 

Thou hast drawn down those wanderers fiwm 
the skies 7 
Height guests ! even such as left of yore their 
dwelling. 
For the deep cedar shades of Paradise! 

What strain 7— oh ! not the Nightingale's, when 

showering 

Her own heart's li&^-drops on the burning lay. 

She stin the young woods in the days of nower- 

ingi 

And pours her strength, but not her grief away. 

And not the Exile's— when 'midst lonely biUows 
He wakes the Alpine notes his mother sung, 

Or blends them with the sigh of alien wiUows, 
Where, murmuring to ue wind, his Imrp is 
hung. 

And not the Pilgrim's — though his thoughts be 
holy. 
And sweet his Ave song, when day grows dim. 
Yet as he journeys, pensively and slowly. 
Something of sadness floats through that low 
hymn.. 

But thou !-^the spirit which at eve is filling 
All the hush'd air and reverential sky, 

Founts, leaves, and flowers, with solemn rapture 
thrilling. 
This is the soul of ihy rich harmony. 

This bean up high those breathings of devotion 
Wherein the currents of thy heart gush free ; 

Therefore no world of sad and vain emotion 
Is the dream-haunted musicland fiir <Ae«. 



THE VOICE OF THE WAVEa 

WAITTIIV MXARTHI SODfX OF A BXGINT BHDWtKX 

How perfect was the calm! It MemM do deep. 

No oiood, wbieb aeeaon takee awaj or brings: 
I coold bsTe fiuciod that the mighty deep 
Was even the gentleet of all gentle thinga. 
• ****••*• 
But weieone feititode and patient ebeer. 
And fiequeai aghi of what ia to bo bcnoe. 

Wvrdtwrtk 

AiiBwm, ye chimmg waves ! 

That now in sunshine sweep; 
Speak to me from thy hidden caves. 

Voice of the solemn deep ! 
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Hath maii*B lone spirit here 

With stormB in battle striTen 7 
Where all is now ao cal«ily. clear, 

Hath anguish cried to heaven 7 

— ^Then the sea*8 yolce arose, 
Like an earthquake's under-tone ; 

** Mortal, the strife of human woes 
Where hath not nature known*! 

** Here to the quivering mast 

Despair hath wildly clung, 
The shriek upon the wind hath pass'd. 

The midnight sky hath rung. 

** And the youthful and the brave. 

With their beauty and renown. 
To the hollow chambers of the wave 

In darkness have gone down. 

"They are vanish'd from their place- 
Let their homes and hearths make moan! 

But the rolling ^ters keep no trace 
Of pang or conflict gone." 

— Alas ! thou haughty deep ! 

The strong, the sounding f^r ! 
My heart before thee dies,-^I weep 

To think on what we are ! 

To think that so we pass. 

High hope, and thought, and mind, 
Ev*n as the breath-stain from the glass. 

Leaving no sign behind ! 

Saw*st thoti naught else, thou main 7 

Thou and the midnight sky 7 
Naught save the struggle, brief and vain. 

The parting agony 7 

— ^And the sea*s voice replied, 

*• Here nobler things have been ! 
Power with the valiant when they died. 

To sanctify the scene : 

** Courage, in fr^igile form. 

Faith, trusting to the last. 
Prayer, breathing heavenwards thro' the storm. 

But all alike Imve pass'd.'* 

Sound on, thou haughty sea ! 

These have not pass'd in vain ; 
My soul awakes, my hope springs free 

On victor wings again. 

JTum^ from thine empire driven, 

May'st vanish with thy powers ; 
But by the hearts that here have striveOf 

A loftier doom b ours ! 



THE VICTOR. 



Thou art the victor. Love! 
Thou art the fearless, the crown'd, the free. 
The strength of the battle ia given to thee. 

The spirit from above ! 

Thou hast look'd on Death, and smiled ! 
Thou hast borne up the reed-like and fragile fomi. 
Through the waves of the fight, through the mah 
of the storm. 

On field, and flood, and wild ! 

No I— Thou art the victor. Death ! 
Thou comest — and where is that' which spoke. 
From the depths of the eye, when the spirit woke ? 

— Gone with the fleeting breath ! 

Thou comest — and what is* left 
Of all that loved us, to say if au^rht 
Yet love» — ^yet answers the burmng thought 

Of the spirit lone and reft 7 

Silence is where thou art ! 
Silently there must kindred meet, 
No smile to cheer, and no voice to greet. 

No bounding of heart to heart 7 

Boast not thr victory. Death ! 
It is but as the cloud's o'er the sunbeam*s power. 
It is but as the winter's o'er leaf and flower, 

That slumber, the snow beneath. 

It is but as a Tyrant's reign 
O'er the voice and the lip whic^ he bids be still : 
But the fiery thought, and the lofty will. 

Are not for lum to chain ! 

They shall soar his might above ! 
And thus with the root whence aflectaon springs, 
Thoujrii buried, it is not of mortal things — 

Thou art the victor. Love ! 



" De toat ee qui t*aunoit n*eit-U plui rion qoi t'aimol'* 

JigtfifirftTifi 



Mjgbtt ones. Love and Death ! 
Ye are strong in this world of ours. 
Ye meet at the banquets, ye dwell 'midst the 
flowers, 

— ^Which hath the conqueror's wreath 7 



O'CONNOR'S CHILD. 



Thif pieos w«i niff teatod bf a pictora in ths poMiuu of 
Mra. Lawrenoe. of WaTwtraa Hall.^It repraaenti the " llaro*a 
Child** of CampbeU'i Poem, aealad beaide a aolitaiy UMnb of 
rock, marked with a croaa, in a wild and deaeit place. A 
traipeat leema gatiwrioK in the angry tkiea above ber, hot th« 
attitude of tlie drooping figure szpreana the utter caieleaMeaa 
of deaolaGon, and the eonnteoinee apeakaof entire abalmeiioa 
ftom all external objeeta.— A bow and qniver lie beaide ber, 
amoogat the weedi and wild flowera of the daaait. 



Ifledthehomeofgfief 

At Coonocht Moran*i tomb to All, 
I found the helmet of mj Chief, 

Hia bow atill hanging on our wall; 
And took it down, and row'd to rovs 

Thii deaert place, a buntreei bold. 
Nor wotMd I change ny buried love 

For any heart of living mould. 



Thi sleep of storms is dark upon the skiea, 
The weight of omens heavy in the doud >— 

Bid the lorn huntress of the desert rise. 
And gird the form whose beauty grief hath 
bow'd, 
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And leave the tomb) as tombs are left — alone, 
To the ftar*8 TigU, and the wind's wild moan. 

Tell her of rerelries in bower and hall, 

Where gems are glittering, and bright wine is 
poorM; 
Where to dad measures chiming footsteps fiJl, 
And som seems gushing from the harp's fiiU 
chord ; 
And richer Bowers amid fkir tresses wave, 
Than the nd*" Lowe lies hUeding'* of the grave. 

Oh ! little know'st thoa of the o*ermastering spell, 
Wherewith love binds the spirit strong in pain, 

To the spot hallow'd by a wild farewell, 
A parting asony^ — ^intense yet vain ; 

A look — and darkness when its gleam hath flown 

A voice~-^Bnd silence when its words ore gone! 

She hears thee not ; her flill, deep, fervent heart 
^B set in her dark eyes ;^-and they are bound 

Unto that cross, that shrine, that world apart. 
Where faithfVil love hath sanctified the ground 

And love with death striven long by tear and 
pra^r. 

And angoish frozen into still despair. 

Yet on her spirit hath arisen at last 
A light, a joy, of its own wanderings born ; 

Around her path a vision's glow is cast. 

Back, back, her lost one comes, in hues of 
mom!* 

For her the gulf is filTd— the dark niffht fled ; 

Whose mystery parts the living and the dead. . 

And she can pour forth in such converse high. 
All her soul's tide of love, the deep, the strong. 

Oh ! lonelier far, perchance My destiny. 

And m<ire forlorn, amidst the world's gay 
throng. 

Than her's — the queen of that majestic gloom, 

The tempest, and the desert, and uie tomb ! 



THE HAUNTED HOUSE. 

lisemUksoM 
Who treadi ftlone 

Boom banqoeMnll dmuttd, 
WhoM lighti are fled. 
WhoM larlandi dead. 

And all but me departed. 



Skibt thou yon gray gleaming hall. 
Where the deep elm^badows fall 7 
Voices that have lefl the earth 

Long ago. 
Still are murmuring round its hearth. 

Soft and low ; 

Ever there ; yet one alone 

Hath the gift to hear their tone. 



" A M>o of light, a lovely fonn 
He comet, and makee her glad.' 



Guests come thither, and depart. 
Free of step, and light of heart ; 
Children with sweet visions hless'd. 
In the haunted chambers rest ; 
One alone unslumbering lies 
When the night hath sealM all eyes, 
One quick heart and watchful ear, 
LiMening for those whispers clear. 

Seest thou where the woodbine flowers 
O'er yon low porch hang in showers 7 
Starthng faces of the dead, 

rale, yet sweet. 
One lone woman's entering tread 

There still meet ! 
Some with young smooth foreheads &ir. 
Faintly shining Sirough briffht hair; 
Some with reverend locks of snow — 
All, all btlried long ago ! 

All, tnm under deep sea-waves. 

Or the flowers of foreign fpraves, 

Or the old and banner'd aisle. 

Where their high tombs gleam the while ; 

Rising, wandering*, floating by 

Suddenly and silently, 

Through their earthly home and place, 

But amidst another race. 

Wherefore, unto one alone; 

Are those sounds and visions known 7 

Wherefore hath that spell of power. 

Dark and dread. 
On her soul, a baleful dower. 

Thus been shed 7 
Oh ! in those deep-seeing eyes. 
No strange gift of mystery lies ! 
She is lone where once she moved. 
Fair, and happy, and beloved ! 

Sunny smiles were glancing round her. 
Tendrils of kind hearts had bound her ; 
Now those silver chords are broken. 
Those bright looks have left no token ; 
Not one trace on all the earth. 
Save her memory of their mirth. 

She is lone and lingering now. 
Dreams have gathered o w her brow, 
'Midst gay songs and children's pky. 
She is dwelling far away ; 
Seeing what none else may see — 
Haunted still her place must be !. 



BRIGAND LEADER AND HIS WIFE. 

sooGKSTBn BT A RcrnRK ot kastlazk'b. 

Dark chieftain of the heath and height ! 
Wild feaster on the hills by night ! 
Seest thou the stormy sunset's glow 
Flung back by ^^lancing spears below? 
Now for one strife of stem despair ! 
The foe hath track'd thee to thy lair. 
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Tlioa, against whom the voice of blood 
Hath riflen from rock and lonely wood ; 
And in whoae dreams a moan should be, 
Not of the water, nor of the tree ; 
Haply, thine own last hour is nigh,— 
Yet slult thou not forsaken die. 

There *s one that pale bende thee stands, 
More true than all thy mountain bands ! 
She will bot shrink in doubt and dread. 
When the balls whistio round thy head ; 
Nor leave thee, though thy closing eye 
No longer may to her's reply. 

Oh ! many a soft and quiet grace 
Hath fiided from her form and face ; 
And many a thought, the fitting guest 
Of woman's meek religious breast, 
Hath perishM in her wanderings wide. 
Through the deep forests, by thy side. 

Yet, mournfully surviving all, 

A flower upon a ruin's wall, 

A friendless thing whose lot is cast, 

Of lovely ones to be the last ; 

Sad, but unchanged through eood and ill, 

Hiine is her lone devotion stm. 

And oh ! not wholly lost the heart 
Where that undying love hath part ; 
Not worthless all, though far and long 
From home estranged, and guided wrong ; 
Yet may its depths by heaven be sttrr*d. 
Its prayer for thee be pour*d and heard ! 



TBI 

CHILD'S RETURN FROM THE WOODLANDS. 



AD good and fdltl«n as thoa art. 
Some trantioBt grieA wiO loach thy haait— 
Grieri that along thy alter*d Aoo 
Will breathe a more labduing grace. 
Than even tboM look* of joy that lie 
On the aoft cheek of iolkncy. 

WiUou. 

Hast thou been in the woods with the honey-bee ? 
Hast thou been with the lamb in the pastures free? 
With the hare thro' the copses and dingles wild 7 
With the butterfly over the heath, fair child 7 
Yes ! the light fall of thy bounding feet 
Hath not sbirtled the wren from her mossy seat ; 
Yet hast thou ranged the green forcst-dells. 
And brought back a treasure of buds and bells. 

Thou know*st not the sweetness, by antique sang 
Breathed o'er the names of that flowery throng ; 
The woodbine, the primrose, the violet dim. 
The lily that gleams by the fountain's brim; 
These are old words, that have made each grove 
A dreaming haunt for romance and love : 
Each sunny bank, where faint odours lie, 
A place tor the gushings of poesy. 

Thou know'st not the light wherewith fliiry lore 
Sprinkles the turf and the daisies o'er; 



Enough for thee are the dews that sleep, 
Like hidden gems, in the flower-urns deep; 
Enough the rich crimson spots that dwell 
'Midst the gold of the cowslip's perfumed cell ; 
And the scent by the bUswiimiiig sweetJicierB 

shed. 
And the beauty that bows the wood-hyadntli'a 

head. 

Oh ! h^»py child, in thy fliwn-like glee ! 
What is remembrance or thought to thee? 
Fill thy bright locks with those giUB of springy. 
O'er thy green pathway their colours fling ; 
Bind them in chaplet and wild festoon — 
What if to dro(^ and to'perish soon 7 
Nature hath mines of such wealth— and thou 
Never wilt priae its delights as now ! 

For a day is coming to quell the tone 

That rin^s in thy laughter, thou joyous one! 

And to dim thy brow writh a touch of care. 

Under the gloss of its clustering hair ; 

And to tame the flash of thy cloudless eyes 

Into the stillness of autumn skies ; 

And to teach thee that grief hath her needful part, 

'Midst the hidden things of each human hes^ 

Yet shall we mourn, gentle child ! for this 7 
Life hath enough of yet holier bliss ! 
Such be thy portion ! — the bliss to look. 
With a reverent spirit, through nature's book; 
By fount, by forest, by river's line, 
Tv> track the paths of a love divine ; 
To read its deep meanings — ^to see and hear 
God in earth's garden — and not to fear! 



THE SISTER'S DREAM. 



SoggeafeBd by a pictni]^ in whidh a 
ja alaepuig, and Tiaited during her 
her departed tieten. 



giriii 
by Ike 



She sleeps ! — ^but not the fine and sunny sleep 

That lightly on the brow of childhood lies : 

Though happy be her rest, and soil, and deep, 

Yc^ ere it sunk upon' her shadow'd eyes. 
Thoughts of past scenes and kindred graves 

o'erswept 
Her soul's meek stillnesB :— she )»d pray'd and 
wept 

And now in visions to her couch they come. 
The early lost^-the beautiful— the dead — 
That unto her bequeatli'd a mournful home. 
Whence with their voices all sweet laughter 
fled; 
They rise — ^tbe sisters of her youth arise, 
from f ' 



As 



I the world where no frail blossom dies. 



And well the sleeper knows them not of earth — 
Not as they were when binding up the flowersii 

Tellinpf wild le^nds round the winter's hearth, 
Braiding their long fair hair for festal hours; 

These things are past ; — a spiritual gleam, 

A solemn glory, robes them in that dream. 
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Yet, if the gloe of life's frwh budding yean 
In thoee pure aspects may no more be read, 

Thence, too, hath sorrow melted^— and the tears 
Which o'er their mother's holy dust the^ shed. 

Are all effiu»d; there earth hath left no Bi||rii 

Save itB deep love, still touching every line. 

But oh ! more soft, more tender, breathing more 
A thought of pity, than in vanish'd days : 

While hovering silently and brightly o'er 
The lone one's head, they meet her spirit's gaxe 

With their immortal eyes, that seem to say, 

** Yet, sister, yet we love' thee, come away I" 

'T wiD &de, the radiant dream ! and will she not 
Wake with more painful yearning at her 
heart? 
Will not her home seem yet a lovelier spot, 
Her task more sad, when those bright shadows 
part? 
And the green summer after them look dim. 
And sorrow's tone be in the bird's wild hymn 7 

Bat let her hope be strong, and let the dead 
Visit her soul in heaven's calm beauty still. 

Be their names utter'd, be their memory spread 
Yet round the place they never more may fill ! 

AD is no^ over with earth's broken tie — 

Where, where should sisters love, if not on high 7 



WRITTEN AFTER VISITING A TOMB, 
Near Woodtioek, in the County ef Kilkenny, 

Tci! hide beneaUi Iks aiuuMwim hsap. 

The undalicfatisf , riigbted thim ; 
Thorst intlw oold earth, boned deep. 

In iUanoelet it wait the ipriDg. 

Mft. Tigk^t poem on a§ Uhf. 

I STOOD where the lip of song laid low, 
Where the dust had gather'don beauty's brow; 
Where stillness hung on the heart of love. 
And a mslrble weeper kept watch above. 

I stood in the silence of lonely thought. 
Of deep affections that inly wrought. 
Troubled, and dreamy, and dim with ibar — 
— ^They knew themselves exiled spirits here ! 

Then didst thou pass me in radiance by. 
Child of the sunbeam, bright butterfly ! 
Hiou that dost bear on thy fairy wings. 
No burden of mortal sufferings ! 

Thou wert flitting past that solemn tomb, 
Over a bright world of joy and bloom. 
And strangely I felt, as I saw thee shine, 
The all that sever'd iky life and mine. 

Jtftne, with its inborn mysterious things, 

Of love and grief its onfethom'd springs, 

And quick UioughtB wandering o'er eairth and 

sky. 
With Toices to onestion eternity ! 



T^ine, in its reckless and joyous way, 
Like an embodied breeie at play^ ! 
Child of the sunlight! — ^thou wmged and fiwe ! 
One moment, (me mcNuent, I envied thee 1 

Thou art not lonely, though bom to roam, 
Thou hast no longings that pine for home, 
Thou seek'st not the haunts of the bee and bird. 
To fly from the sickness of hope deferr'd : 

In thy brief being, no strife of mind, 
No boundless passion is deeply shrined; 
While I — as I gazed on thy swift flight by. 
One hour of my soul seem'd infinity ! 

And she, that voiceless below me slept, 
Flow'd not her song from a heart that wept? 
— O love and song, though of heaven your 

powers, 
Dark is your fitte in this world of ours ! 

Yet, ere I tum'd fi-om that silent place. 
Or ceased from watching thy sunny race, 
Thou, even thou, on those glancing wings. 
Didst waft me visions of brighter things ! 

Thou, that dost image the freed soul's birth. 
And its flight away o'er the mists of earth, 
Oh ! fitly uiy path is through flowers that rise 
Round the dark chamber where genius lies ! 



PROLOGUE TO THE TRAGEDY OF FIESCO. 



As tranlated 
D*Agiiiler, sod 
1838. 



the Gennan of SehiDer, by Colonel 
et the Theatre BoM DaUin, De- 



Too long apart, a bright but sever'd band. 
The migh^ minstrels of the Rhine's fair land, 
Majestic strains, but not for us had sung, — 
Mouldering to melody a stranger tongue. 
Brave hearts leap'd proudly to their words of 

power. 
As a true sword bounds forth in battle's hour ! 
Fair e^es rain'd homage o'er the impassion'd lays. 
In lovmg tears, more eloquent than praise; 
While wc, far distant, knew^ not, dream'd not 

aught 
Of the high marvels by that ma^o wrought. 
But let the barriers of the sea give way. 
When mind sweeps onward with a conqueror's 

sway! 
And let the Rhine divide high souls no more 
From minglmff on its old heroic shore. 
Which, e'en like ours, brave deeds through many 

an age, 
Have made the Poet's own free heritage ! 

To us, though feintly, may a wandering tone 
Of the fer minstrel^; at last be known; 
Sounds which the thrilling pulse, the burning tear. 
Have sprung to greet, must not be strangers here. 
And if by one, more used, on march and heath. 
To the shrill bugle, than the muse's breath, 
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With a wann heart the ofiering hath heen brought 
And in a trusting loyalty of thought, — 
So let it be received! — a Soldier's hand 
Bears to the breast of no ungenerous land 
A seed of foreign shores. 0*er this fair dime, 
Since Tara heard the harp of ancient time. 
Hath song held empire ; then if not with Ftttne^ 
Let the green isle with kindness bless his aim, 
The joy, the power, of kindred song to spread. 
Where once that harp ** the soul of music shed !*' 



A FAREWELL TO ABBOTSPORD. 



Then Wtm were given to Sir Walter Scott, at the gate of 
Abbotaford. m the nimmer of 1899. He waa tbeo apparently 
in the vtf onr of an exiatenee wboae ooerfiea prombed long 
eoniinnanoe ; and the elanoe of hia quick, amilinf eye, and the 
Terr iound of hia kiodly voice, aeemed to kindle the gladnea 
of bit own aunor and beniffnant f|Hrit in all who bad th« hap- 
pineaa of tpproaebinff him. 



Hon of the gifled ! fare thee well. 

And a blessing on thee rest; 
While the heather waves its purple bell 

O^er moor and mountain crest ; 
While stream to stream around thee calls, 

And braes with broom are drest, 
Glad be the harping in thy halls — 

A blessing on thee rest ! 

While the high voice from thee sent forth, 

Bids rock and cairn reply. 
Wakening the spirits of the North, 

Like a chieftain*s gathering cry ; 
While its deep master-tones hold sway, 

As a king*s, o'er every breast, 
Home of the Legend and the Lay ! 

A blessing on thee rest 

Joy to thy hearth, and board, and bower \ 

ix>ng bonoi^rs to thy line ! 
And hearts of proof^ and hands of power, 

And bright names worthy thine ! 
By the merry step of childhood still 

May thy tree sward be prest ! 
— While one proud pulse in the land can thrill, 

A blessing on thee rest ! 



Relic or treasure, giant sword of^ old 7 

Gems, bedded deep, rich veins of burning gold 7 

— ^Notso— 4he dead, the dead! An awe-stnick 

band, 

In silence gathering round the silent stand. 
Chained by one feelmg, hushing e*en their breath. 
Before the thing that, in the might of death. 
Fearful, yet beautiful, amidst them lay — 
A sleeper, dreaming not !— -a youth with hair 
Makinjg a sunny gfeam (how sadly fair !) 
O^et hu cold brow : no shadow of decay 
Had tauch*d those pale, bright features — ytt bo 

wore 
A mien of other days, a garb of yore. 
Who could unfold that mystery? From the 

thronff 
A woman wudly bn^e ; her eye was dim, 
As if through many tears, through vigils lon^. 
Through weary strainings : — ul h^ been &r 

him! 
Those two had loved! And there he lay, the dead, 
In his youth's flower — and she, the living, stood 
With her gray hair, whence hue and gloes had 

fled— 
And wasted form, and cheek, whose fludiing 

blood 
Had long since ebb*d — a meeting sad and strange ! 
— Oh ! are not meetings in this world of change 
Sadder than partings oft ! She stood there, stm^ 
And mute, and gaiing, all her soul to fill 
With the loved moe once more— -the young, &ir 

&ce, 
*Midst that rude cavern touch'd with sGalpCare's 



grace. 
By tarchlight 



SCENE IN A DALECARLIAN MINE. 



"Oh ! fondly, fervently, thoae two had loved. 
Had mingled mioda in Love*i own perfect tmat ; 
Had watch*d bricht aunaeta, dreamt of bliarfnl yean; 
And thua ihoy met" 



'* Haste, with your torches, haste ! make firelight 

round r 
—They speed, they press — what hath the miner 

fi>ond! 



It and by death :— until at last 
From her deep heart the spirit of the past 
GushM in low broken tones : — ^**And there thoa 

art! 
And thus we meet, that loved, and did but part 
As for a few brief hours ! — My fi-iend, my friend ! 
First love, and only one I is this the end 
Of hope deferred, youth blighted ! Yet thy brow 
Still wears its own proud beauty, and thy dieek 
Smiles — how unchanged! — ^while I, the worn, 

and weak. 
And fiided — oh ! thou wouldst but scorn me now. 
If thou couldst look on me ! — a witherM lea^ 
SearM — though for thy sak^-4)y the blast of 

grief! 
Better to see thee thus ! For thou didst go^ 
Bearing my image on thy heart, I know. 
Unto tbie dead. My Uhic ! ihrough the night 
How have I callM thee ! With the moning light 
How have I watch*d fyr thee !— wept, wander'd, 

pray'd. 
Met the fierce mountain-tempest, undismayed. 
In search of thee ! Bound my worn life to one. 
One torturing hope ! Now let me die ! *T is gone. 
Take thy betrothed!"— And on his breast she 

fell— 
— Oh ! since their youth*s last pff^f iff nttA &ie- 

' well. 
How changed in all but love! — the true, the 

strcmg. 
Joining in death whom life had parted long ! 
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—'They had one grave— one lonely bridal bed-* 
No friend, no kinsman, there a tear to shed ! 
IBs name had ceaiied— Aer heart outlived each tie. 
Once more to look on that dead fit co and die ! 



A THOUGHT OF THE FUTURE. 



DaEAHEE ! and wouldat thou know 
If Love goea with ua to the viewless bourne 7 
Wouldst thou bear hence th* un&thom'd source 
of woe 

In thy heart's lonely urn 7 

What hath it been to thee. 
That power, the dweller of thy secret breast? 
A dove sent fi>rth across a stormy sea. 

Finding no place of rest : 

A precious odour cast 
On a wild stream, that recklessly swept by ; 
A voice of music utter*d to the blast. 

And winning no reply. 

Even were such answer thine, 
Wouldst thou be blest? — too sleepless, too pro- 
found. 
Are thy soul*s hidden springs ; there is no line 

Their depth of love to sound. 

00 not words ftint and fiul. 
When thou wouldst fill them with that ocean's 

power? 
As thine own cheek before high thoughts grows 
pale 
In some overwhelming power? 

Doth not thy frail form sink 
Beneath the cham that binds thee to one spot. 
When thy heart strives, held down by many a link 

Where thy beloved are not 7 

Is not thy very soul 
Oft in the gush of powerless blessing shed, 
Till a vain tenderness, beyond control. 

Bows down thy weary head 7 

And wouldst thou bear all t&ts. 
The burden and the shadow of thy life. 
To trouble the blue skies of cloudless bliss, 

With earthly feelings* strife 7 

Not thus, not thus— oh no— 
Not veil*d and mantled with dim clouds of care. 
That spirit of my soul should with me go, 

To breathe celestial air : 

But as the sky-lark springs 
To its own sphere, where night sfer is driven, 
As to its place the flower-seed findeth wings, 

So must love mount to Heaven ! 

Vainly it shall not strive 
There on weak words to pour a stream of fire ; 
Thought unto thought shall kindling impulse give. 

As light might wake a lyre. 



And, oh ! its blessings there 
Shower'd like rich balsam forth on some dear 

head. 
Powerless no more, a gift shall surely bear, 
A joy of sunlight shed ! 

Let me, th^, let me dream 
That love goes with us to the shore unknown; 
So o*er its burning tears a heavenly gleam 

In mercy shall be thrown ! 



A THOUGHT OF HOME AT SEA. 



*T IB lone on the waters. 

When eve*8 mournful bell 
Sends forth to the sunset 
A note of fereweU ! 

When, borne with the shadows 
And winds as they sweep. 

There conies a fond memory 
Of Home o*er the deep ! 

When the wine of the sea-bird 

Is turn*d to her nest. 
And the heart of the sailor 

To all he loves best 

*Tis lone on the waters— 
That hour hath a spell 

To bring back sweet voices. 
And words of fiirewell ! 



A THOUGHT OF THE ROSE. 



Rom, Ron! per che luUa tua bdta 
B o ■eriUa qoflita paroh. 



MaHe. 



How much of memory dwells amidst thy bloom. 
Rose ! ever weai^ing beauty fer thy dower ! 

The bridal day — ^the testival^ — ^the tomb — 
Thou hast thy part in each, thou stateliest 
flower ! 

Therefore with thy soft breath come floating by 
A thousand images of love and grief; 

Dreams, filled with tokens of mortality, 

Deep thoughts of all things beautiful and brief. 

Not such thy spells o*er those that hail'd thee first, 
In the clear light of Eden*s golden day ! 

TWe thy rich leaves to crimson glory burst, 
LinkM with no dim remembrance of decay. 

Rose ! for the banquet gathered, and the bier ; 

Rose ! coloured now by human hope or pain ; 
Surely where death is not — nor change, nor fear. 

Yet maj we meet thee, Joy*s own flower* 
Bgam! 
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THE BELL AT SEA. 



Tbe dBBffuoDs idet called the Bell-Rock, on tho coast of 
Fife, and foraieriT to be maAed only by a belt, wbich wae to 
placed as to be iwunf by the motion or ibe waves, when the 
tide roee aboTo the rock. A lifbl-houn has lince been erected 
than. 

When the tide*B billowy swell 

Had reached its height, 
Then toIPd the rock's lone bell 

Sternly by night 

Far over cliff and surge 

Swept the deep sound, 
Making each wild wind's dirge 

Still more profound. 

Yet that funereal tone 

The sailor bless'd. 
Steering through darkness on, 

With fearless breast 

iTen so may we, that float 

On life's wide sea, 
Welcome each warning note, 

Stem though it be ! 



THE COTTAGE GIRL. 



A CHILD beside a hamlet's foimt at play, 
Her fair fiice laughing at the sunny day; 
The cheerful girl her labour leaves awhile. 
To gaze on Heaven's and Earth's unsullied smile ! 
Her happ^ dog looks on her dimpled cheeks. 
And of his joy in his own language speaks ; 
A gush of waters, tremulously brigffat. 
Kindling the air to gladness with 5ieir light ; 
And a soft gloom beyond, of summer trees, 
Darkening the turf, and shadow'd o'er by these, 
A low, dim, woodland cottage : — this was all ! 

What had the scene fbr memory to recall 
With a fond look of love ? What secret spell 
With the heart's pictures made its image dwell? 
What but the spirit of the joyous child, 
That freshly forth o'er stream and verdure smiled, 
Casting upon the common thin^ of earth 
A brightness, bom and gone with infant mirth ! 



DEATH OF AN INFANT. 



Death found strange beauty on that cherub brow, 
And dash'd it out — There was a tint of rose 
On cheek and lip, — ^he touch'd the veins with ice. 
And the rose faded ; forth from those blue eyes 
There spoke a wishful tenderness, — a doubt 
Whether to grieve or sleep, which innocence 
Alone can wear. With ruthless haste he bound 
The silken fringes of their curtaining lids 



For ever ; there had been a murmuring sound. 
With which the babe would claim its motho^s 

ear. 
Charming her even to tears. The spoiler set 
His seal of silence. But there beam'd a smile 
So fi±'d and holy from that marble brow, — 
Death gazed, and lefl it there ; — ^he dared not steal 
The signet-ring of Heaven. 



THE SUBTERRANEAN STREAM. 



**Tbmi stiesm. 
Whose •onree is iaaooeHibly I 
Whither do thy myiterioiii wateia tend 1 
Thoo imaceet my life.*' 



Darkly thou glidest onward, 

Thou deep and hidden wave ! 
The Uughing sunshine hath not look'd 

Into my secret oaTe. 

I 
Thy current makes no music — 

A hollow sound we hear, 
A muffled voice of mystery, 

And know that thou art near. 

No brighter line of verduro 

Follows thy lonely way ; 
No fairy moss, or lily's cup. 

Is frethen'd by thy pUy. 

The halcyon doth not seek thee. 

Her glorious wings to lave ; 
Thou Imow'st no tint of the summer sky. 

Thou dark and hidden wave ! . 

Yet once will day behold thee. 

When to the mighty sea. 
Fresh bursting from their cavem'd veins. 

Leap thy lone waters free. 

There wilt thou greet the simshine 

For a moment, and be lost. 
With all thy melancholy sounds, 

In the ocean's billowy host 

Oh I art thou not, dark river. 
Like the fearfbl thoughts untold. 

Which haply in the hudi of night 
O'er many a soul have roll'd 7 

Those earth-bom strange misgivings— 
Who hath not felt their power? 

Yet who hath breathed them to his friend. 
E'en in his fendest hour 7 

They hold no heart-communion, 

luey find no voice in song. 
They dimly follow far from earth 

The grave's departed throng. 
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Wild is their course, and lonely. 
And fruitless in man^s breast ; 

They come and go, and leave no trace 
Of their mysterious quest 

Yet surely must their wandering! 

At length be like thy way ; 
Their sh&dowB as thy waters lost, 

In one bright flood of day ! 



THE PENITENT'S OFFERING. 
Bt Lokk, vii. 37, 38. 



Thou that with pallid cheek, 

And eyes in sadness meek, 
And fiided locks that humbly swept the ground. 

From their long wanderings won, 

fiefbre the all-healing Son, 
Didst bow thee to the earth, oh, lost and found ! 

When thou wouldst bathe his feet, 

With odours richly sweet. 
And many a shower of woman's burning tear. 

And dry them with that hair. 

Brought low the dust to wear 
From the crowded beauty of its festal year. 

Did he reject thee then. 

While the sharp scorn of men 
On thy once bright and stately head was cast? 

No, from the Saviour's mien, 

A solemn light serene. 
Bore to thy soul the peace of God at last 

For thee, their smiles no more 

Familiar faces wore. 
Voices, once kind, had leam*d the stranger's tone. 

Who raised thee up and bound 

Thy silent spirit's wound 7 
He, from all guilt the stainless. He alone ! 

But which, oh, erring child ! 

From home so long beguiled. 
Which of thine ofierings won those words of 
Heaven, 

That o'er the bruised reed, 

Condemn'd of earth to bleed. 
In music pass'd, ** Thy sins are all forgiven T" 

Was it that perfume fraught 

With balm and incense, brought 
From the sweet woods of Araby the Uest 7 

Or that fast flowing rain 

Of tears, which not in vain 
To Him who soorn'd not tears, thy woes confess*d 7 

No, not by these restored 

Unto thy Father's board. 
Thy peace, that kindled joy in Heaven, was made ; 

But costlier in his eyes. 

By that blest sacrifice. 
Thy heart, thy fidl deep heart, before Him laid. 



THINGS THAT CHANGE. 



Know'st thou that seas are sweeping 

Where cities once have been 7 
When the calm wave is sleeping. 

Their towers may yet be seen ; 
Far down below the glassy tide 
Man's dwelling 's where his voice hath died ! 

Know'st thou that flocks are feeding 

Above the tombs of old, 
Which kings, their armies leading. 

Have linger'd to behold 7 
A short, smooth greensward o'er them spread 
Is all that marks where heroes bled. 

Know'st thou that now the token 

Of temples once renown 'd, 
Is but a pillar, broken, 

With grass and wall-flowers crown'd 7 
And the lone serpent rears her young 
Where the triumphant lyre hath sung 7 

Well, well, I know the story 

Of ages pass'd away, 
And the mournful wrecks that j^ory 

Has lefl to dull decay. 
But thou hast yet a tale to learn 
More full of warnings sad and stem. 

Thy pensive eye but ranges 

O'er ruin'd fiine and hall. 
Oh ! the deep soul has changes 

More sorrowful than all. 
Talk not, while these before thee throng. 
Of silence in the place of SQng. 

See scorn— where love has perish*d ; 

Distrust — ^where friendship grew ! 
Pride— where onoe nature cherish'd 

All tender thoughts and true ! 
And shadows of ^livion thrown 
O'er every trace of idols gone. 

Weep not for tmnbs flir scatter'd. 

For temples prostrate laid— 
In thine own heart lie shat£er*d 

The altars it had made. 
Go, sound its depths in doubt and fear ! 
Heap up no more its treasures here. 



HYMN OF THE VAUDOIS MOUNTAINEERS 
IN TIMES OF PERSECUTION. 

*' Thanks be to God for the monntaim!" 

HewiU't Book «f th^ 8te$M$. 



For the strength of the hills we bless thee, 

Our God, our flithers' God ! 
Thou hast made thy children mighty. 

By the touch of the mountain sod. 
Thou hast fix'd our ark of refuge. 

Where the spoiler's foot ne'er trod ; 
For the strength of the hills we F 

Our God, our ftther's God! 
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We are watchers of a beaeoa 

Whose light must never die ; 
We are guardians of an altar 

*MidBt the silence of the sky : 
The rocks jrield founts of courage, 

Struck forth as by thy rod ; 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee, 

Our God, our fiither's God ! 

For the dark resounding caverns, 

Where thy still, smafi voice is heard • 
For the strong pines of the forests. 

That by thy breath are stirr'd; 
For the storms, on whose free pinions 

Thy spirit walks abroad ; 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee, 

Our God, our fiither^s God ! 

The royal eagle darteth 

On lus quarry from the heights. 
And the stag that knows no master 

Seeks there his wild delights ; 
But we, for thy communion. 

Have sought the mountain sod; 
For the strength of the hiUs we bless thee, 

Our God, our fiither*s God 

The banner of the chieftain 

Far, far below us waves; 
The war-horse of the spearman 

Cannot reach our lofty caves ; 
Thy dark clouds wrap the threshold 

Of freedom's hist abode ; 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee. 

Our God, our fiither*s God ! 

For the shadow of thy presence, 

Round our camp of rock outspread. 
For the stem defiles of battle. 

Bearing record of our dead ; 
For the snows and for the torrents. 

For the free heart's burial sod ; 
For the strength of the hills we bless thee. 

Our God, our father's God I 



THE FOUNTAIN OF MARAH. 



" A od wheD liier cane to Marmb. tbey ooald not drink of tiM 
watan of Marab, for tbej were bitter. 

" And tbe ilbople muimuad asaioat Moaea, aa^inc , What 
ahall we drink 1 

"And he cried imto tbe Lord ; and the Lord ahowed him a 
tree, which when he bad cast into the waten, tbe waiora 
were made aweeU'* EawL zt. 83—35. 



Where is the tree the prophet threw 

Into the bitter wave? 
Left it no scion where it grew. 

The thirsting soul to save 7 



*The point of rock on which TeQ leaped from the boat of 
Gealer it marked by a chapel, and called the TeUauprmng. 

t Owned kdnuts, aa a idiatinction of rank, are m^tiftnm! 
in Simond'i SwHaariand. 

tTbe Knraihea. the oalobralMl Romz de§ rsOai. 



Hath nature lost the hidden power 

Its precious foliage shed? 
Is there no distant eastern bower. 

With such sweet leaves o'erspread 7 

Nay, wherefore ask 1 — since gifts aio oiin» 

Which yet may well imbue 
Earth's many-troubled founts with showers 

Of Heaven's own balmy dew. 

Oh! mingled with the cup of giie^ 

Let fidth's deep spirit be ; 
And every prayer shall win a leaf 

F^om that blest healing tree I 



EVENING SONG OF THE TYROLESE 
PEASANTS.* 



Come to the sunset tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free. 

And the reaper's work b done. 

The twilight star to heaven, 
And the summer dew to flowers, 

And rest to us is given 
By the cool soft evening hours. 

Sweet is the hour of rest! 

Pleasant the wind's low sigh. 
And the gleaming of the west, 

And the turf whereon we lie. 

When the burden and the heat 

Of Ubour's task are o'er. 
And kindly voices greet 

The tired one at his door. 

Come to the sunset tree ! 

The day is past and gone ; 
The woodman's axe lies free. 

And the reaper's work is done. 

Yes ; tuneful is the sound 

That dwells in whispering boughs ; 
Welcome the fiieshness round. 

And the gale that fans our brows. 

But rest more sweet and etiU 

Than ever night-fidl gave, 
Our longing hearts shaU fill 

In the world beyond the grave. 

There shall no tempest Uow,. 

No scorching noon-tide h^ ; 
There shall be no more snow, 

No weary wandering feet 

And we lift our trusting eyes. 
From the hills our fathers tiod, 

To the quiet of the skies. 
To the Sabbath of our God. 



* "The tored hour of rvtpoae ia atrikinf. Let m conn to 
» f?"^ trae."— See Captain 8herar*i intaraatmc " Npla* 
d Bsflectiooa during a ramUe ia Germasr.** 
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Come to the sunset tree ! 

llie day is past mad gone ; 
The woodman's aze lies free. 

And the reaper's work is done ! 



FRAGMENT. 



Oh, what is Natm^'s strength 7 the vacant eye 
By mind deserted hath a dread reply; 
The wild delirious laughter of despair. 
The mirth of frenzy— ^eek an answer there, 
— ^Weep not, sad moralist, o'er desert plains, 
Strew'd with the wrecks of grandeur, mouldering 

fimes. 
Arches of triumphs long with weeds o'ergrown. 
And regal cities — ^now Uie serpent's own ;— 
Earth has more dreadfid ruins, one lost mind 
Whose star is quench'd, hath lessons for mankind 
Of deeper import than each prostrate dome 
Mingling its marble with the dust of Rome. 



THE IMAGE OF THE DEAD. 



^Traeindewlitis 

That tlMT wiwm death hath hidden ftom onr nght. 
Are wortbieatof the mind'! regard ; with them 
The future cannot contradict the pait 
Moruiitj'i last exercue and proof 

lannderfooe^ . 

Wordtwortk. 

" The lore where death bath aet hia aeal. 
Nor afe can chill, nor rival iteal. 
Nor falaehood diaaTow." 



Thou hast thy home! — there is no power in 
change 
To reach that temple of the past — no sway 
In all time brings, or sudden, dark, or stnuige. 
To sweep the stiU transparent peace away 
From its hush'd air. 

And, oh ! that glorious image of the dead ! 

Sole thing whereon a deathless love may rest. 
And in deep faith and dreamy worship shed 

Its high gifts fearlessly !— I call thee blest. 
If only there I 

Blest, for the beautiful within thee dwelling. 
Never to fiule ! — a refii^e fmrn distrust, 

A spring of purer life, still freshly welling, 
To clothe the barrenness of earthly dust 
With flowers divine. 

And thou hast been beloved ! — it is no dream. 
No felse mirage for (Aee, the fervent love. 

The rainbow still unreach'd, the ideal gleam. 
That ever seems before, beyond, above, 
Far off to shine. 

But ihouy fix>m all the daughters of the earth 
Singled and mark'd, hast hiunon its home and 
place. 
And the high memory of its holy worth 
To this own life a glory and a grace 
For thee hath given. 

And art thou not etiU fondly, truly loved 7 
— ^Thou art ! — the love his spirit bore away 

Was not for earth ! — a treasure but removed, 
A bright bird parted for a cleaier day — 
Thine still in Heaven ! 



I CALL thee blest ! — ^though now the vmce be fled. 
Which to thy soul brought day^ring with its 
tone. 
And o'er the gentle eyes, though dust be spread, 
Eyes that ne'er look'd on tttine but light was 
thrown 
Far through thy breast : 

And though the music of thy life be broken. 
Or changed in every chord since he is gone, 

Feeling all this, even yet, by many a token, 
O thou, the deeply, but the brightly lone, 
I call thee blest 

For in thy heart there is a holy spot. 
As 'mid the waste an isle of feunt and palm. 

For ever gone ! — the world's breath enters not. 
The passion-tempeste may not break its calm : 
T is thine, all thine. 

Thither, in trust unbaflled, may'st thou turn, 
From weary words, cold greetings, heartless 
eyea, 
Quenehin? thy soul's thirst at the hidden urn. 
That, fi&'d with waters of sweet memory, lies 
In its own shrine. 



THE IVY OF KENILWORTH. 

HxARD'ffF thou what the Ivy sigh'd. 
Waving where all else hath di^ 
In the place of regal mirth. 
Now the silent K^iilworth ? 

With ito many glistening leaves. 
There a solemn robe it weaves ; 
And a voice is in each fold, 
Like an oracle's of old. 

Heard'st thou, while with dews of night 
Shone its berries darkly bright ? 
Yes ! the whisperer seem'd to say, 
**• All things — sJl things pass away ! 

** Where I am, the harp hath rung 
Banners and proud shields among. 
And the blood-red wine flow'd free. 
And the fire shot sparks of glee. 

** Where I am, now last and lone. 
Queenly stops have come and gone; 
Gorgeous masques have glided by, 
Unto rolling harmony. 
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M Flung from these illmiiiQed towers, 
Liffht hath pierced the forest bowers, 
LuLe, and pool, and fount haye been 
Kindled by their midnight sheen. 



"Where is now the feasting I 
Where the lordly minstrelsy 7 
Where the toumeVs ringing spear 7 
— ^I am sole and sdent here ! 



** In my home no hearth is crowned, 
Throagh my hall no wine foams roond, 
B^^ my gates hath ceased the lay — 
' things — all things pass away !" 



% 



Yes ! thv warning voice I knew. 
Ivy ! and its tale is true ; 
All is passing, or hath passM-— 
Thou, thyselfl must perish last ! 

Yet my secret soul replied, 
** Surely one thing shall abide ; 
'Midst the wreck of ages, one, 
Heaven's eternal Word alone !" 



LIGHTS AND SHADES. 



Ths gloomiest day hath gleams of light. 
The darkest wave hath bright foam near it ; 

And twinkles through the cloudiest night 
Some solitary star to cheer it 

The gloomiest soul is not aU ?loom ; 

The saddest heart is not aif sadness ; 
And sweetly o*er the darkest doom 

There shines some lingering beam of gladness. 

Despair is never quite despair ; 

Nor life, nor death, the future closes ; 
And round the shadowy brow of care 

Will hope and fancy twine their 



MONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION. 



EUo etait da monde, on \m plot belles ehons 

Ont le piro dettin : 
Et Boae, elle a dure, ee que durent lee naai, 

L'espoce d*an matin. 



Earth ! guard what here we lay in holy trust. 
That which hath left our home a darken*d 
pUce, ' 

Wanting the form, the smile, now veilM with dust, 
The light departed with our loveliest face. 

Yet from thy bonds, undying hope springs free— 

We have but lent our beautuul to thee. 

But thou, oh Heaven ! keep, keep what Thou ha^t 
taken. 
And with our treasure keep our he^rtioiihigh ! 



The spirit meek, and yet by pain unshaken, 

The faith, the love, the lofty constancy. 
Guide us where these are with our sister fl< 
They were of Thee, and thou hast claim*d thine 
own! 



KORNER AND HIS SISTER. 



Chailea Theodote Konwr, the cdebreted fmui i 
poet and ioklier, wai killed in a eluriiMdi wiib a detarfcrnent 
of French troops, on the 90ib of Auf uat, 1813. a ftw hoois 
after the composition of his popnlar piece, "TheSword-sonc** 
He was buried at the village of WobbeHn in MeckhMrimrck, 
under a beautifol oak. in a recess of whicfa he had frsqooitlr 
deponled versee emnpoeed by him wJule ffampaignhn in its 
▼ioinity. The monument erected to his memory is of east iron, 
and the upper part is wrouf bt into a lyre and sword, a favoor- 
ite emblem of Koner's, from which one of Us wocka bad been 
entitled. Near the grave of the poet is that ef hie only sieier. 
who died of grief for his loss, having only awrived hsm long 
enough to complete his portrait, and a drawing ef ha boiial- 
place. Over the gate of the cemetery is engraved one of his 
own lines: • 

** Vergiss die tteuen Todten nicht." 
Forget not the faithful dead. 

S$$ RiehardaoiCM Tramtlation 9f Konur*» Life emi 
Works, and 2>e«M*« Lettert from MteUekbur^ 



Grebn wave the oak fer ever o*er thy rest. 
Thou that beneath its crowning fbhage sleepest. 

And, in the stillness of thy country's farsast. 
Thy place of memory, as an altar, keepest ; 

Brightly thy spirit o'er her hills was pour'd. 
Thou of the lyre and sword ! 

Rest, bard ! rest, soldier !— by the ftther^s hand 
Here shall the child of after years be led. 

With his wreath^ffering silently to stand. 
In the hush'd presence of the glorious dead. 

Soklier and bard ! fer thou thy path hast trod 
With freedom and with God. 

Tlie oak waved proudly o'er thy burial rite. 
On thy crown'd bier to slimiber warrion bore 
thee. 
And with true hearts thy brethren of the fight 
Wept 88 they vail'd tneir drooping bannen o'er 
thee. 
And the deep guns with rolling peal gave token. 
That lyre and sword were broken. 

Thou hast a hero's tomb : — a lowlier bed 
Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying. 

The gentle girl that bow'd her fair young head. 
When thou wert gone, in silent sorrow dying. 

Brother, true friend! the tender and the brave-^ 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was thy gifl from others : — ^but for Aer, 

To whom the wide world held that only spot. 
She bved thee ! — lovely in your lives ye were, 

And in your early deaths divided not 
Thou hast thine oak, thy tIophy^— what hath 
■he? 
Her own blest plaoe by thee ! 
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Jt was thy spirit, brother ! which had made 

rwn.- V^_u. .u _i_-..-..^ ^ jjgy thoUghtfil] 

'midst the vines ye 



The bright earth glorious to her thoughtiiil eye» 
Since first in childhood 



phiy'd. 
And sent glad singing through the ftee Uoe 

Ye were bat two — and when that spirit pass'd. 
Woe to the one, the last ! 

Woe, yet not long ! — She linger*d but to trace 
Thine image ^m the image in her breast, 

Once, once again to see that buried &oe 
But smile upon her, ere she went to rest 

Too sad a smile ! its living light was o*er, 
It answer'd her's no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy Toice departed. 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled ; 

What then was left for her, the ftithful hearted ? 
Death, death, to stiU the yearning for the dead I 

Softly she perished : — be the flower deplored 
Here with the lyre and sword ! 



Have ye not met ere now 7 — so let those trust 

That meet for moments but to part for years. 
That weep, watch, pray, to hold back dust from 
dust, 
That love, where love is but a fount of tears. 
Brother, sweet sister ! .peace around ye dwell — 
Lyre, sword, and flower, fiirewell !* 



THE SPELLS OF HOME. 

** There bleod the ties that ibenctben 

Our hearts in boon of grief. 
The nhrer llnln lh«t lengtbea 

Jor'e vialB wheo BMMt brief." 

Benuard Bartn. 

Bt the soft green light in the woody glade, 
On the banks of moss where thy childhood play'd ; 
By the household tree through which thine eye 
first looked in love to the summer sky ; 
By the dewy gleam, by the very breath 
Of the primrose tufts in the grass beneath, 
Upon thy heart there is laid a spell. 
Holy and precious— oh! guard it well! 

By the sleepy ripple of the stream. 
Which' hath lull*d thee into many a dream ; 



*Tbe following linee recently addreeMd to the author of 
the above, by the venerable father of Korner, who, with the 
mother, Btiil Mirvtvee the **Lyre. Sword, and Flower" here 
commomorated, may not be onintereetios to the German 

reader. 
Wohllattt tont ant der Fena von freondliehen LaAea getra 

gen. 
Schmeichelt mit linderader Kraft lich in der Tiauernden Ohr, 
Starkt den erhehenden Glabben an eolcher eeelen Verwanda- 

chaft. 
Die sura Tempel die bruit nur fur das Wurdige weihn. 
Ant dem Laode me dem rich iteti der gefeyerte Jnnghng 
Hingeiogen gefnhh, wird ihm eio glannnder Lohn. 
Heil dem Brittiichen Volke. wenn ihm daa Deutacbe nicht 



Uber 



1 Hear reicheo lich beyile die Hand. 

Tkeodfr K9na*» V§Ur. 
37 



By the shiver of the ivy-leaves 
To the wind of mom at thy casement eaves, 
By the bees' deep murmur in the limes. 
By the music of the Sabbath chimes, 
By every sound of thy native shade. 
Stronger and dearer the speQ is made. 

By the gathering round the winter hearth,, 

When twilight oill'd unto household mirth; 

By the ftiry tale or the legend old 

In that ring of happy faces told ; 

By the quiet hour when hearts unite 

In the parting prayer and the kind ^'Good 

night f» 

By the smiling eye and the loving tone. 
Over thy lifo has the spell been thrown. 

And bless that gift— it hath rmtle might, 
A flruardian power and a guiding light 
It hath led the fireman forth to stand 
In the mountain-battles of his land ; 
It hath brought the wanderer o'er the seas, 
To die on the hills of his own firesh breeae ; 
And back to the gat^s of his father's hall. 
It hath led the weepmg prodigal. 

Yes ! when thy heart in its pride would stray 
From the pure first loves of its youth away; 
When the sullying breath of the world would 

come 
O'er the flowers it brought from its childhood's 

home: 
Think thou again of the woody gl&de. 
And the sound by the rustling ivy made. 
Think of the tree at thy father's door. 
And the kindly spell shall have power once 

more! 



THE FALLEN LIME-TREE. 

Oh, joy of the peasant ! O stately lime 
Thou art fiillen in thy golden honey-time. 
Thou whose wavy shadows. 

Long and long affo, 
Screened our gray forefiithers 
From the noontide's glow ; 
Thou, beneath whose branches, 

Touch'd with moonlight gleamk. 
Lay our early poets 
Wrapt in niiry dreams. 
O tree of our fathers ! O hallow'd tree ! 
A glory ia gone from our home with thee. 

Where shall now the weary 

Rest through simmer eves 7 
Or the bee find honey, 

As on thv sweet leaves 7 
Where shall now the ring-dove 

Build again her nest 7 
She so long the inmate 

Of thy fragrant breast 7 
But the sons of the peasant have lost in thee 
Far more than the ring-dove, &r more than the 

bee! 
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These may yet find coverts, 

Lea|^ and profound. 
Full of dewy dimness, 

Odour and soft sound : 
But the gentle memoriflB 

Clinging aU to thee. 
When shiOl they be gather'd 

Round another tree ? 
O pride of our fiithera ; O, hallow'd tree ! 
The crown of the hamlet is fidlen in thee ! 



THE FREED BIRD. 



Swifter than the ■ 

Swifter ftr Umn roQth*i delif bt, 

Bwifler for than happy night. 

Thou art come and Rone ! 

As the earth when leavea are dead. 
At the nif bt when ileep ia qted. 
As the heart when joy is fled, 

I am left here, alone! 



Rkturn, return, my Bird ! 

I have dressM thy cage with flowers, 
*T is lovely as a viiJet bank 

In the heart of forest bowers. 

** I am £"66, 1 am fi-ee, I return no more ! 
The weary time of the cage is o'er ! 
Through the rolling clouds I can soar on high. 
The sky is around me, the bright blue sky ! 

** The hills lie beneath me, spread far and clear, 
With their glowing heath-flowers, and bounding 

deer — 
I sec the waves flash on the sunny shore-^ 
I am firee, I am firee— I return no more !*' 

Alas, alas, my Bird I 

Why aeek'st thou to be free? 
Wert thou not blest in thy little bower, 

When thy song breathed naught but glee 7 

**Did my song of summer breathe naught but 

glee? 
Did the voice of the captive seem sweet to thee 7 
— Oh ! hadst thou known its deep meaning well ! 
It had tales of a burning heart to tell ! 

** From a dream of the forest that music sprang, 
Through its notes the peal of a torrent rang; 
And its djin^ iall, when it sooth'd thee best, 
Sigh*d, for wild flowers and a leafy nest** 

Was it with thee thus, my Bird 7 

Yet thine eye flash'd clear and bright ! 

I have seen the glance of sudden joy 
In its quick and dewy light 

** It flash'd with the fire of a tameless race, 
With the soul of the wild wood, my native place ! 
With the spirit that panted through heaven to 

soar — 
Woo me not back — I return no more ! 

^ My home is high amidst rocking trees, 
My kindred things are the star and breeie, 



And the fount uncheck'd in its lonely play. 
And the odours thai wander aiar, away !** 

Farewell, farewell then. Bird ! 

I have called on spirits gone. 
And it may be they joyMlike thee to part. 

Like thee, that wert all my own ! 

** If they were captives, and pined like me, 
Though Love might guard them, they joy*d to be 

free! 
They sprang from the earth with a burst of power. 
To the strength of their wings, to their triumph's 

hour! 

^Call them not back when the chain is riven. 
When the way of the pinion is all through heaven ! 
Farewell ! — ^With my song through the cknub I 

soar, 
I inerce the blue skies — I am Earth's no more !** 



THE MEETING OF THE BROTHERS.* 



** His eariy days 

Were with him in his heart** 



Thx voices of two forest boys. 

In years when hearts entwine. 
Had fill*d with childhood'? merry i 

A valley of the Rhine. 
To rock and stream that sound was knofwn. 
Gladsome as hunter's bugle-tone. 

The sunny laughter of their eyes 
There had each vineyard seen ; 

Up every cliff whence eagles rise, . 
Their bounding step h^ been ; 

Ay ! their bright youth a glory threw 
O'er the wild place wherein they grew. 

But this, as day-sprixiff's flash, was brief 

As early bloom or dew ; — 
Alas ! 't is but tiie wither'd leaf 

That wears the enduring hue ! 
Those rocks along the Rhme's fiur shoTB, 

Might girdle in their world no more. 

For now on manhood's verge they stood. 

And heard life's thrilling call, 
As if a silver clarion woo'd 

To some high festival ; 
And parted as young brothers part, 
With love in each unsullied heart 



They parted — soon the paths divide 

Wherein our steps were one, 
like river-branches, far and wide 

Dissevering as they run. 
And making strangers in their course 

Of waves that had the same bright source. 

Met they no more 7 — once more they met. 
Those kindred hearts and true ! 

*T was on a field of death, where yet 
The battie-thunders flew, 

*For the tale on which tha iittte poem 
'L'llermileealtaJie." 
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Tbooffh the fierce day wu well>ni(|rh past, 
And & rad fniuet smiled its last 

But as the oombat dosed, they ffJiond 

For tender thoughts a space. 
And eT*n upon that bloody ground 

Room for one brief embrace, 
And poor'd forth on each other's neck 
^ch tears as warriors need not check. 

The mists o*er boyhood^s memory spread 

All melted with those tears 
The fiices of the holy dead 

Rose as in ranishM yean : 
The Rhine, the Rhine, the ever bless'd, 
lifted its voice in each fiill breast ! 

Oh ! was it then a time to die ? 

It was ! — that not in vain 
The soul of childhood's parity 

And peace might torn again. 
A ball swept form — ^^ wa»gnided wel^ 
Heart unto heart those broSiers folL 

Happy, yes, happy thus to go ! 

Bearing from earth away 
Afiections, gifted ne'er to know 

A shadow — a decay, 
A passing touch of change or chill, 

A breath of anght whose breath can kUl. 

And they, between whose serer'd souls, 

Once m ckise union tied, 
A gulf is set, a current roUs 

For ever to divide, — 
Well may they envy such a lot. 

Whose hearts yearn onr--but mingle not 



MAN AND WOMAN. 



** ^Womeo act their piirti 

When tbtr do make tbeir order*d booMi know them. 
Mea man be buif out of doon, moat alir 
The oitf ; yea, make the gnat world awaie 
That they an in it ; for the mastery ^ 
Of whiah they laoa and wraitle.** 

KmowUs. 



Warrtor ! whose image on thy tomb, 

With shield and crested head, 
Sleeps proudly in the purple gloom 

By the stainM window shed ; 
The records of thy name and race 

Have fiided from the stone. 
Yet through a cloud of years I trace 

What thou hast been and done. 

A banner from its flashing spear 
Flung out o'er many a fight ; 

A war^ry ringing far and clear, 
And strong to turn the flight ; 

An arm that bravely bore the lance 
On for the holy shrine, 

A haughty heart and kingly glance- 
Chief! were not these thmgs thine? 



A bfty place where leaders sate 

Around the council board ; 
In festive halls a chair of state. 

When the Uood-red wine was pour'd ; 
A name that drew a prouder tone 

From herald, harp, and bard ; 
— Surely these things were all thine own. 

So hadst thou thy reward ! 

Wanan ! whose sculptured form at rest 

By the arm'd knight is laid. 
With meek hands f^ded o'er thy breast 

In matron robes array'd; 
What was thy tale 7— Oh, gentle mate 

Of him the bold and free. 
Bound unto his victorious fole. 

What bard hath sung of thee? 

He woo'd a bright and burning star ; 

Thine was Ihe void, the gloom, 
The straining e^e that fi^ow'd flir 

His oft-re ceding plume ; 
The heart«ick listening while his steed 

Sent echoes on the breeze ; 
The pang — ^but when did fiune take heed 

Of griefii obscure as these ? 

Thy silent and secluded hours. 

Through many a lonely day, 
While bCTding o'er thy broider'd flowers, 

With spirit fiir away ; 
Thy weeping midnight prayers for him 

Who fougnt on Syrian plains ; 
Thy watchings till the torch grew dim, — 

Theae fill no minstrel^trains. 



A still sad lifo was thine ! — ^long years, 

With tasks unguerdon'd fraught. 
Deep, quiet love, submissive tears. 

Vigils of anxious thought ; 
Prayers at the cross m fervour pour'd, 

Ahns to the pilgrims given ; 
O happy, happier than thy Iwd 

In that lone path to heaven ! 



ON THE TOMB OF MADAM LAN6HAN& 



"To amyaterioaaly eooaocted pair. 
This place ia coDMcrate ; to death and life. 
And to the best affeetioiMthat proceed 
From thii coqjanctioo.** 



How many hopes were borne upon thy bier, 
O bride of stricken love ! in anguish mther I 
Like flowers, the first and fairest of the year, 
Pluck'd on the bosom of the dead to wither ; 
Hopes firom their source all holy, though of earth. 
All brightly gathering round aflcction's hearth. 

Of mingled prayer they told ; of sabbath hours ; 
Of mom's fitrewcll, and evening's blessed meeting ; 
Of childhood's voice, amidst the household bowers, 
And bounding step, and smile of joyous greeting ; 
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But tboo, young mother ! to thy gentle heart. 
Didst take thy babe, and meeUy so depart 

How many hopes have sprung in radiance hence ! 
Their trace yet lights the dust, where thou art 

sleeping ! 
A solemn joy comes o^er me, and a sense 
Of triumpli, blent with nature's gush of weeping,, 
As, kindling up the silent stone. I see 
The glorious vision, caught by nith of thee. 

Slumberer ! love calls thee, for the ni^t is pest; 
Put on the immortal beau^ of thy waking ! 
Captive ! and haar'st thou not the trumpet's blast, 
The long victorious note thy bondaffo breaking ! 
Thou hoar'st, thou answerest, ** God of Earth and 

Heaven ! 
Here am I, with the cliild whom thou hast given !*** 



OWEN GLYNDWYK'S WAR-SONG. 



Saw ye the blazing star 7 

The heavens look down on fl«edom*s war, 

And light her torch on high : 
Bright on the dragon crest 
It tells tliat glory's wing shall rest, 

When warriors meet to die ! 
Let earth's pale tyrants read despair 

And vengeance in its flame. 
Hail ye, my bards ! the omen fair 

Of conquest and of fame. 
And swell the rushing mountain air. 

With songs to Glyndwyr's name. 

At the dead hour of night, 

Mark'd ye how each majestic height 

BurnM in its awfiil beams? 
Red shone the eternal snows, 
And all the land, as bright it rose, 

Was full of glorious dreams. 
Oh ! eagles of the battles, rise ! 

The hope of Gwynedd wal 
It is your banner in the skies, 

Through each dark cloud that breaks, 
And mantles, with triumphal dyes. 

Your thousand hills and lakes ! 

A sound is on the breeze, 

A murmur, as of swelling seas ! 

The Saxon 's on his way ! 
Lo ! spear, and shield, and lanoe. 
From Deva's waves, with lightning glance, 

Reflected to the day. 
But who the torrcnt-wave compels 

A conqueror's chains to bear ! 
Let those who wake the soul that dwells 

On our free winds beware ! 
The greenest and the loveliest dells 

May be the lion's lair ! 



Of us they told the seers 

And monarch-bards of elder yean, 

Who walk'd on earth as powers ; 
And in their burning strains, 
A spell of night and mystery reigns, 

To guard our mountain towers. 
— ^In Snowdon's caves a prophet Jay: 

Before his gifted sight 
The march of ages pass'd away 

With hero footsteps bright! 
But proudest, in that long array. 

Was Glyndwyr's path of light ! 



SWISS HOME45ICKNESS. 

TRAN8JLATID FROM THE LAST OF THE MELODIES SUNG 
BY THE TTROLESE FAMILT. 



" Hen mein Hon, wsram so tnorif .** ice 



* Part of Uio 



Whbrkfore SO sad and faint, my heart? 

The stranger's land is fair ; 
Yet weaj^, weary still thou art — 

What find'st thou wanting there 7 

What wanting?— ell, oh ! all I love ! 

Am I not lonely here ? 
Through a fair laiad in sooth I rove, 

Yet what like home is dear 7 

My home ! oh ! thither would I fly. 
Where the free air is sweet, 

My fiither's voice, my mother's eye, 
My own wild hills to greet 

My hills with all their soaring steeps. 
With all their glaciers bright. 

Where in his joy the chamois leaps, 
Mocking the hunter's nught 

Oh ! but to hear the herd-bell sound. 
When shepherds lead the way 

Up the high Alps, and children bound. 
And not a lamb will stay ! 

Oh ! but to climb the uplands free. 
And, where the pure streams foam. 

By the blue shining lake, to see 
Once more my hamlet-home ! 

Here no familiar look I trace ; 

I touch no friendly hand ; 
No child laughs kindlv in my &oe — 

As in my own bright land ! 



THE VOICE OF GOD. 



" 1 heard thr voice In Ibefardeo, and I was affaiS 

Amidst the thrilling leaves, thy voice, 
At evening's fall, drew near ; 

Father ! and did not man rejoice 
That blessed sound to hear ? 
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Did not his heart witbin him born, 
Toach*d by the solemn tone 7 

Not BO ! for, never to retom. 
Its purify was gone. 

Therefore, 'midst hol^ stream and 
His spirit shook with dread. 

And callM the cedars in that hom*. 
To veil his oonscioos head. 



Oh! in each wind, each fountain flow 
Each whisper of the shade, 

Grant me, my God, thy voice to know. 
And not to be afraid ! 



THE SLEEPERS. 



"Sleep !~leC thj moUier*! ipirit bloa her cUldt 

Asd let thy ■utora to the dreamlnt lend 

Gieet thee with Mnc !— each gentle voice be there 

Of earir foodnew— eeeh familiar face— 

Ooly th' unkind be abnnt !*' 



Oh I lightly, lightly tread ! 
A holy thing is sleep, 
On the worn spirit shed* 
And eyes that wake to weep: 

A holy thing from heaven, 
A gracious dewy cload, 
A covering mantle, given 
The weary to enshroud. 

Oh ! lightly, lighUy tread ! 
Revere the pale still brow. 
The meekly drooping head. 
The long hair's willowy flow ! 

Ye know not what ye do, 
That call the slumberer back. 
From the world imseen by yoii. 
Unto life's dim jbded tracL 

Her soul is fiu* away. 
In her childhood's land perchance. 
Where her yomig sisters play. 
Where shiiKS her mother's glance. 

Some old sweet native somid 
Her spirit haply weaves ; 
A harmony profound 
Of woods with all their leaves : 

A murmur of the sea, 
A laughing Ume of streams : — 
Long may her sojourn be 
In the music-land of dreams ! 

Each voice of love is there. 
Each gleam of beauty fled. 
Each lost one still more fair — 
Oh ! lightly, lightly tread! 



THE SHEPHERD POET OF THE ALPS. 



" God gave him reverence of lawi, 

Tet itininf Mood in freedom's cau ee 

A mnrit to hie roeks akin. 

The eye of the hawk, and the fire therein !** 

CtUridge. 



Singing of the free blue sky. 
And the wild flower glens that lie 
Far amidst the ancient hills. 
Which the fountain-music fills ; 
Singing of the snow-peaks bright, 
And the royal eagle's flight. 
And the courage and the naoe 
Foster'd by the chamois-cSase : 
In his fetters day by day. 
So the shepherd-poet lay. 

Wherefore, from a dungeon cell 
Did those notes of freedom swell. 
Breathing sadness not their own, 
Forth wSh every Alpine tone 7 
Wherefore ? — Can a tyrant's ear 
Brook the moimtain-winds to hear, 
When each blast goes pealing by 
With a song of liberty 7 

Darkly hung th' oppressor's hand 

O'er the shepherd-poet's land, 

Soimding there the waters ffush'd. 

While the lip of man was hush'd ; 

There the falcon pierced the cloud. 

While the fiery heart was bow'd ; 

But this might not long endure 

Where the motmtain-homes were pure ; 

And a valiant voice arose. 

Thrilling aU the silent snows ; 

Hi» — now singing &r and lone. 

Where the young breeze ne'er was kno^vn ! 

Singing of the glad blue sky, 

Wiklly — and how moomfuJly ! 

Are norie but the vnnd and the lammer-geycr 
To be free where the hills unto heaven aspire ? 
Is the soul of song from the steep glens past. 
Now that their poet is chain'd at Iwt 7 — 
Think of the mountains, and deem not so ! 
Soon shall each blast like a clarion blow. 
Yes ! though forbidden be every word. 
Wherewith that spirit the Alps hath stirr'd. 
Yet ev'n as a buried stream through earth 
Rolls on to another and brighter birth. 
So shall the voioe that hath seem'd to die. 
Burst forth with the anthem of Liberty ! 

And another power is moving 

In a bosom fondly loving : 

Oh ! a sister's heart is cbep. 

And her spirit 's strong to keep 

Each light link of ear^ hours. 

All sweet scents df childhood's flowers ! 

Thus each lay by Emi sung 

Rocks and crystal caves among. 

Or beneath the Imden-lcaves, 

Or the cabin's vine-hung eaves, 
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Rapid though as bird-notes goBhing, 

TnoBient as a wan check^s flushi^, 

Each in young Teresa's breast 

Left its fiery words impressM ; 

Treasured there lay every line 

As a rich book on a hidden shrine ; 

Fair was that lone girl, and meek. 

With a pale transparent cheek. 

And a deep fringed violet eye, 

Seeking in sweet shade to he ; 

Or, if raised to glance above, 

Dim with its own dews of love ; 

And a pure Madonna brow. 

And m silver voice, and low. 

Like the echo of a flute, 

Even the last, ere all be mute* 

But a loftier soul was seen 

In the orphan sister's mien, 

From that hour when chains defiled 

Him, the high Alps* noble*child ; 

Tones in her quivering voice awoke. 

As if a harp of battle spoke ; 

Light, that seem*d bom of an eagle's nest, 

Flash'd fi-om her soft eyes unrcpressM ; 

And her form, like a spreading water-flower. 

When its frail cup swells with a sudden 

shower, 
Seem'd all dilated with love and pride. 
And grief for that brother, her young heart's 

guide. 
Well might they love ! — ^those two had grown 
Orphans together and alone ; 
The silence of the Alpine sky 
Had hush'd their hearts to piety ; 
The turf, o'er their dead mother laid. 
Had been their altar when they pray'd ; 
There, more m tenderness than woe, 
The stars had seen their young tears flow ; 
The clouds, in spirit-like descent. 
Their deep thoughts by one touch had blent. 
And the wild storms link'd them to each 

other — 
How dear can peril make a brother ! 

Now is their hearth a fiirsaken spot. 

The vine waves unpmned o'er their mountain cot. 

Away, in that holy affection's might, 

The maiden is eone, like a breeze of the night; 

She is gone form alone, but her lighted face, 

Filling with soul every secret place. 

Hath a dower from heaven, and a gift of sway, 

To arouse brave hearts in its hidden way. 

Like the sudden flinging forth on high. 

Of a banner that starteUi silently ! 

She hath wander'd through a hamlet-vale, 

Telling its children her brother's tale ; 

And the strains, by his spirit pour'd away, 

Freely as fbuntains might shower their spray. 

From her fervent lip a new life have caught, 

And a power to kindle yet bolder thouglrt ; 

While sometimes a melody all her own. 

Like a gush of tears in its plaintive tone, 

May be heard 'midst the lonely rocks to flow, 

Clear through the water-chimes— clear, yet low : 



** Thou 'rt not where wild flowers wave, 
O'er crag and sparry cave ; 
Thou 'rt not where pines are sounding, 
Or joyous torrents bounding — 

Alas, my brother I 

** Thou 'rt not where green, on high, 
The brighter pastures lie ; 
Ev'n those, tbiine own wild places, 
Bear of our chain dark traces : 

Alas, my brother ! 

** Far hath the sunbeam spread. 
Nor found thy lonely bod ; 
Long hath the fi-e^ wind sought thee. 
Nor one sweet whisper brought thee^ 
Alas, my brother ! 

•* Thou, that for joy wert bom. 
Free as the wings of mom, 
Will aught thy young life cherish. 
Where Sic Alpine rose would perish? 
Alios, my brother ! 

u Canst thou be singing still. 

As once on every lull ? 

Is not thy soul rorsaken. 

And the bright gift fix)m thee taken ? 

Alas, alas, my brother !** 

And waa the bright fift ftom the captive fled t 
Like the fire on his hearth was his spirit dead 7 
Not so I — ^but as rooted in stillness deep, 
The pure stream-lily its place will keep. 
Though its tearful urns to the blast may quiver. 
While the red waves rush down the fbamiiig 

river. 
So fi^edom's faith in his bosom lay, 
Trcmblinff, yet not to be borne away ! 
He thought of the Alps and their breezy air. 
And felt that his country no chains might bear; 
He thought of the hunter's haughty life. 
And knew there must yet be noble strife; 
But, oh ! when thought of that orphan maid 
His high heart melted — he wept and pray'd ! 
For he saw her not as she moved e'en then, 
A wakener of heroes in every glen. 
With a glance inspired which no grief could tame» 
Bearing on hope Uke a torch's flame. 
While the strengthening voice of mighty wrongv 
Gave echoes back to her thrilling songs ; 
But his dreams were fiU'd by a biunting tone. 
Sad as a sleeping in&nt's lAoan ; 
And his soul was pierced by a moumfhl eye, 
Which look'd on it~oh ! how beseechingly ! 
And there floated past him a fragile form. 
With a willowy droop, as beneath the storm ; 
Till wakening in anguish, his faint heart strove 
In vain with its burden of helpless love ! 
— ^Thus woke the dreamer one weaiy night— 
Thcro flash'd through his dungeon a swift tUtoag 

light; 
He sprang up— he climb'd to the grating-baray 
— It was not the rising of moon or stan, 
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Bat a ngmd flame from a peak of mow, 

Rock*d through the dark skies to and fro ! 

T%flce shot ffwth another — another still — 

A hundred answers of hill to hill ! 

Tossinfir like pines in the tempesfs way, 

Joyously, wildly, the bright spires play, 

And each is haiPd with a pealing shout, 

For the high Alps wavinff their banners out ! 

£mi ! young Emi ! the land has risen ! 

— Alas ! to be lone in thy narrow prison ! 

Those free streamers glancing, and thou not there ! 

— Is the moment of rapture, or fierce despair 7 

— Hark ! there 's a tumult that shakes his cell ! 

At the gates of the mountain citadel ! 

Hark! a clear voice through the rude sounds 

ringing, 
— Doth he know the strain, and the wild, sweet 

singing? 

** There may not long be fetters 
Where the cloud is in earth's array. 
And the bright floods leap from cave and steep, 
Like a hunter on the prey ! 

** There may not long be fetters 
Where the white Alps have their towers ; 
Unto eagle-homes, if the arrow comes, 
Hw chain is not for ours !** 

It is she I — She is come like a day-spring beam, 
She that so moumfrilly shadowed his dream ! 
With her shining eyes and her buoyant form. 
She is come ! — her tears on his cheek are warm. 
And O ! the thrill in that weeping voice ! 
** My brother, my brother ! come forth, rejoice 

—Poet ! the land of thy love is free, 
r ! thy brother is won by thee ! 



THE WELCOME TO DEATH. 



•'Bhsniabide 
In thiidaU world Y 

Ihavs 



JintonM aad CUtpatra. 

Thou art welcome, O thou warning voice, 

My soul hath pined for thee ; 
Thou art welcome as sweet sounds firom shore, 

To wanderer on the sea. 
I hear thee in the rustling woodS| 

In the sighing vernal airs ; 
Thou call'st me from the kme]^ earth. 

With a deeper tone than theirs. 

The lonely earth ! since kindred steps 

From ite green paths are fled, 
A dimness and a hush have fall'n 

0*er all ite beauty spread. 
The silence of the unanswering soul 

Is on me and around ; 
My heart hath echoes but for thee. 

Thou still small warning sound ! 



Voice after voice hath died away. 

Once in mv dwelling heard. 
Sweet household name by name hath changed 

To griePs forbidden word ! 
From dreams of night on each I call. 

Each of the fiir removed ; 
And waken to my own wild cry 

Where are ye, my beloved ? 

Te left roe ! and earth's flowers grew fillM 

With records of the past. 
And stars ponrM down another light 

Than o*er my youth they cast : 
The skylark sings not aa be sang 

When ye were by my side. 
And moumflil tones arc in the wind 

Unheard before ye died ! 

. Thou art welcome, O thou summoner ! 

Why should the last remain 7 
What eye can reach my heart of hearts, 

Bearing in light agam 7 
Even could this be — ^too much of fear 

0*er love would note be thrown — 
Away, away ! from time, fit>m change, 

To dweU amidst mine own ! 



THE PRAYER FOR LIFE. 



O suNsmm and fidr earth ! 

Sweet is your kindly mirth. 
Angel of death ! yet, yet awhile delay ; 

Too sad it is to part. 

Thus in my spring of heart. 
With all the light and laughter of the day. 

For me the falling leaf 

Touches no chord of grief^ 
No dark worm in the rose*s bosom lies : 

Not one triumphal tone. 

One hue of hope is gone 
From song or bloom beneath the summer skies. 

Call me not hence away, 

Death, death ! ere yet decay 
Over the golden hours one shade has thrown ; 

Tlie poesy that dwells 

Deep in ^een woods and dells, 
Still to iny spirit speaks of joy alone. 

Yet not for this, O death ! 

Not for the venial breath 
Of winds, that shake. forth music from the trees ! 

Not for the splendour given 

To night's dark regal heaven. 
Spoiler ! I ask thee not reprieve for theee. 

But for the happy love 

Whose light, where'er I rove,. 
Kindles all nature to a sudden smile. 

Shedding on branch and flower 

A rainbow-tinted shower 
Of richer life— spare, spare me yet awhile ! 

Too soon, too fast thou *Tt come ! 
Too beautiful is home. 
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A home of gentle Toicos and kind eyes ! 

And I the lored of all. 

On whom fond blesaings fall 
From every lip— oh ! wilt tboa rend such ties ? 

Sweet sisters! weave a chain 

My spirit to detain ; 
Hold me to earth with strong afiection back ! 

Bind me with mighty love 

Unto the stream, the grove^ 
Our daily paths, onr life's fiuniliar track ! 

Stay with me— gird roe rornid ! 

Your voices bear a sound 
Of hope — a light comes with yon and departs : 

Hush my soul*s boding knell. 

That murmurs of fiirewell ! 
How can I leave this ring of kindest hearts ! 

Death ! grave ! and are there those 

That woo your dark repose 
'Midst the rich beauty of the glowing earth 7 

Surely about them lies 

No world of loving eyes — 
Leave me, oh leave me unto home and hearth ! . 



THE BATTLE-FIELD. 



I L0OK*D on the field where the battle was spread, 
When thousands stood forth in their glancing 

array, 
And the beam from the steel of the valiant was 

shed 
Through the dun rolling clouds that o'ershadowM 

the fray. 

I law ^e dark forest of lances appear. 
As the ears of the harvest unnumber'd they stood ; 
I heard the stem shout as the foemen drew near, 
Like the storm that lays low the proud pines of 
the wood. 

Aftr, the harsh notes of the war-drum were roIPd, 
Uprousing the wolf from the depth of his lair ; 
On high to the gust streamM the banner's red 

fold, 
0*er the death-close of hate, and the scowl of 

despair. 

I lookM on the field of contention again. 

When the sabre was sheathed and the tempest had 

past; 
The wild weed and thistle grew rank on the plain, 
And the fern sofUy sigh*d in the low wailing 



Unmoved lay the lake in its hour of repose. 
And bright shone the stars through the sky*s 

decpenM blue ; 
And sweetly the song of the night-bird arose. 
Where the fex-glove lay genmrd with its pearl- 

drops of dew. 

But where swept the ranks of that dark-fi-ownipg 

host, 
As the ocean in might — as the storm-cloud in 

speed! 



Where now were the thunders of victory*8 

boast, — 
The slayer's dread wrath and the strength of the 

steed! 

Not a time-wasted cross, not a mouldering stone. 
To mark the lone scene of their shame or their 

prides- 
One grass-cover'd mound told the traveller alone. 
Where thousands lay down in their anguish and 

died! 

Oh ! Glory !— behold thy fiuned guerdon's extent. 
For this toil thy skives through their earth-wasU 

in^ lot : 
A name hke the mist, when night's beacons are 

spent — 
A grave, with it tenants unwept and forgot ! 



THE BROKEN LUTE. 



She dwelt in proud Venetian halls, 

'Midst forms that breathed from the pictured walls; 

But a glow of beauty like her own. 

There had no dream of the painter thrown. 

Lit from within was her noble brow. 

As an urn, whence rays fit>m a lamp may flow ; 

Her young, clear cheek had a changefiil hue. 

As if ye might see how the soul wrought through ; 

And every flash of her fervent eye 

Seem'd the bright wakening of Poesy. 

Even thus it was! — firom her childhood*s 
years,— 
A being of sudden smiles and tears, — 
Passionate visions, quick light and shade, — 
Such was that high-born Italian maid! 
And the spirit of song in her bosom-cell. 
Dwelt, as the odours in violets dwell, — 
Or as the sounds in iEolian strings, 
Or in aspen-leaves the quiverings ; 
There, ever there, with the life enshrined. 
And waiting the call of the feintest wind. 

Oft, on the wave of the Adrian sea. 
In the citv's hour of moonlight glee,— 
Oft would that gift of the southern sky. 
Overflow fix>m her lips in melody ; 
Oft amidst festal halls it came. 
Like the springing forth of a sudden flame,-* 
Till the dance was hush'd, and the silvery tone 
Of her inspiration was heard alone. 
And Fame went with her, the bright, the crown'd. 
And Music floated her steps around ; 
And every lay of her soul was borne 
Through the sunny land, as on wings of mom. 

And was the daughter of Venice blest, 
With a power so deep in her youthffal breast 7 
Could she be happy, o'er whose dark eye 
So many changes and dreams went by 7 
And in whose cheek the swift crimson wrought. 
As if but bom from the rush of thought? 
— Yes ! in the brightness of joy awiule 
She moved, as a bark in the sunbeam's smile 



Digitized by 



Google 



MISCELLANEOUS FOEMa 



437 



For her spirit, as over her lire's full chord. 

All, aU on a happy love was pour*d ! 

How loves a heart, whence the stream of song 

Flows like the life-blood, quick, bright, and strong? 

How loves a heart which hath ever proved 

One breath of the world ? — Even so she loved I 

Blest, though the lord of her soul afar. 

Was chaiguiff the foremost in Moslem war,— 

Bearing the flag of St Mark*B on high. 

As a rulin|[ star in the Grecian sky. 

Proud music breathed in her song, when Fame 

Gave a tone more thrilling to his high name; 

And her trust in his love was a woman*s faith — 

Perfect, but fearing no change but death. 

But the fields are won fVom the Ottoman host, 
Li the land that quellM the Persian^s boast ; 
And a thousand hearts in Venice bum, 
For the day of triumph and return ! 
— ^The day is come ! the flashing deep 
Foams where the galleys of victory sweep ; 
And the sceptred city of the wave. 
With her festal splendour greets the brave ; 
Cymbal and clarion, and voice around. 
Make the air one stream of exulting sound. 
While the beautiflil with their sunny smiles 
Look from each hall of the hundred isles. 

But happiest and brightest that day of all. 
Robed for her warrior's festival, 
Moving a queen, 'midst the radiant throng. 
Was she, th' inspired one, the maid of song ! 
The lute he loved on her arm she bore. 
As she rush'd in her joy to the crowded shore ; 
With a hue on her cheek like the damask glow 
By the sunset sriven unto mountain-snow. 
And her eve afi fill'd with the spirit's play. 
Like the flash of a gem to the changeful day. 
And her long hair waving in ringlets bright — 
So came that being of hope and light ! 
— One moment, Erminia ! one moment more, 
And life, all the beauty of life, is o'er ! 
The bark of her lover hath touch'd the strand — 
Whom leads he forth with a gentle hand 7 
— A young, fidr form, whose nymph-like grace 
Accorded well with the Grecian face. 
And the eye, in its clear soft darkness meek. 
And the lashes that droop'd o'er a pale rose cheek ; 
And he look'd on that beauty with tender pride^ 
The warrior hath brought back an eastern bride ! 

But how stood she, the forsaken, there. 
Struck by the hghtning of swift despair 7 
Still, as amazed with grief^ she stood, 
And her cheek to her heart sent back the blood. 
And there came from her quivering lip no word — 
Onl^ the fikll of her lute was heard. 
As it dropt from her hand at her rival's feet, 
Lito fragments, whose dying thrill was sweet ! 

What more remaineth 7 her day was done ; 
Her fkte and the Broken Lute's were one ! 
The light, the vision, the gift of power, 
Pass'd horn her soul in that mortal hour. 
Like the rich sound from the shatter'd string. 
Whence the gush of sweetness no more might 
spring! 



As an eagle struck in his upward flight. 
So was her hope from its radiant height. 
And her song went with it fer evermore, 
A gladness taken from sea and shore ! 
She had moved to the echoing sound of fam»-~ 
Silently, silently, died her name ! 
Silently melted her life away. 
As ye have seen a young flower decay, 
Or a lamp that hath swiftly bum'd, expire. 
Or a bright stream shrink from the summer's fire, 
Leaving its channel all dry and mote- 
Woe for the Broken Heart and Lute ! 



THE RECALL. 



" AlM ! the kind, the playful, and the fay. 
They who have gladden'd their domeitio board. 
And cbeer*d the winter hearth, do tkn ntom T" 
iBmUu. 



Com home ! — ^there is a sorrowing breath 

In music since w^ went ; - <" 
And the early flower-scents wander by. 

With mournful memories blent : 
The sounds of every household voice 

Are grown more sad and deep. 
And the sweet word — brother — ^wakes a wish 

To turn aside and weep. 

O ye beloved, come home ! — ^the hour 

Of many a greeting tone. 
The time of heorth-ligbt and of song. 

Returns — ^and ye are gone ! 
And darkly, heavily it falls 

On the forsaken room. 
Burdening the heart with tenderness. 

That deepens 'midst the gloom. 

Where finds it yoii, our wandering ones. 

With all your boyhood's glee 
Untamed, beneath the desert's palm, 

Or on the lone mid sea 7 
'Mid stormy hills of battles old. 

Or where dark rivers foam 7 
Oh \ life is dim where ye are not. 

Back, yc beloved ! come home! 

Come with the leaves and winds of spring. 

And swift birds o'er the main ! 
Our love is ?rown too sorrowful, 

Bring us its youth again ! 
Bring uie ?lad tones to music back — 

Still, still your home is fair ; 
The spirit of your sunny life 

Alone is wanting there ! 



THE MASQUER'S SONG. 

The festal eve o'er earth and sky. 
In her scmsct robe looks bright 

And the purple hills of Sicily, 
With their vineyards, laugh in light 
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From the marble cities of her phdiui 

Glad voices minglmf swell ; 
But with yet more loud and loftv strains 

They shall hail the Yesper-belL 

Oh ! sweet the tones when the summer breeze 

Their cadence wails afar, 
To float o*er the blue Sicilian seas, 

Ab they gleam to the first pale star. 

The shepherd |rreet8 them on his height, 

The hermit m his cell ; 
But a deeper power shall breathe to-night, 

In the sound of the vesper-belL 



TIME'S SONG. 

0*Ea the level plain where mountains 

Greet me as I go, 
0*er the desert waste where fountains 

At my bidding flow, 
On the boundless beam by day. 

On the cloud by night, 
I am rushing hence away ! 

Who will chain my flight? 

War his weary watch^was keeping; 

I have cnish'd his spear ; 
Grief within her bower weeping, 

I have dried her tear ; 
Pleasure caught a minute's hold — 

Then I hurried by, 
Leaving all her banquet cold, 

And ner goblet diy. 

Power had won a throne of glory- 
Where is now his fame ? 

Genius said — ** I live in story f* 
Who hath heard his name 7 

Love, beneath a myrtle bough, 
Whisper'd— - Why so ftst?" 

And the roses on his brow 
Withered as I passM. 

I have heard the heifer lowing 

O'er the wild wave's bed, 
I have seen the billows flowing 

Where the cattle fed ; 
Where began my wanderings ? 

Memory will not say ; 
Where will rest my weary wings ? 

Science turns away. 



THE HUGUENOT'S FAREWELL. 



I look round on the darkening vale, 

lliat saw my childhood's plays : 
The low wind in its rising wail 

Hath a strange tone, a sound of other days. 

But I must rule my swelling breath : 

A sign is in the sky ; 
Bright o*er yon gray rock's eagle nest 

Shines foith a warning star — it bids me fly. 

My father's sword is in my hand, 

His deep voice haunts mine ear, 
He tells me of the noble band, 

Whose lives have left a brooding glory here. 

He bidf their oflbpring gnard from stain 

Their pure and loffy faith ; 
And yield up all thin^ to maintain 

The cause, for which they girt themselves to 
death. 

And I obey. — I leave their towers 

Unto the stranger's tread ; 
Unto the creeping grass and flowers ; 

Unto the fkding pictures of the doul. 

I leave their shields to slow decay, 

Their banners to the dust; 
I go, and only bear away 

Their old, majestic name,'-Hi solemn trust! 

I go up to the ancient hills. 

Where chains may never be, 
Where leap in joy the torrent rills. 

Where man may worship God, alone and free. 

There shall an altar and a camp 

Impregnably arise ; 
There shall be lit a quenchless lamp, 

To shine, unwavering, through the open akiea. 

And song shall 'midst the rocks be heard, 

And fearless prayer ascend ; 
While, thrilling to God's holy word, 

The mountam pines in adoration bend. 

And there the burning heart no more 

Its deep thought shall suppress. 
But the long'buried truth shall pour 

Free currents thence, amidst the wilderness. 

Then fare thee well, my mother's bower. 

Farewell, my father's hearth ! 
Perish, my home ! where lawless power 

Hath rent the tie of love to native earth. 

Perish ! let deathlike silence fidl 

Upon the lone abode : 
Sprc^ fast, dark ivy, spread thy pall : — 

I go up to the mountains, with my God. 



I STAND upon the threshold stone 

Of mine ancestral hall ; 
I hear my native river moan ; 

I sec the night o'er my old forests fiilL 



SABBATH SONNET. 



How many blessed groups this hour are bending 
Through England's primrose meadow paths their 

way 
Toward spire and tower, 'midst shadowy elms as- 

cending. 
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TVhence the sweet chimes prodaim the hallow*d 

day. 
The halls, from old heroic ages gray, 
Pom" their fidr children forth ; and hamlets low, 
With whose thick orchard blooms the soft winds 

play, 
Send out their inmates in a happy flow, 
Like a free vemal stream. I may not tread 
With them those pathways, — to the feverish bed 
Of sickness bomid ; — ^yet, oh ray Grod ! I bless 
Thy mercy, that with Sabbath peace hath fillM 
My chastenM heart, and all its throbbings still'd 
To one deep cahn of lowliest thankfulness. 



THE CHILDE*S DESTINY. 



** Aod noiM did love him.— oot I 

Bat pomp and power aJooe are women'i care \ 

And when these are, light Era* finds a frere." 

Bvrotu 



No mistress of the hidden skill. 

No wizard (pinnt and grim, 
Went up by night to heath or hill. 

To r«ui the stars for him ; 
The merriest ^irl in all the land 

Of vine-encirded France, 
Bestow*d upon his brow and hand 

Her philosophic glance : 
** I bind thee with a spell,** said she, 

** I sign thee with a sign ; 
No woman's love shall light on thee. 

No woman's heart be mine ! 

** And trust me, *t is not that thy cheek 

Is colourless and cold, 
Nor that thine eye is slow to speak 

What only eyes have told ; 
For many a cheek of paler white 

Hath blushed with passion's kiss ; 
And many an eye of lesser light 

Hath caught its fire from buss ; 
Yet while the rivers seek the sea, 

And while the young stars shine. 
No woman's love shall light on thee, 

No woman*s heart be thine ! 

** And *t u not that thy spirit, awed 

By beauty's numbing spell. 
Shrinks from the force, or from the fiuud 

Which beauty loves so well ; 
For thou hast leam'd to watch and wake. 

And swear by earth and sky ; 
And thou art very bold to take 

What we must still deny : 
I cannot tell : the charm was wrought 

By other threads than mine, 
'nie lips are lightly begg'd or bought. 

The heart may not be thine ! 

*^ Yet thine the brightest smile shall be 

That ever beauty wore. 
And confidence fix)m two or three, 

And compBrnents fixim more ; 



And one shall give— perchance hath givep. 

What only is not love ; 
Friendship,— oh ! such as saints in heaven 

Rain on us from above. 
If she shall meet thee in tlie bower. 

Or name thee in the shrine. 
Oh ! wear the ring, and guard the flower, — 

Her heart may not be thine \ 

" Go, set thy boat before the blast, 

Thy breast before the gun : — 
The haven shall be reach'd at last. 

The battle shall be won ; 
Or muse upon thy country's laws. 

Or strike thy country's lute ; — 
And patriot hands shall sound applaufle, 

And lovely lips be mute : 
Go, dig the diamond from the wave. 

The treasure from the mine ; 
Enioy the wreath, the gold, the grave, — 

No woman's heart is thme ! 

** I charm thee from the a^ny 

Which others feel or feiffn ; 
From anger, and fix>m jealousy, 

From doubt, and from disdam ; 
I bid thee wear the scorn of years 

Upon the cheek of youth. 
And curl the lip at passion's tears. 

And shake the head at truth : 
While there is bliss in revelry, 

Forgetfulness in wine. 
Be thou from woman's love as firee. 

As woman is fiK>m thine !" 



TO THE MEMORY OF A FRIEND AND 
RELATIVE. 



* BISHad are the pore in heart, for Uiey ihaB no God." 



We miss thy voice while early flowers are blow- 
ing* 
And the first blush of blossom clothes each 
bough. 
And the spring sunshine round our home is glow- 
ing. 
Soft as thy smile— thou wouldst be with us now ! 

With ua ! — we torong thee hy the earthly thoughts- 
Could our fond gaze but follow where thou art. 

Well might the glories of this world seem naught 
To the one promise given the pure in heart 

Yet wert thou blest e'en here— oh ! ever blest 
In thine own sunny thoughts and tranquil 

The silent joy that still o'erflow'd thy breast. 
Needed but guarding firom all change by death. 



So is it seal'd to peace !— on thy clear brow 
Never was care one fleeting shade to cast. 

And thy calm days in brightness were to flow, 
A holy stream untroubled to the last ! 
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Farewell! thy life hath left surviving love 

A wealth of records and sweet ^ feelings given." 

From sorrow's heart the feintness to remove, 
Bj whispers breathing "less of earth than 
heaven." 

Thus rests thy spirit still on those with whom 
Thy step the path of joyous duty trod, 

Bidding them make an altar of thy tomb. 
Where chasten'd thought may offer paise to 
God! 



WOMAN AND FAME. 

Happt — ^happier far than thou. 
With the laurel on thy brow ; , 
She that makes the humblest hearth 
Lovely but to one on earth. 

Thou hast a charmed cup, O Fame, 
A draught that mantles high. 

And seems to lift this earthly fi^e 
Above mortality. 

Away ! to me — a woman — brin^ 

Sweet water from affection's spnng. 

Thou hast green laurel leaves that twine 

Into so proud a wreath ; 
For that resplendent gift of thine. 

Heroes have smiled in death. 
Give me from some kind hand a flower. 
The record of one happy hour ! 

Thou hast a voice, whose thrilling tone 
Can bid each life-pulse beat, 

As when a trumpet's note hath blown, 
Calling the brave to meet : 



But mine, let mice — a woman's breast. 
By words of home-bom love be bless'cL 

A hollow sound is in thy song, 

A mockery in thine eye. 
To the sick heart that doth but long 

For aid, for sympathy, 
For kindly looks to cheer it on, 
For tender accents that are gone. 

Fame, Fame ! thou canst not be the stay 

Unto the drooping reed. 
The cool ftesh fountain in the day 

Of the soul's feverish need : 
Where must the lone one turn or flee 7 
Not unto thee, oh ! not to thee ! 



THE POETRY OF THE PSALMS. 



NoBLT thy song, O minstrel ! rush'd to meet 
Th' Eternal on the pathway of the bla;Bt, 
With darkness round him, as a mantle, cast. 

And cherubim, to waft his flying seat. 

Amidst the hills, that smoked boieath his feet. 
With trumpet voice thy spirit cali'd aloud. 

And bade the trembling rocks his name repeat. 
And the bent cedars, and the bursting ckmd. 

But far more gloriously to earth made known 
By that hiffh strain, than by the thunder's tone, 
llian flashing torrents, or the ocean's roll ; 

Jehovah spoke through the inbreathing fire. 

Nature's vast realms for ever to inspire 
WiUi the deep worship of a living souL 
DubUo, AprU, 1835. 



THE END. 
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